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New Grub Street, by George Gissing, came into the 
world in 1891, at the very beginning of that auspicious 
decade which showed us a new way to view old vistas. Its 
relation to that aspiring age is ironic. More than anything 
else it was the despairing cry of the classical scholar who 
finds himself crowded into obscurity by the man of little 
learning. Despite its author’s fidelity to form it drew no 
inspiration from Gautier’s dictum and had nothing in com- 
mon with the glamorous search of the Beardsley group 
for a new esthetic formula. It dealt with the lower middle 
class because Gissing was interested in that stratum, and 
not because the French naturalists had urged the claims 
of unattractive realism. The world that it brought to 
book for all time was the world as seen through the eyes 
of George Gissing, and none else. 

Think of what a motley array of wares was laid before 
the British public in the year 1891! In that year Arthur 
Symons climbed to an upper room of the Cheshire Cheese 
and beheld Ernest Dowson reciting his verses and plead- 
ing a forlorn hopelessness about the world. “The Light 
That Failed,’ by Rudyard Kipling, slipped quietly into the 
libraries and distressed readers with its unhappy ending, 
whereas “Peter Ibbetson,” first-born of a man whose name 
was soon to command all ears, brought sighs and longing. 
The quiet fascination of “The Little Minister” began to 
hold readers and “The Adventures of Sherlock Holmes” 
burst into full popularity, carrying on the career of the 
hero of Baker Street, who had made his bow several years 
before. Of an entirely different genre was “Tess of the 
D’Urbervilles,” also of this year, but to a public eager for 
charm it proved a bitter salad. Where one praised it a 
dozen cast down their eyes and murmured “Blasphemy !” 
George Gissing stands apart from all this talent, a strange, 


solitary figure, fashioning his sentences with meticulous 
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precision, despairing of anyone’s recognizing the classic 
pattern under its crude, English cloak. f 

So New Grub Street arrived. It was ushered into the 
light in three volumes, for the benefit of that very ar- 
culating library system which it attacks so vigorously. In 
fact each of the three volumes that lie before me, with 
their worn covers of dark green cloth made rough to imi- 
tate morocco, and their trace of gold lettering in the titles, 
bears on its inside cover the stamp of Lawrence’s Sub- 
scription Library of Rugby, with the advice that “novels 
are issued to and received from subscribers in sets only.” 
It went into one edition and then lingered on the shelves; 
a cheap reprint found its way to a few more curious read- 
ers; an American house presented it to a nation that was 
engaged in genuflexions before Richard Harding Davis, 
and then, like a disembodied spirit, it was spoken of now 
and then at the tables of seminars, and in old rooms where 
men talked of unworldly and highly unprofitable things. 
Whatever its author received from it is problematical— 
hardly the one hundred pounds that went to poor Edwin 
Reardon for the novel that he wrote with his heart’s blood. 
It is called back to life to-day because of the insistent de- 
termination of a new age to regard George Gissing as a 
capable stylist, a keen analyst of motives and an extraor- 
dinary literary figure whose inexplicable hardships and 
distressing failure stir the imagination of an age sur- 
feited with material things. 

And opening this book, what do we find? A story of 
unattractive and unimaginative people that seems likely 
to reflect with minuteness the boredom of the common- 
place, but that moves forward with a disarming evenness 
until we begin to suspect an intensive artistry behind its 
ease; a knowledge of motives singularly clear, finally an 
unobtrusive irony. And as we turn its pages we may 
guess, with so many others, that much of the author’s 
life-blood has gone into this work, that he has known 
these characters through the intimacy of suffering shared 
and defeats experienced or understood; in short, that in 


New Grub Street we have another chapter of George Gis- 
sing’s book of the heart. 
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The London literary panorama had an earnest and un- 
wavering observer in George Gissing. He, too, had his 
pride in Tibullus and his longing for the Ionian Sea, and 
he viewed-the changing world of New Grub Street as the 
prophets saw the cities of the plain. Here he set down the 
evil fruits of that exploitation of talent and that “popu- 
larization” which has reached its farthest development in 
our own generation. In Jasper Milvain he epitomized for 
all time the smooth-talking, adaptable exploiter who “gives 
the public what it wants.” The reader will agree that 
Gissing has done him full justice. If Jasper is detestable 
he is also human; if his egotism causes him to talk spa- 
ciously of his accomplishments, he is also practical enough 
to admit his shortcomings—Gissing has drawn a full- 
length portrait; complete, ineradicable, and you who read 

this book will ever after find Jasper Milvains all about 
you, will suspect their glib pretense of turning brass into 
gold, and know their kind for their undisguised under- 
valuation of the public and their highly successful famil- 
jarity with the market and its wares. 

Against Jasper Milvain Gissing placed Edwin Reardon, 
“the old type of unpractical artist,’ a forlorn and frus- 
trated novelist, whom lack of mental and physical nourish- 
ment had brought to such a pass that he no longer had the 
vitality to do creative work of a high character, while his 
temperament made any adaptation to the needs of his times: 
impossible. Is there irony, in Gissing’s description of 
Reardon’s style, so reminiscent of charges made against 
Gissing himself? “His books dealt with no particular 
class of society (unless one makes a distinct class of people 
who have brains) and they lacked local colour. Their in- 
terest was almost purely psychological. It was clear that 
the author had no faculty for constructing a story... . 
But strong characterisation was within his scope and an 

“intellectual fervour, appetising to a small section of refined 
readers, marked all his best pages.” 

It is Jasper Milvain who voices the opinion that to suc- 
ceed one must enthrone the vulgar, that the market must 
be supplied, that concessions must be made to the public 
demand and that therein lies prosperity for the writer. 


viii IN FRODBUCEREC’ 


Just a year before New Grub Street appeared, in 1890, 
Thomas Hardy had published in The New Revew a warn- 
ing against the threatened popularization: “The object of 
the magazine and the circulating library is not upward ad- 
vance but lateral advance—to suit themselves to household 
reading. As a consequence the magazine in particular and 
the circulating library in general do not foster the growth 
of the novel which reflects and reveals life.” 

If Gissing felt in his heart that Edwin Reardon repre- 
‘sented to a slight degree his own self frustrated in his best 
designs by the low taste and demands of his age, then he 
must have drawn Jasper Milvain with a deep and abiding - 
hatred. Few portraits in English literature are more 
damaging, yet few despicable characters have been set 
down with such fairness. The method Gissing used to 
portray Jasper is a model of selective writing. It is easy 
to detest Jasper for such conduct as his caddish treatment 
of Miss Yule, which is done without subtlety, but also for 
his views, which, for the most part, are stated without 
comment. To-day Jasper is merely the literary carpenter 
who flourishes by the hundred, but in Gissing’s day he was 
a newcomer and a rare specimen. Jasper believes that it 
is better to live than to starve with the garreteers in the 
Tottenham Court road district; hence he is ready to give 
his audience what it wants. He does not overestimate his 
abilities but seeks the place where his talents will be em- 
ployed profitably. His views have the self-satisfied ap- 
proval of mediocrity : “I maintain that we people of brains 
are justified in supplying the mob with the food it likes. 
We are not geniuses and if we sit down in a spirit of long- 
eared gravity we shall produce only commonplace stuff. 
Let us use our wits to earn money and make the best we 
can of our lives.” What an abiding and oft-repeated con- 
fession of mediocrity! Jasper knows that it takes skill to 
write down to the herd: “To please the vulgar you must, 
one way or another, incarnate vulgarity,’—a copybook 
maxim for our complacent and bloated novelists of 
the commonplace. He knows the trick of writing for those 
who delude themselves into thinking they have wit and 
cleverness—“the upper middle-class of intellect.” In one 
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clear passage Gissing has packed the whole argument of 
the practical craftsman: “Literature nowadays is a trade. 
Putting aside men of genius, who may succeed by mere 
cosmic force, vour successful man of letters is your skilful 
tradesman. He thinks first and foremost of the markets; 
when one kind of goods begins to go off slackly, he is 
ready with something new and appetising. He knows per- 
fectly well all the sources of income.” And in discussing 
Reardon’s failure he continues: “I should have gone 
shiewdly to work with magazines and newspapers and 
foreign publishers, and—all sorts of people.” He knows 
the inhabitants of the new Grub Street are “men of busi- 
ness, however seedy.’ And his aim is direct and low: “I 
speak only of good, coarse, marketable stuff for the world’s 
vulgar.” How far Gissing was removed from such views 
is clear when we recall his conviction that all literature is 
poetry in its widest sense. 

The point of view is not always held in New Grub 
Street. Gissing was not always successful in letting his 
characters speak for him. In introducing Harold Biffen’s 
tragedy he indulges in an outburst against the successful 
merchant. “The chances are that you have neither under- 
standing nor sympathy for men such as Edwin Reardon 
and Harold Biffen,” he says to the reader. “They merely 
provoke you. They seem to you inert, flabby, weakly en- 
vious, foolishly obstinate, impiously mutinous and many 
other things. You are made angrily contemptuous by 
their failure to get on—why don’t they bestir themselves ?”” 
Then he asks for consideration of the qualities that have 
no relation to the world’s labor market. “These two 
were richly endowed with the kindly and imaginative vir- 
tues; if fate threw them amid incongruous circumstances 
is their endowment of less value?’ He is aware that “the 
sum of their faults is their inability to earn money.” He 
follows with an affecting picture of how Biffen starved to 
be able to write his novel of the ignobly decent—“Mr. 
Bailey, Grocer,” remarking bitterly: “It was very weak 
of Harold Biffen to come so near péerishing of hunger as 
he did in the days when he was completing his novel.” 
There follows an affecting story of Biffen’s poverty, his 
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striving to buy bread, and finally his fight to save his 
manuscript from the fire. 

New Grub Street is sometimes spoken of as the story of 
Gissing’s starvation, but it rises above autobiography and 
becomes the picture of a period. Gissing had strong artis- 
tic convictions. An outspoken confession was foreign to 
him, but he fitted his experiences again and again into an 
appropriate niche. Thus we possess a personal portrait 
and none at all; Reardon is Gissing and yet the dissimi- 
larities are obvious. The story of Gissing’s visit to the 
United States in 1876 and 1877, when he taught high 
school in Waltham, Mass., and did newspaper work in 
Chicago, finds an echo in New Grub Street, and Whelp- 
dale narrates certain adventures that happened to Gissing 
at this time, including his living on peanuts in Troy, N.Y. 
The Chicago episodes are well authenticated and Mr. Vin- 
cent Starrett has lately found and published certain stories 
contributed by Gissing to the Chicago Tribune. But if 
Gissing never actually wrote an autobiography his imagina- 
tion never soared free from the realm of personal ex- 
perience. It is believed that Henry Ryecroft is the most 
autobiographical of Gissing’s creations and it may be 
profitable to point out that Ryecroft and Reardon fre- 
queritly have the same experiences. Reardon lived for 
four years in a garret in Tottenham Court Road at three 
and six pence a week, and Ryecroft lived there in a back 
bedroom and eventually in a cellar; Reardon had been 
writing about Tibullus—‘“such work is indifferently paid” 
—and who does not recall Ryecroft’s joy at discovering 
Heyne’s gentle-hearted Tibullus in a bookstall in Goodge 
Street and his capture of the coveted book at the expense 
of his dinner? Ryecroft gives frequent proof of his 
scholarly tastes and his resentment at the myopia of his 
age: ‘“Why has Gibbon no market value?” he asks. There 
are numerous other similarities. 

To those who deal with books New Grub Street will 
present many truths; so far as reviewing is concerned it is 
almost a Dunciad. If to-day we have few Alfred Yules 
venting their bitterness on authors in reviews, we surely 
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have many Jasper Milvains who look upon the review as 
just another means of helping the author sell his wares. 
With the passing of the unsigned review something of the 
aloofness of the critic’s station has passed away; he is now 
easily accessible, he is in constant touch with men whose 
work he reviews; it is inevitable that if he is at all social 
he must compromise his position as a judge on the bench. 
But the more tolerant attitude has not been entirely a dis- 
advantage; if it is true that mediocre writers are received 
to-day with acclaim, it also happens that the new writer 
gets the willing ear, and a wider recognition of the essen- 
tial values in a novel permit him to be judged not by the 
standards of another age, but as the expression of his time 
and for the vitality that he brings to his work. This is a 
distinct gain; it also happens to be true, ironically, that the 
very broadening of the audience, which Gissing abhorred, 
has made possible the reprinting of this book thirty-five 
years after its original publication. 

I have not written a memoir of Gissing because these 
are readily accessible; Mr. Paul Elmer More has sketched 
the chief events of his life briefly in his introduction to 
“The Private Papers of Henry Ryecroft” in the Modern 
Library; Mr. Frank Swinnerton has written the best ap- 
proach to this author and his work in “George Gissing; A 
Critical Study,” and it may be noted that he recommends a 
reading of “The Private Life of Henry Maitland,” by 
Morley Roberts, a biography in disguise. It becomes clear 
from these and other writings that Gissing was not solely 
a victim of unhappy conditions, but to a great extent of 
his own temperament. Like Ernest Dowson, who sang 
his best lyrics when most despondent, Gissing saw the 
world through blue glasses and judged himself born out 
of his time. If we accept Edwin Reardon as a self-por- 
trait, we have abundant proof of Gissing’s self-pity and 
self-accusation. The anomaly is that no one who reads 
New Grub Street will suspect that the time it describes 
was one of the most fecund in English writing, and that, 
despite the growth of an audience without critical acumen 
and the coming of authors without classical standards, it 
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was a time when books displayed both vitality and beauty 
and when writers became free to be as natural and indi- 


vidual as they pleased. 
Harry HANSEN. 


Bronxville, N. Y. 
November, 1926. 
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GHAP TER. 1 
A MAN OF HIS DAY 


As the Milvains sat down to breakfast the clock of Wat- 
tleborough parish church struck eight; it was two miles 
away, but the strokes were borne very distinctly on the 
west wind this autumn morning. Jasper, listening before 
he cracked an egg, remarked with cheerfulness : 

“There’s a man being hanged in London at this mo- 
ment.’ 

“Surely it isn’t necessary to let us know that,” said his 
sister Maud, coldly. 

“And in such a tone, too!” protested his sister Dora. 

“Who is it?” inquired Mrs, Milvain, looking at her son 
with pained forehead. 

“T don’t know. It happened to catch my eye in the 
paper yesterday that someone was to be hanged at New- 
gate this morning. There’s a certain satisfaction in re- 
flecting that it is not oneself.”’ 

“That’s your selfish way of looking at things,” said 
Maud. 

“Well,” returned Jasper, “seeing that the fact came into 
my head, what better use could I make of it? I could 
curse the brutality of an age that sanctioned such things; 
or I could grow doleful over the misery of the poor— 
fellow. But those emotions would be as little profitable to 
others as to myself. It just happened that I saw the thing 
- in a light of consolation. Things are bad with me, but 
not so bad as that. I might be going out between Jack 
. Ketch and the Chaplain to be hanged; instead of that, I 
‘am eating a really fresh egg, and very excellent buttered 
toast, with coffee as good as can be reasonably expected 
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in this part of the world—(Do try boiling the milk, 
mother.)—The tone in which I spoke was spontaneous ; 
being so, it needs no justification.” 

He was a young man of five-and-twenty, well built, 
though a trifle meagre, and of pale complexion. He had 
hair that was very nearly black, and a clean-shaven face, 
best described, perhaps, as of bureaucratic type. The 
clothes he wore were of expensive material, but had seen 
a good deal of service. His stand-up collar curled over 
at the corners, and his necktie was lilac-sprigged. 

Of the two sisters, Dora, aged twenty, was the more 
like him in visage, but she spoke with a gentleness which 
seemed to indicate a different character. Maud, who was 
twenty-two, had bold, handsome features, and very beau- 
tiful hair of russet tinge; hers was not a face that readily 
smiled. Their mother had the look and manners of an in- 
valid, though she sat at table in the ordinary way. All were 
dressed as ladies, though very simply. The room, which 
looked upon a small patch of garden, was furnished with 
old-fashioned comfort, only one or two objects suggest- 
ing the decorative spirit of 1882. 

“A man who comes to be hanged,” pursued Jasper, im- 
partially, “has the satisfaction of knowing that he has 
brought society to its last resource. He is a man of such 
fatal importance that nothing will serve against him, but 
the supreme effort of law. In a way, you know, that is 
success.” 

“In a way,” repeated Maud, scornfully. 

“Suppose we talk of something else,” suggested Dora, 
who seemed to fear a conflict between her sister and 
Jasper. 

Almost at the same moment a diversion was afforded 
by the arrival of the post. There was a letter for Mrs. 
Milvain, a letter and newspaper for her son. Whilst the 
girls and their mother talked of unimportant news com- 
municated by the one correspondent, Jasper read the mis-_ 
sive addressed to himself. 

“This is from Reardon,” he remarked to the younger 
_ girl. “Things are going badly with him. He is just the 
kind of fellow to end by poisoning or shooting himself.” 
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“But why ?” 

“Can’t get anything done; and begins to be sore trou- 
bled on his wife’s account.” 

“Ts he ill?” 

“Overworked, I suppose. But it’s just what I fore- 
saw. He isn’t the kind of man to keep up literary pro- 
duction as a paying business. In favourable circumstances 
he might write a fairly good book once every two or three 
years. The failure of his last depressed him, and now he 
is struggling hopelessly to get another done before the 
winter season. Those people will come to grief.” 

“The enjoyment with which he anticipates it!” mur- 
mured Maud, looking at her mother. 

“Not at all,” said Jasper. “It’s true I envied the fellow, 
because he persuaded a handsome girl to believe in him 
and share his risks, but I shall be very sorry if he goes to 
the—to the dogs. He’s my one serious friend. But it 
irritates me to see a man making such large demands upon 
fortune. One must be more modest—as I am. Because 
one book had a sort of success he imagined his struggles 
were over. He got a hundred pounds for ‘On Neutral 
Ground,’ and at once counted on a continuance of pay- 
ments in geometrical proportion. I hinted to him that he 
couldn’t keep it up, and he smiled with tolerance, no doubt 
thinking ‘He judges me by himself.’ But I didn’t do 
anything of the kind.—(Toast, please, Dora.)—I’m a 
stronger man than Reardon; I can keep my eyes open, 
and wait.” 

“Ts his wife the kind of person to grumble?” asked Mrs. 
Milvain. 

‘Well, yes, I suispect that she is. The girl wasn’t con- 
tent to go into modest rooms—they must furnish a flat. I 
rather wonder he didn’t start a carriage for her. Well, 
his next book brought only another hundred, and now, 
even if he finishes this one, it’s very doubtful if he’ll get 
as much. ‘The Optimist’ was practically a failure.” 

“Mr. Yule may leave them some money,” said Dora. 

“Yes. But he may live another ten years, and he would 
see them both in Marylebone Workhouse before he ad- 
vanced sixpence, or I’m much mistaken in him. Her 
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mother has only just enough to live upon; can’t possibly 
help them. Her brother wouldn’t give or lend twopence 
halfpenny.” 

“Has Mr. Reardon no relatives?” asked Maud. 

“TI never heard him make mention of a single one. No, 
he has done the fatal thing. A man in his position, if he 
marry at all, must take either a work-girl or an heiress, 
and in many ways the work-girl is preferable.” 

“How can you say that?” asked Dora. “You never 
cease talking about the advantages of money.” 

~“Oh, I don’t mean that for me the work-girl would be 

preferable; by no means; but for a man like Reardon. 
He is absurd enough to be conscientious, likes to be called 
an ‘artist,’ and so on. He might possibly earn a hundred 
and fifty a year if his mind were at rest, and that would be 
enough if he had married a decent little dressmaker. He 
wouldn’t desire superfluities, and the quality of his work 
-ould be its own reward. As it is, he’s ruined.” 

“And I repeat,” said Maud, “that you enjoy the pros- 
ae aad 

“Nothing of the kind. If I seem to speak exultantly 
“’s only because my intellect enjoys the clear perception 
~f a fact—A little marmalade, Dora; the home-made, 
*Wease.” 

“But this is very sad, Jasper,’ said Mrs. Milvain, in her 
»alt-absent way. “I suppose they can’t even go for a 

oliday ?” 

“Quite out of the question.” 

“Not even if you invited them to come here for ‘a 
week >” 

“Now, mother,” urged Maud, “that’s impossible, you 
know very well.” 

“I thought we might make an effort, dear. A holiday 
might mean everything to him.” 

“No, no,” fell from Jasper, thoughtfully. “I don’t think 
you'd get along very well with Mrs. Reardon; and then, if 
her uncle is coming to Mr. Yule’s, you know, that would 
be awkward.” 

“I suppose it would; though those people would only 
stay a day or two, Miss Harrow said.” 


“a. aA Ne OF SAIS “DAY 5 


“Why can’t Mr. Yule make them friends, those two 
lots of people?” asked Dora. “You say he’s on good 
terms with both.” 

“T suppose he thinks it’s no business of his.” 

Jasper mused over the letter from his friend. 

“Ten years hence,” he said, “if Reardon is still alive, I 
shall be lending him five-pound notes.” 

A smile of irony rose to Maud’s lips. Dora laughed. 

“To be sure! To be sure!” exclaimed their brother. 
“You have no faith. But just understand the difference 
between a man like Reardon and a man like me. He is 
the old type of unpractical artist; I am the literary man of 
1882. He won’t make concessions, or rather, he can’t 
make them; he can’t supply the market. I—well, you 
may say that at present I do nothing; but that’s a great 
mistake, I am learning my business. Literature nowa- 
days is a trade. Putting aside men of genius, who may 
succeed by mere cosmic force, your successful man of let- 
ters is your skilful tradesman. He thinks first and fore- 
most of the markets; when one kind of goods begins to 
go off slackly, he is ready with something new and appe- 
tising. He knows perfectly all the possible sources of in- 
come. Whatever he has to sell he'll get payment for it 
from all sorts of various quarters; none of your unprac- 
tical selling for a lump sum to a middleman who will make 
six distinct profits. Now, look you: if I had been in 
Reardon’s place, I’d have made four hundred at least out 
of ‘The Optimist’; I should have gone shrewdly to work 
with magazines and newspapers and foreign publishers, 
and—all sorts of people. Reardon can’t do that kind of 
thing, he’s behind his age; he sells a manuscript as 1f he 
lived in Sam Johnson’s Grub Street. But our Grub Street 
of to-day is quite a different place: it is supplied with tele- 
graphic communication, it knows what literary fare is in 
demand in every part of the world, its inhabitants are men 
of business, however seedy.” 

“Tt sounds ignoble,” said Maud. 

“T have nothing to do with that, my dear girl. Now, as 
I tell you, I am slowly, but surely, learning the business. 
My line won’t be novels; I have failed in that direction, 
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I’m not cut out for the work. It’s a pity, of course; there’s 

a great deal of money in it. But I have plenty of scope. 
In ten years, I repeat, 1 shall be making my thousand a 
ear. 

i: “T don’t remember that you stated the exact sum be- 
fore,’ Maud observed. 

“Let it pass. And to those who have shall be given. 
When I have a decent income of my own, I shall marry a 
woman with an income somewhat larger, so that casualties 
may be provided for.” 

Dora exclaimed, laughing : 

“It would amuse me very much if the Reardons got a 
lot of money at Mr. Yule’s death—and that can’t be ten 
years off, I’m sure.” 

“T don’t see that there’s any chance of their getting , 
much,” replied Jasper, meditatively. “Mrs. Reardon is 
only his niece. The man’s brother and sister will have the 
first helping, I suppose. And then, if it comes to the sec- 
ond generation, the literary Yule has a daughter, and by 
her being invited here I should think she’s the favourite 
niece. No, no; depend upon it they won't get anything at 
ath” 

Having finished his breakfast, he leaned back and began 
to unfold the London paper that had come by post. 

“Had Mr. Reardon any hopes of that kind at the time 
of his marriage, do you think?’ inquired Mrs. Milvain., 

“Reardon? Good heavens, no! Would he were capa- 
ble of such forethought!” 

In a few minutes Jasper was left alone in the room. 
When the servant came to clear the table he strolled slowly 
away, humming a tune. 

The house was pleasantly situated by the roadside in a 
little village named Finden. Opposite stood the church, 
a plain, low, square-towered building. As it was cattle- 
market to-day in the town of Wattleborough, droves of 
beasts and sheep occasionally went by, or the rattle of a 
grazier’s cart sounded for a moment. On ordinary days 
the road saw few vehicles, and pedestrians were rare. 

Mrs. Milvain and her daughters had lived here for the 
last seven years, since the death of the father, who was a 
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veterinary surgeon. The widow enjoyed an annuity of 
two hundred and forty pounds, terminable with her life; 
the children had nothing of their own. Maud acted ir- 
regularly as a teacher of music; Dora had an engagement 
as visiting governess in a Wattleborough family. Twice 
a year, as a rule, Jasper came down from London to spend 
a fortnight with them; to-day marked the middle of his 
autumn visit, and the strained relations between him and 
his sisters which invariably made the second week rather 
trying for all in the house had already become noticeable. 

In the course of the morning Jasper had half an hour’s 
private talk with his mother, after which he set off to roam 
in the sunshine. Shortly after he had left the house, 
Maud, her domestic duties dismissed for the time, came 
into the parlour where Mrs. Milvain was reclining on the 
sofa. 

“Jasper wants more money,” said the mother, when 
Maud had sat in meditation for a few minutes. : 

“Of course. I knew that. I hope you told him he 
couldn’t have it.” 

“T really didn’t know what to say,” returned Mrs. Mil- 
vain, in a feeble tone of worry. 

“Then you must leave the matter to me, that’s all. 
There’s no money for him, and there’s an end of it.” 

Maud set her features in sullen determination. There 
was a brief silence. 

“What’s he to do, Maud ?” 

“To do? How do other people do? What do Dora 
wand Ido?’ 
~ “You don’t earn enough for your support, my dear.” 

“Oh, well!’ broke from the girl. “Of course if you 
grudge us our food and lodging ‘a 

“Don’t be so quick-tempered. You know very well | 
am far from grudging you anything, dear. But I only 
meant to say that Jasper does earn something, you know.” 

“Tt’s a disgraceful thing that he doesn’t earn as much 
as he needs. We are sacrificed to him, as we always have 
been. Why should we be pinching and stinting to keep 


him in idleness?” 
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“But you really can’t call it idleness, Maud. He is 
studying his profession.” 

“Pray call it trade; he prefers it. How do I know that 
he’s studying anything? What does he mean by ‘study- 
ing’? And to hear him speak scornfully of his friend Mr. 
Reardon, who seems to work hard all through the year! 
It’s disgusting, mother. At this rate, he will never earn 
his own living. Who hasn’t seen or heard of such men? 
If we had another hundred a year, I would say nothing. 
But we can’t live on what he leaves us, and I’m not going 
to let you try. I shall tell Jasper plainly that he’s got to 
work for his own support.” 

Another silence, and a longer one. Mrs. Milvain fur- 
tively wiped a tear from her cheek. 

“Tt seems very cruel to refuse,’ she said at length, 
“when another year may give him the opportunity he’s 
waiting for.” 

“Opportunity? What does he mean by his oppor- 
tunity?” 

“He says that it always comes, if a man knows how to 
wait.” 

“And the people who support him may starve mean- 
while! Now just think a bit, mother. Suppose anything 
were to happen to you, what becomes of Dora and me? 
And what becomes of Jasper, too? It’s the truest kind- 
ness to him to compel him to earn a living. He gets more 
and more incapable of it.” 

“You can’t say that, Maud. He earns a little more 
each year. But for that, I should have my doubts. He 
has made thirty pounds already this year, and he only” 
made abott twenty-five the whole of last. We must be 
fair to him, you know. [ can’t help feeling that he knows 
aa about. And if he does succeed, he’ll pay us all 
back, 

Maud began to gnaw her fingers, a disagreeable habit 
she had in privacy. ' 

“Then why doesn’t he live more economically ?” 

“T really don’t see how he can live on less than a hun- 
dred and fifty a year. London, you know——” 

“The cheapest place in the world.” 
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“Nonsense, Maud!” 

“But I know what I’m saying. I’ve read quite enough 
about such things. He might live very well indeed on 
thirty shillings a week, even buying his clothes out of it.” 

“But he has told us so often that it’s no use to him to 
live like that. He is obliged to go to places where he 
must spend a little, or he makes no progress.” 

“Well, all I can say is,” exclaimed the girl impatiently, 
“it’s very lucky for him that he’s got a mother who will- 
ingly sacrifices her daughters to him.” 

“That’s how you always break out. You don’t care 
what unkindness you say!” 

“It’s a simple truth.” 

“Dora never speaks like that.” 

“Because she’s afraid to be honest.” 

“No, because she has too much love for her mother. I 
can’t bear to talk to you, Maud. The older I get, and the 
weaker I get, the more unfeeling you are to me.” 

Scenes of this kind were no uncommon thing. The 
clash of tempers lasted for several minutes, then Maud 
flung out of the room. An hour later, at dinner-time, she 
was rather more caustic in her remarks than usual, but 
this was the only sign that remained of the stormy mood. 

Jasper renewed the breakfast-table conversation. 

“Look here,” he began, “why don’t you girls write 
something? I’m convinced you could make money if you 
tried, There’s a tremendous sale for religious stories; 
why not patch one together? Iam quite serious.” 

“Why don’t you do it yourself?” retorted Maud. 

“T can’t manage stories, as I have told vou; but I think 
you could. In your place, I’d make a specialty of Sunday- 
school prize-books; you know the kind of thing I mean. 
They sell like hot cakes. And there’s so deuced little en- 
terprise in the business. If you’d give your mind to it, 
you might make hundreds a year.” 

“Better say “abandon your mind to it. 

“Why, there you are! You’re a sharp enough girl. 
You can quote as well as anyone I know.” 

“And please, why am I to take up an inferior kind of 
work?” 
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“Inferior? Oh, if you can be a George Eliot, begin at 
the earliest opportunity. I merely suggested what seemed 
practicable. But I don’t think you have genius, Maud. 
People have got that ancient prejudice so firmly rooted in 
their heads—that one mustn’t write save at the dictation 
of the Holy Spirit. I tell you, writing is a business. Get 
together half a dozen fair specimens of the Sunday-school 
prize; study them; discover the essential points of such 
composition; hit upon new attractions; then go to work 
methodically, so many pages a day. There’s no question 
of the divine afflatus; that belongs to another sphere of 
life. We talk of literature as a trade, not of Homer, 
Dante, and Shakspeare. If I could only get that into poor 
Reardon’s head. He thinks me a gross beast, often 
enough. What the devil—I mean what on earth is there 
in typography to make everything it deals with sacred? 
I don’t advocate the propagation of vicious literature; I 
speak only of good, coarse, marketable stuff for the 
world’s vulgar. You just give it a thought, Maud; talk it 
over with Dora.” 

He resumed presently : 

“T maintain that we people of brains are justified in 
supplying the mob with the food it likes. We are not 
geniuses, and if we sit down in a spirit of long-eared gray- 
ity we shall produce only commonplace stuff. Let us use 
our wits to earn money, and make the best we can of our 
lives. If only I had the skill, I would produce novels out- 
trashing the trashiest that ever sold fifty thousand copies. 
But it needs skill, mind you; and to deny it is a gross 
error of the literary pedants. To please the vulgar you 
must, One way or another, incarnate the genius of vul- 
garity. For my own part, I shan’t be able to address the 
bulkiest multitude; my talent doesn’t lend itself to that 
form. I shall write for the upper middle-class of intellect, 
the people who like to feel that what they are reading has 
some special cleverness, but who can’t distinguish between 
stones and paste. That’s why I’m so slow in warming to 
the work. Every month I feel surer of myself, however. 
That last thing of mine in The West End distinctly hit the 
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mark; it wasn’t too flashy, it wasn’t too solid. I heard 
fellows speak of it in the train.” 

Mrs. Milvain kept glancing at Maud, with eyes which 
desired her attention to these utterances. None the less, 
half an hour after dinner, Jasper found himself encoun- 
tered by his sister in the garden, on her face a look which 
warned him of what was coming. 

“T want you to tell me something, Jasper. How much 
longer shall you look to mother for support? I mean it 
ee let me have an idea of how much longer it will 

e. 

He looked away, and reflected. 

“To leave a margin,” was his reply, “let us say twelve 
months.” 

“Better say your favourite ‘ten years’ at once.” 

_ “No. I speak by the card. In twelve months’ time, if 

not before, I shall begin to pay my debts. My dear girl, 
I have the honour to be a tolerably long-headed individual. 
I know what I’m about.” 


ear?” : 

“T should make shift to do very well.” 

“You? And please—what of Dora and me?” 

“You would write Sunday-school prizes.” 

Maud turned away and left him. 

He knocked the dust out of the pipe he had been smok- 
ing, and again set off for a stroll along the lanes. On his 
countenance was just a trace of solicitude, but for the 
most part he wore a thoughtful smile. Now and then he 
stroked his smoothly-shaven jaws with thumb and fingers. 
Occasionally he became observant of wayside details—of 
the colour of a maple leaf, the shape of a tall thistle, the 
consistency of a fungus. At the few people who passed he 
looked keenly, surveying them from head to foot. 

On turning, at the limit of his walk, he found himself 
almost face to face with two persons, who were coming 
along in silent companionship ; their appearance interested 
him. The one was a man of fifty, grizzled, hard featured, 
slightly bowed in the shoulders; he wore a grey felt hat 
with a broad brim, and a decent suit of broadcloth. With 
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him was a girl of perhaps two-and-twenty, in a slate- 
coloured dress with very little ornament, and a yellow 
straw hat of the shape originally appropriated to males; 
her dark hair was cut short, and lay in innumerable crisp 
curls. Father and daughter, obviously. The girl, to a 
casual eye, was neither pretty nor beautiful, but she had a 
grave and impressive face, with a complexion of ivory 
tone; her walk was gracefully modest, and she seemed to 
be enjoying the country air. 

Jasper mused concerning them. When he had walked a 
few yards, he looked back; at the same moment the un- 
known man also turned his head. 

“Where the deuce have I seen them—him and the girl 
too?” Milvain asked himself. 

And before he reached home the recollection he sought 
flashed upon his mind. 

“The Museum Reading-room, of course!” 


CHAPTER: II 
THE HOUSE OF YULE 


“I THINK,” said Jasper, as he entered the room where 
his mother and Maud were busy with plain needlework, 
“T must have met Alfred Yule and his daughter.” 

“How did you recognise them?” Mrs. Milvain inquired. 

“T passed an old buffer and a pale-faced girl whom I 
know by sight at the British Museum. It wasn’t near 
Yule’s house, but they were taking a walk.” 

“They may have come already. When Miss Harrow 
was here last, she said ‘in about a fortnight.’ ” 

“No mistaking them for people of these parts, even if I 
hadn’t remembered their faces. Both of them are obvious 
dwellers in the valley of the shadow of books.” 

“Ts Miss Yule such a fright then’” asked Maud. 

“A fright! Not at all. A good example of the modern 
literary girl. I suppose you have the oddest old-fashioned 
ideas of such people. No, I rather liked the look of her. 
Simpatica, I should think, as that ass Whelpdale would 
say. A very delicate, pure complexion, though morbid; 
nice eyes; figure not spoilt yet. But of course I may be 
wrong about their identity.” 

Later in the afternoon Jasper’s conjecture was rendered 
a certainty. Maud had walked to Wattleborough, where 
she would meet Dora on the latter’s return from her teach- 
ing, and Mrs. Milvain sat alone, in a mood of depression; 
there was a ring at the door-bell, and the servant admit- 
ted Miss Harrow. 

This lady acted as housekeeper to Mr. John Yule, a 
wealthy resident in this neighbourhood; she was the sister 
of his deceased wife—a thin, soft-speaking, kindly woman 
of forty-five. The greater part of her life she had spent 
as a governess; her position now was more agreeable, and 
the removal of her anxiety about the future had developed 
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qualities of cheerfulness which formerly no one would 
have suspected her to possess. The acquaintance between 
Mrs. Milvain and her was only of twelve months’ stand- 
ing; prior to that, Mr. Yule had inhabited a hcuse at the 
end of Wattleborough remote from Finden. 

“Qur London visitors came yesterday,’ she began by 
saying. 

Mrs. Milvain mentioned her son’s encounter an hour or 
two ago. 

“No doubt it was they,” said the visitor. “Mrs. Yule 
hasn’t come; I hardly expected she would, you know. So 
very unfortunate when there are difficulties of that kind, 
isn’t it?” 

She smiled confidentially. 

_ “The poor girl must feel it,” said Mrs. Milvain. 

“Y’m afraid she does. Of course it narrows the circle 
of her friends at home. She’s a sweet girl, and I should 
so like you to meet her. Do come and have tea with us 
to-morrow afternoon, will you? Or would it be too much 
for you just now?” 

“Will you let the girls call? And then perhaps Miss 
Yule will be so good as to come and see me?” 

“T wonder whether Mr. Milvain would like to meet her 
father? I have thought that perhaps it might be some 
advantage to him. Alfred is so closely connected with lit- 
erary people, you know.” 

“I feel sure he would be glad,’ replied Mrs. Milvain. 
“But—what of Jasper’s friendship with Mrs. Edmund 
Yule and the Reardons? Mightn’t it be a little awkward ?’ 

“Oh, I don’t think so, unless he himself felt it so. There 
would be no need to mention that, I should say. And, 
really, it would be so much better if those estrangements 
came to an end. John makes no scruple of speaking freely 
about everyone, and I don’t think Alfred regards Mrs. 
Edmund with any serious unkindness. If Mr. Milvain 
would walk over with the young ladies to-morrow, it would 
be very pleasant.” 

“Then I think I may promise that he will. I’m sure I 
don’t know where he is at this moment. We don’t see 
very much of him, except at meals.” 
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“He won’t be with you much longer, I suppose ?” 

“Perhaps a week.” 

Before Miss Harrow’s departure Maud and Dora 
reached home. ‘They were curious to see the young lad, 
from the valley of the shadow of books, and gladly ac- 
cepted. the invitation offered them. 

They set out on the following afternoon in their brovii- 
er’s company. It was only a quarter of an hour’s walk to 
Mr. Yule’s habitation, a small house in a large garden, 
Jasper was coming hither for the first time; his sisters now 
and then visited Miss Harrow, but very rarely saw Mr. 
Yule himself, who made no secret of the fact that he cared 
little for female society. In Wattleborough and the neigh- 
bourhood opinions varied greatly as to this gentleman’s 
character, but women seldom spoke very favourably of 
him. Miss Harrow was reticent concerning her brother- 
in-law; no one, however, had any reason to believe that 
she found life under his roof disagreeable. That she 
lived with him at all was of course occasionally matter 
for comment, certain Wattleborough ladies having their 
doubts regarding the position of a deceased wife’s sister 
under such circumstances; but no one was seriously exer- 
cised about the relations between this sober lady of forty- 
five and a man of sixty-three in broken health. 

A word of the family history. 

John, Alfred, and Edmund Yule were the sons of a 
Wattleborough stationer. Each was well educated, up to 
the age of seventeen, at the town’s grammar school. The 
eldest, who was a hot-headed lad, but showed capacities 
for business, worked at first with his father, endeavouring 
to add a bookselling department to the trade in stationery ; 
but the life of home was not much to his taste, and at one- 
and-twenty he obtained a clerk’s place in the office of a 
London newspaper. Three years after, his father died, 
and the small patrimony which fell to him he used in 
making himself practically acquainted with the details 
of paper manufacture, his aim being to establish himself 
in partnership with an acquaintance who had started a 
small paper-mill in Hertfordshire. His speculation suc- 
ceeded, and as years went on he became a thriving manu- 
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facturer. His brother Alfred, in the meantime, had 
drifted from work at a London bookseller’s into the 
modern Grub Street, his adventures in which region will 
concern us hereafter. Edmund carried on the Wattle- 
borough business, but with small success. Between him 
and his eldest brother existed a good deal of affection, 
and in the end John offered him a share in his flourishing 
paper-works; whereupon Edmund married, deeming him- 
self well established for life. But John’s temper was a 
difficult one; Edmund and he quarrelled, parted; and 
when the younger died, aged about forty, he left but 
moderate provision for his widow. and two children. 

Only when he had reached middle age did John marry; 
the experiment could not be called successful, and Mrs. 
Yule died three years later, childless. 

At fifty-four John Yule retired from active business; 
he came back to the scenes of his early life, and began 
to take an important part in the municipal affairs of 
Wattleborough. He was then a remarkably robust man, 
fond of out-of-door exercise; he made it one of his chief 
efforts to encourage the local Volunteer movement, the 
cricket and football clubs, public sports of every kind, 
showing no sympathy whatever with those persons who 
wished to establish free libraries, lectures, and the like. 
At his own expense he built for the Volunteers a hand- 
some drill-shed; he founded a public gymnasium; and 
finally he allowed it to be rumoured that he was going 
to present the town with a park. But by presuming too 
far upon the bodily vigour which prompted these activities, 
he passed of a sudden into the state of a confirmed invalid. 
On an autumn expedition in the Hebrides, he slept one 
.mght under the open sky, with the result that he had 
an all but fatal attack of rheumatic fever. After that, 
though the direction of his interests was unchanged, he 
could no longer set the example to Wattleborough youth 
of muscular manliness. The infliction did not improve his 
temper; for the next year or two he was constantly at 
warfare with one or other of his colleagues and friends, 
ill brookmg that the familiar control of various local 
interests should fall out of his hands. But before long 
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he appeared to resign himself to his fate, and at present 
Wattleborough saw little of him. It seemed likely that 
he might still found the park which was to bear his name; 
but perhaps it would only be done in consequence of 
directions in his will. It was believed that he could not 
live much longer. 

With his kinsfolk he held very little communication. 
Alfred Yule, a battered man of letters, had visited Wattle- 
borough only twice (including the present occasion) since 
John’s return hither. Mrs. Edmund Yule, with her 
daughter—-now Mrs. Reardon—had been only once, three 
years ago. These two families, as you have heard, were 
not on terms of amity with each other, owing to difficulties 
between Mrs. Alfred and Mrs. Edmund; but John seemed 
to regard both impartially. Perhaps the only real warmth 
of feeling he had ever known was bestowed upon Edmund, 
and Miss Harrow had remarked that he spoke with some- 
what more interest of Edmund’s daughter, Amy, than of 
Alfred’s daughter, Marian. But it was doubtful whether 
the sudden disappearance from the earth of all his rela- 
tives would greatly have troubled him. He lived a life 
of curious self-absorption, reading newspapers (little else), 
and talking with old friends who had stuck to him in 
spite of his irascibility. 

Miss Harrow received her visitors in a small and soberly 
furnished drawing-room. She was nervous, probably be- 
cause of Jasper Milvain, whom she had met but once— 
last spring—and who on that occasion had struck her as 
an alarmingly modern young man. In the shadow of a 
window-curtain sat a slight, simply-dressed girl, whose 
short curly hair and thoughtful countenance Jasper again 
recognised. When it was his turn to be presented to Miss 
Yule, he saw that she doubted for an instant whether or 
not to give her hand; yet she decided to do so, and there 
was something very pleasant to him in its warm softness. 
She smiled with a slight embarrassment, meeting his look 
only for-a second. 

“T have seen you several times, Miss Yule,” he said in 
a friendly way, “though without knowing your name. It 
was under the great: dome.” 
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She laughed, readily understanding his phrase. 

“T am there very often,” was her reply. 

“What great dome?” asked Miss Harrow, with surprise. 

“That of the British Museum Reading-room,” explained 
Jasper ; “known to some of us as the valley of the shadow 
of books. People who often work there necessarily get 
to know each other by sight. In the same way I knew 
Miss Yule’s father when I happened to pass him in the 
road yesterday.” 

The three girls began to converse together, perforce of 
trivialities. Marian Yule spoke in rather slow tones, 
thoughtfully, gently; she had linked-her fingers, and laid 
her hands, palms downward, upon her lap—a nervous 
action. Her accent was pure, unpretentious; and she used 
none of the fashionable turns of speech which would have 
suggested the habit of intercourse with distinctly metro- 
politan society. 

“You must wonder how we exist in this out-of-the- 
way place,” remarked Maud. 

“Rather, I envy you,” Marian answered, with a slight 
emphasis. 

The door opened, and Alfred Yule presented himself. 
He was tall, and his head seemed.a disproportionate culmi- 
nation to his meagre body, it was so large and massively 
featured. Intellect and uncertainty of temper were equally 
marked upon his visage; his brows were knitted in a 
permanent expression of severity. He had thin, smooth 
hair, grizzled whiskers, a shaven chin. In the multitudi- 
nous wrinkles of his face lay a history of laborious and 
stormy life; one readily divined in him a struggling and 
embittered man. Though he looked older than his years, 
he had by no means the appearance of being beyond the 
ripeness of his mental vigour. 

“It pleases me to meet you, Mr. Milvain,” he said, as 
he stretched out his bony hand. “Your name reminds 
me of a paper in The Wayside a month or two ago, which 
you will perhaps allow a veteran to say was not ill done.” 

“I am grateful to you for noticing it,” replied Jasper. 

There was positively a touch of visible warmth upon 
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his cheek. The allusion had come so unexpectedly that 
it caused him keen pleasure. 

Mr. Yule seated himself awkwardly, crossed his legs, 
and began to stroke the back of his left hand, which lay 
on his knee. He seemed to have nothing more to say at 
present, and allowed Miss Harrow and the girls to sup- 
port conversation. Jasper listened with a smile for a 
minute or two, then he addressed the veteran. 

“Have you seen The Study this week, Mr. Yule?” 

Veg.” 

“Did you notice that it contains a very favourable re- 
view of a novel which was tremendously abused in the 
same columns three weeks ago?” 

Mr. Yule started, but Jasper could perceive at once 
that his emotion was not disagreeable. 

“You don’t say so?” 

“Yes. The novel is Miss Hawk’s ‘On the Boards.’ 
How will the editor get out of this?” 

“F’m! Of course Mr. Fadge is not immediately re- 
sponsible; but it’ll be unpleasant for him, decidedly un-_ 
pleasant.” He smiled grimly. “You hear this, Marian?” 

“Flow is it explained, father?” : 

“May he accident, of course; but—well, there’s no 
knowing. I think it very likely this will be the end of 
Mr. Fadge’s tenure of office. Rackett, the proprietor, 
only wants a plausible excuse for making a change. The 
paper has been going downhill for the last year; I know 
of two publishing houses who have withdrawn their 
advertising from it, and who never send their books for 
review. Everyone foresaw that kind of thing from the 
day Mr. Fadge became editor. The tone of his paragraphs 
has been detestable. Two reviews of the same novel, 
eh? And diametrically opposed? Ha! ha!” 

Gradually he had passed from quiet appreciation of 
the joke to undisguised mirth and pleasure. His utter- 
ance of the name “Mr. Fadge” sufficiently intimated that 
he had some cause of personal discontent with the editor 
of The Study. 

“The author,’ remarked Milvain, “ought to make a 
good thing out of this.” 
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“Will, no doubt. Ought to write at once to the papers, 
calling attention to this sample of critical impartiality. 
Ha! ha!” 

He rose and went to the window, where for several 
minutes he stood gazing at vacancy, the same grim smile 
still on his face. Jasper in the meantime amused the 
ladies (his sisters had heard him on this subject already) 
with a description of the two antagonistic notices. But 
he did not trust himself to express so freely as he had 
done at home his opinion of reviewing in general; it 
was more than probable that both Yule and his daughter 
did a good deal of such work. 

“Suppose we go into the garden,” suggested Miss Har- 
row, presently. ‘It seems a shame to sit indoors on such 
a lovely afternoon.” 

Hitherto there had been no mention of the master of 
the house. But Mr. Yule now remarked to Jasper: 

“My brother would be glad if you would come and 
have a word with him. He isn’t quite well enough to 

leave his room to-day.” 
~ So, as the ladies went gardenwards, Jasper followed 
the man of letters upstairs to a room on the first floor. 
Here, in a deep cane chair, which was placed by the 
open window, sat John Yule. He was completely dressed, 
save that instead of coat he wore a dressing-gown. The 
facial likeness between him and his brother was very 
strong, but John’s would universally have been judged 
the finer countenance; illness notwithstanding, he had a 
complexion which contrasted in its pure colour with Al- 
fred’s parchmenty skin, and there was more finish about 
his features. His abundant hair was reddish, his long 
moustache and trimmed beard a lighter shade of the 
same hue. 

“So you too are in league with the doctors,’ was his 

bluff greeting, as he held a hand to the young man and 
inspected him with a look of slighting good-nature. 
_ “Well, that certainly is one way of regarding the 
literary profession,” admitted Jasper, who -had heard 
pone? of John’s way of thinking to understand the re- 
mark. 
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“A young fellow with all the world before a too. 
Hang it, Mr. Milvain, is there no less pernicious ¥ork you 
can turn your hand to?” 

“I’m afraid not, Mr. Yule. After all, you know, you 
must be held in a measure responsible for my depravity.” 

“How’s that?” 

“T understand that you have devoted most of your life 
to the making of paper. If that article were not so cheap 
and so abundant, people wouldn’t have so much tempta- 
tion to scribble.” 

Alfred Yule uttered a short laugh. 

“T think you are cornered, John.” 

“T wish,” answered John, “that you were both con- 
demned to write on such paper as I chiefly made; it was 
a special kind of whitey-brown, used by shopkeepers.” 

He chuckled inwardly, and at the same time reached 
out for a box of cigarettes on a table near him. His 
brother and Jasper each took one as he offered them, and 
began to smoke. 

“You would like to see literary production come en- 
tirely to an end?” said Milvain. 

“T should like to see the business of literature abolished.” 

“There’s a distinction, of course. But, on the whole, 
I should say that even the business serves a good pur- 
pose, 

“What purpose?” 

“It helps to spread civilisation.” 

“Civilisation!” exclaimed John, scornfully. “What do 
you mean by civilisation? Do you call it civilising men 
to make them weak, flabby creatures, with ruined eyes 
and dyspeptic stomachs? Who is it that reads most of 
the stuff that’s poured out daily by the ton from the 
printing-press? Just the men and women who ought 
to spend their leisure hours in open-air exercise; the 
people who earn their bread by sedentary pursuits, 
and who need to live as soon as they are free from the 
desk or the counter, not to moon over small print. Your 
Board schools, your popular press, your spread of educa- 
tion! Machinery for ruining the country, that’s what 
Teall it.” 
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“You have done a good deal, I think, to counteract 
those influences in Wattleborough.” 

“I hope so; and if only I had kept the use of my limbs 
I’d have done a good deal more. I have an idea of offer- 
ing substantial prizes to men and women engaged in 
sedentary work who take an oath to abstain from all 
reading, and keep it for a certain number of years. 
There’s a good deal more need for that than for absti- 
nence from strong liquor. If I could have had my way 
I would have revived prize-fighting.” 

His brother laughed with contemptuous impatience. 

“You would doubtless like to see military conscription 
introduced into England?” said Jasper. 

“Of course I should! You talk of civilising; there’s 
no such way of civilising the masses of the people as by 
fixed military service. Before mental training must come 
training of the body. Go about the Continent, and see 
the effect of military service on loutish peasants and the 
lowest classes of town population. Do you know why it 
isn’t even more successful? Because the damnable edu- 
cation movement interferes. If Germany would shut up 
her schools and universities for the next quarter of a 
century and go ahead like blazes with military training 
there’d be a nation such as the world has never seen. 
After that, they might begin a little book-teaching again 
—say an hour and a half a day for everyone above nine 
years old. Do you suppose, Mr. Milvain, that society is 
going to be reformed by you people who write for money? 
Why, you are the very first class that will be swept from 
the face of the earth as soon as the reformation really 
begins !”’ 

Alfred puffed at his cigarette. His thoughts were occu- 
pied with Mr. Fadge and The Study. He was consider- 
ing whether he could aid in bringing public contempt 
upon that literary organ and its editor. Milvain listened 
to the elder man’s diatribe with much amusement. 

“You, now,” pursued John, “what do you write about?” 

“Nothing in particular. I make a saleable page or two 
out of whatever strikes my fancy.” 

“Exactly! You don’t even pretend that you’ve got 
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anything to say. You live by inducing people to give 
themselves mental indigestion—and bodily, too, for that 
matter.” 

“Do you know, Mr. Yule, that you have suggested a 
capital idea to me? If I were to take up your views, I 
think it isn’t at all unlikely that I might make a good 
thing of writing against writing. It should be my literary 
specialty to rail against literature. The reading public 
should pay me for telling them that they oughtn’t to read. 
I must think it over.” 

“Carlyle has anticipated you,” threw in Alfred. 

“Yes, but in an antiquated way. I would base my 
polemic on the newest philosophy.” 

He developed the idea facetiously, whilst John regarded 
him as he might have watched a performing monkey. 

“There again! your new philosophy!” exclaimed the 
invalid. ‘Why, it isn’t even wholesome stuff, the kind 
of reading that most of you force on the public. Now 
there’s the man who has married one of my nieces—poor-. 
lass! Reardon, his name is. You know him, I dare say. 
Just for curiosity I had a look at one of his books; it 
was called ‘The Optimist.’ Of all the morbid trash I 
ever saw, that beat everything. I thought of writing him 
a letter, advising a couple of antibilious pills before bed- 
time for a few weeks.” 

Jasper glanced at Alfred Yule, who wore a look of in- 
difference. 

“That man deserves penal servitude, in my opinion,” 
pursued John. “I’m not sure that it isn’t my duty to 
offer him a couple of hundred a year on condition that 
he writes no more.” 

Milvain, with a clear vision of his friend in London, 
burst into laughter. But at that point Alfred rose from 
his chair. 

“Shall we rejoin the ladies?” he said, with a certain 
pedantry of phrase and manner which often characterised 
him. 

“Think over your ways whilst you’re still young,’ 
John as he shook hands with his visitor. 

“Your brother speaks quite seriously, I suppose?” 


, 


said 
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Jasper remarked when he was in the garden with John. 
“T think so. It’s amusing now and then, but gets rather 

tiresome when you hear it often. By-the-by, you are not 

personally acquainted with Mr. Fadge?” 

“T didn’t even know his name until you mentioned it.” 

“The most malicious man in the literary world. There’s 
no uncharitableness in feeling a certain pleasure when he 
gets into a scrape. I could tell you incredible stories 
about him; but that kind of thing is probably as little to 
your taste as it is to mine.” 

Miss Harrow and her companions, having caught sight 
of the pair, came towards them. Tea was to be brought 
out into the garden. ; 

“So you can sit with us and smoke, if you like,” said 
Miss Harrow to Alfred. “You are never quite at your 
ease, I think, without a pipe.” 

But the man of letters was too preoccupied for society. 
In a few minutes he begged that the ladies would excuse 
his withdrawing; he had two or three letters to write 
before post-time which was early at Finden. 

Jasper, relieved by the veteran’s departure, began at 
once to make himselt very agreeable company. When he 
chose to lay aside the topic of his own difficulties and am- 
bitions, he could converse with a spontaneous gaiety which 
readily won the good-will of listeners. Naturally he ad- 
dressed himself very often to Marian Yule, whose at- 
tention complimented him.. She said little, and evidently 
was at no time a free talker, but the smile on her face 
indicated a mood of quiet enjoyment. When her eyes 
wandered, it was to rest on the beauties of the garden, 
the moving patches of golden sunshine, the forms of 
gleaming cloud. Jasper liked to observe her as she turned 
her head: there seemed to him a particular grace in the 
movement ; her head and neck were admirably formed, and 
the short hair drew attention to this. 

It was agreed that Miss Harrow and Marian should 
come on the second day after to have tea with the Mil- 
vains. And when Jasper took leave of Alfred Yule, the 
latter expressed a wish that they might have a walk to- 
gether one of these mornings. 


CHAP TBRaliL 
HOLIDAY 


JAspPER’s favourite waik led him to a spot distant per- 
haps a mile and a half from home. From a tract of com- 
mon he turned into a short lane which crossed the Great 
Western railway, and thence by a stile into certain 
meadows forming a compact little valley. One recom- 
mendation of this retreat was that it lay sheltered from all 
winds; to Jasper a wind was objectionable. Along the 
bottom ran a clear, shallow stream, overhung with elder 
and hawthorn bushes; and close by the wooden bridge 
which spanned it was a great ash tree, making shadow 
for cows and sheep when the sun lay hot upon the open 
field. It was rare for anyone to come along this path, 
save farm labourers morning and evening. 

But to-day—the afternoon that followed his visit to 
John Yule’s house—he saw from a distance that his 
lounging place on the wooden bridge was occupied. Some- 
one else had discovered the pleasure there was in watch- 
ing the sun-flecked sparkle of the water as it flowed over 
the clean sand and stones. A girl in a yellow straw hat; 
yes, and precisely the person he had hoped, at the first 
glance, that it might be. He made no haste as he drew 
nearer on the descending path. At length his footstep 
was heard; Marian Yule turned her head and clearly 
recognised him. 

She assumed an upright position, letting one of her 
hands rest upon the rail. After the exchange of ordinary 
greetings, Jasper leaned back against the same support 
and showed himself disposed for talk. 

“When I was here late in the spring,” he said, “this ash 
was only just budding, though everything else seemed in 
full leaf.” 

“An ash, is it ?” LAR Ee Ee “T didn’t know. I 

re 
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think an oak is the only tree I can distinguish. Yet,” she 
added quickly, “I knew that the ash was late; some lines 


of Tennyson come to my memory.” 
“Which are those?” 


“Delaying, as the tender ash delays 
To clothe herself, when all the woods are green, 
somewhere in the ‘Idvlls.’ ” 

“T don’t remember; so I won’t pretend to—though I 
should do so as a rule.” 

She looked at him oddly, and seemed about to laugh, 
yet did not. 

“You have had little experience of the country?” Jasper 
continued. 

“Very little. You, I think, have known it from child- 
hood ?” 

“In a sort of way. I was born in Wattleborough, and 
my people have always lived here. But I am not very rural 
in temperament. I have really no friends here; either they 
have lost interest in me, or | in them. What do you think 
of the girls, my sisters?” 

The question, though put with perfect simplicity, was 
embarrassing. 

“They are tolerably intellectual,’ Jasper went on, when 
he saw that it would be difficult for her to answer. “I 
want to persuade them to try their hands at literary work 
of some kind or other. They give lessons, and both hate 
ats 

“Would literary work be less—burdensome?” said 
Marian, without looking at him. 

“Rather more so, you think ?” 

She hesitated. 

“It depends, of course, on—on several things.” 

“To be sure,” Jasper agreed. ‘I don’t think they have 
any marked faculty for such work; but as they certainly 
haven’t for teaching, that doesn’t matter. It’s a question 
of learning a business. I am going through my apprentice- 


ship, and find it a long affair. Money would shorten it, 
and, unfortunately, I have none.” 
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“Yes,” said Marian, turning her eyes upon the stream, 
“money is a help in everything.” 

“Without it, one spends the best part of one’s life in 
toiling for that first foothold which money could at once 
purchase. To have money is becoming of more and more 
importance in a literary career; principally because to 
have money is to have friends. Year by year, such in- 
fluence grows of more account. A lucky man will still 
occasionally succeed by dint of his own honest persever- 
ance, but the chances are dead against anyone who can’t 
make private interest with influential people; his work is 
simply overwhelmed by that of the men who have better 
opportunities.” 

“Don’t you think that, even to-day, really good work 
will sooner or later be recognised ?”’ 

“Later, rather than sooner; and very likely the man 
can’t wait; he starves in the meantime. You understand 
that I am not speaking of genius; I mean marketable 
literary work. The quantity turned out is so great that 
there’s no hope for the special attention of the public un- 
less one can afford to advertise hugely. Take the instance 
of a successful all-round man of letters; take Ralph 
Warbury, whose name you'll see in the first magazine you 
happen to open. But perhaps he is a friend of yours?” 

“Oh, no!” 

“Well, I wasn’t going to abuse him. I was only going 
to ask: Is there any quality which distinguishes his work 
from that of twenty struggling writers one could name? 
Of course not. He’s a clever, prolific man; so are they. 
But he began with money and friends; he came from 
Oxford into the thick of advertised people; his name was 
mentioned in print six times a week before he had written 
a dozen articles. This kind of thing will become the rule. 
Men won’t succeed in literature that they may get into 
society, but will get into society that they may succeed 
in literature.” 

“Yes, I know it is true,” said Marian, in a low voice. 

“There’s a friend of mine who writes novels,’ Jasper 
pursued. “His books are not works of genius, but they are 
glaringly distinct from the ordinary circulating novel. 
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Well, after one or two attempts, he made half a success; 
that is to say, the publishers brought out a second edition 
of the book in a few months. There was his opportunity. 
But he couldn’t use it; he had no friends, because he had 
no money. A book of half that merit if written by a man 
in the position of Warbury when he started would have 
established the reputation of a lifetime. His influential 
friends would have referred to it in leaders, in magazine 
articles, in speeches, in sermons. It would have run 
through numerous editions, and the author would have 
had nothing to do but to write another book and demand 
his price. But the novel I’m speaking of was practically 
forgotten a year after its appearance; it was whelmed be- 
neath the flood of next season’s literature.” 

Marian urged a hesitating objection. 

“But, under the circumstances, wasn’t it in the author’s 
power to make friends? Was money really indispensable?” 

“Why, yes—because he chose to marry. As a bachelor 
he might possibly have got into the right circles, though 
his character would in any case have made it difficult for 
him to curry favour. But as a married man, without 
means, the situation was hopeless. Once married, you 
must live up to the standard of the society you frequent; 
you can’t be entertained without entertaining in return. 
Now if his wife had brought him only a couple of thousand 
pounds all might have been well. I should have advised 
him, in sober seriousness, to live for two years at the rate 
of a thousand a year. At the end of that time he would 
have been earning enough to continue at pretty much the 
same rate of expenditure.” 

Perhaps.” 

“Well, I ought rather to say that the average man of 
letters would be able to do that. As for Reardon 

He stopped. The name had escaped him unawares. 

“Reardon?” said Marian, looking up. “You are speak- 
ing of him?” 

“T have betrayed myself, Miss Yule.” 

“But what does it matter? You have only spoken in 
his favour.” : 

“T feared the name might affect you disagreeably.” 


MOLL D AY 29 


Marian delayed her reply. 

“Tt is true,” she said, ‘we are not on friendly terms with 
my cousin’s family. I have never met Mr. Reardon. 
But I shouldn’t like you to think that the mention of his 
name is disagreeable to me.” 

“It made me slightly uncomfortable yesterday—the fact 
that I am well acquainted with Mrs. Edmund Yule, and 
that Reardon is my friend. Yet I didn’t see why that 
should prevent my making your father’s acquaintance.” 

“Surely not. I shall say nothing about it; I mean, as 
you uttered the name unintentionally.” 

There was a pause in the dialogue. They had been 
speaking almost confidentially, and Marian seemed to be- 
come suddenly aware of an oddness in the situation. She 
turned towards the uphill path, as if thinking of resuming 
her walk. 

“You are tired of standing still,” said Jasper. “May 
I walk back a part of the way with you?” 

“Thank you; I shall be glad.” 

They went on for a few minutes in silence. 

“Have you published anything with your signature, 
Miss Yule?” Jasper at length inquired. 

“Nothing. I only help father a little.” 

The silence that again followed was broken this time 
by Marian. 

“When you chanced to mention Mr. Reardon’s name,” 
she said, with a diffident smile in which lay that suggestion 
of humour so delightful upon a woman’s face, “you were 
going to say something more about him?” 

“Only that ” he broke off and laughed. “Now, how 
boyish it was, wasn’t it? I remember doing just the 
same thing once when I came home from school and had 
an exciting story to tell, with preservation of ano- 
nymities. Of course I blurted out a name in the first 
minute or two, to my father’s great amusement. He told 
me that I hadn’t the diplomatic character. JI have been 
trying to acquire it ever since.” 

“But why?” 

“Tt’s one of the essentials of success in any kind of 
public life. And I mean to succeed, you know. I feel 
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that I am one of the men who do succeed. But I beg 
your pardon; you asked me a question. Really, I was 
only going to say of Reardon what I had said before: 
that he hasn’t the tact requisite for acquiring popularity.” 

“Then I may hope that it isn’t his marriage with my 
cousin which has proved a fatal misfortune?” 

“In no case,” replied Milvain, averting his look, “would 
he have used his advantages.” 

“And now? Do you think he has but poor prospects ?” 

“T wish I could see any chance of his being estimated 
at his right value. It’s very hard to say what is before 
him.” 

“T knew my cousin Amy when we were children,” said 
Marion, presentiy. “She gave promise of beauty.” 

“Yes, she is beautiful.” 

“And—the kind of woman to be of help to such a hus- 
band ?” 

“T hardly know how to answer, Miss Yule,” said Jasper, 
looking frankly at her. ‘Perhaps I had better say that 
it’s unfortunate they are poor.” 

Marian cast down her eyes. 

“To whom isn’t it a misfortune?’ pursued her com- 
panion. “Poverty is the root of all social ills; its existence 
accounts even for the ills that arise from wealth. The 
poor man is a man labouring in fetters. I declare there 
is no word in our language which sounds so hideous to 
me as ‘Poverty.’ ” 

Shortly after this they came to the bridge over the rail- 
way line. Jasper looked at his watch. 

“Will you indulge me in a piece of childishness?” he 
said. “In less than five minutes a London express goes 
by ; I have often watched it here, and it amuses me. Would 
it weary you to wait?” 

“I should like to,” she replied with a laugh. 

The line ran along a deep cutting, from either side 
of which grew hazel bushes and a few larger trees. 
Leaning upon the parapet of the bridge, Jasper kept his 
eye in the westward direction, where the gleaming rails 
were visible for more than a mile. Suddenly he raised 
his finger. 
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*You hear?’ 

Marian had just caught the far-off sound of the train. 
She looked eagerly, and in a few moments saw it approach- 
ing. The front of the engine blackened nearer and nearer, 
coming on with dread force and speed. A blinding rush, 
and there burst against the bridge a great volley of sun- 
lit steam. Milvain and his companion ran to the opposite 
parapet, but already the whole train had emerged, and in 
a few seconds it had disappeared round a sharp curve. 
The leafy branches that grew out over the line swayed 
violently backwards and forwards in the perturbed air. 

“Tf I were ten years younger,” said Jasper, laughing, 
“T should say that was jolly! It enspirits me. It makes 
me feel eager to go back and plunge into the fight again.” 

“Upon me it has just the opposite effect,” fell from 
Marian, in very low tones. 

“Oh, don’t say that! Well, it only means that you 
haven’t had enough holiday yet. I have been in the coun- 
try more than a week; a few days more and I must be 
off. How long do you think of staying?’ 

“Not much more than a week, I think.” 

“By-the-by, you are coming to have tea with us to- 
morrow,” Jasper remarked d propos of nothing. Then 
he returned to another subject that was in his thoughts. 

“It was by a train like that that I first went up to 
London. Not really the first time; I mean when I went 
to live there, seven years ago. What spirits I was in! 
A boy of eighteen going to live independently in London; 
think of it!” 

“You went straight from school?” 

“T was for two years at Redmayne College after leaving 
Wattleborough Grammar School. Then my father died, 
and I spent nearly half a year at home. I was meant 
to be a teacher, but the prospect of entering a school by 
no means appealed to me. A friend of mine was studying 
in London for some Civil Service exam., so I declared 
that I would go and do the same thing.’ 

“Did you succeed?” 

“Not I! I never worked properly for that kind of thing. 
I read voraciously, and got to know London. I might 
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have gone to the dogs, you know; but by when I had 
been in London a year a pretty clear purpose began to 
form in me. Strange to think that you were growing 
up there all the time. I may have passed you in the street 
now and then.” 

Marian laughed. 

“And I did at length see you at the British Museum, 
you know.” 

They turned a corner of the road, and came full upon 
Marian’s father, who was walking in this direction with 
eyes fixed upon the ground. 

“So, here you are!” he exclaimed, looking at the girl, 
and for the moment paying no attention to Jasper. “I 
wondered whether I should meet you.” Then, more dryly, ° 
“How do you do, Mr. Milvain?” 

In a tone of easy indifference Jasper explained how he 
came to be accompanying Miss Yule. 

“Shall I walk on with you, father?’ Marian asked, 
scrutinising his rugged features. 

“Just as you please; I don’t know that I should have 
gone much further. But we might take another way 
back.” : 

Jasper readily adapted himself to the wish he discerned 
in Mr. Yule; at once he offered leave-taking in the most 
natural way. Nothing was said on either side about 
another meeting. 

The young man proceeded homeward, but, on arriving, 
did not at once enter the house. Behind the garden was 
a field used for the grazing of horses; he entered it by the 
unfastened gate, and strolled idly hither and thither, now 
and then standing to observe a poor worn-out beast, all 
skin and bone, which had presumably been sent here in 
the hope that a little more labour might still be exacted 
from it if it were suffered to repose for a few weeks. 
There were sores upon its back and legs; it stood in a 
fixed attitude of despondency, just flicking away trouble- 
some flies with its grizzled tail. ao 

It was tea-time when he went in. Maud was not’ at 
home, and Mrs. Milvain, tormented by a familiar head- 
ache, kept her room; so Jasper and Dora sat down to- 
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gether. Each had an open book on the table; throughout 
the meal they exchanged only a few words. 

“Going to play a little’ Jasper suggested when they 
had gone into the sitting-room. 

“Tf you like.” 

She sat down at the piano, whilst her brother lay on 
the sofa, his hands clasped beneath his head. Dora did 
not play badly, but an absent-mindedness which was com- 
monly observable in her had its effect upon the music. 
She at length broke off idly in the middle of a passage, 
and began to linger on careless chords. Then, without 
turning her head, she asked: 

“Were you serious in what you said about writing 
story-books ?” 

“Quite. I see no reason why you shouldn’t do some- 
thing in that way. But I tell you what; when I get back, 
I'll inquire into the state of the market. I know a man 
who was once engaged at Jolly & Monk’s—the chief pub- 
lishers of that kind of thing, you know; I must look him 
up—what a mistake it is to neglect any acquaintance !— 
and get some information out of him. But it’s obvious 
what an immense field there is for anyone who can just 
hit the taste of the new generation of Board school chil- 
dren. Mustn’t be too goody-goody; that kind of thing 
is falling out of date. But you’d have to cultivate a 
particular kind of vulgarity. There’s an idea, by-the-by. 
I'll write a paper on the characteristics of that new gen- 
eration; it may bring me a few guineas, and it would be 
a help to you.” 

“But what do you know about the subject?” asked 
Dora doubtfully. 

“What a comical question! It is my business to know 
something about every subject—or to know where to get 
the knowledge.” 

“Well,” said Dora, after a pause, “there’s no doubt 
Maud and I ought to think very seriously about the future. 
You are aware, Jasper, that mother has not been able 
“to save a penny of her income.” 

“7 don’t see how she could have done. Of course I 
‘know what you’re thinking; but for me it would have 
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been possible. I don’t mind confessing to you that the 
thought troubles me a little now and then; I shouldn't 
like to see you two going off governessing in strangers’ 
houses. All I can say is, that I am very honestly work- 
ing for the end which I am convinced will be most 
profitable. I shall not desert you; you needn’t fear that. 
But just put your heads together, and cultivate your 
writing faculty. Suppose vou could both together earn 
about a hundred a year in Grub Street; it would be better 
than governessing, wouldn’t it?” 

“You say you don’t know what Miss Yule writes?’ 

“Well, I know a little more about her than I did yes- 
terday. I’ve had an hour’s talk with her this afternoon.” 

“Indeed ?” 

“Met her down in the Leggatt fields. I find she doesn’t 
write independently; just helps her father. What the 
help amounts to I can’t say. There’s something very at- 
tractive about her. She quoted a line or two of Tenny- 
son; the first time I ever heard a woman speak blank 
verse with any kind of decency.” 

“She was walking alone?” 

“Yes. On the way back we met old Yule; he seemed 
rather grumpy, I thought. I don’t think she’s the kind 
of girl to make a paying business of literature. Her 
qualities are personal. And it’s pretty clear to me that 
the valley of the shadow of books by no means agrees 
with her disposition. Possibly old Yule is something of 
aa cyrant: - 

“He doesn’t impress me very favourably. Do you think 
you will keep up their acquaintance in London?” 

“Can’t say. I wonder what sort of a woman that mother 
really is? Can’t be so very gross, I should think.” 

“Miss Harrow knows nothing about her, except that 
she was a quite uneducated girl.” 

“But, dash it! by this time she must have got decent 
manners. Of course there may be other objections. Mrs. 
Reardon knows nothing against her.’ 

Midway in the following morning, as Jasper sat with 
a book in the garden, he was surprised to see Alfred 
Yule enter by the gate. 
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“T thought,” began the visitor, who seemed in high 
_ Spirits, “that you might like to see something I received 
this morning.” 

He unfolded a London evening paper, and indicated 
a long letter from a casual correspondent. It was written 
by the authoress of ‘On the Boards,’ and drew attention, 
with much expenditure of witticism, to the conflicting 
notices of that book which had appeared in The Study. 
Jasper read the thing with laughing appreciation. 

“Just what one expected!” 

“And I have private letters on the subject,” added Mr. 
Yule. “There has been something like a personal con- 
flict between Fadge and the man who looks after the 
minor notices. Fadge, more suo, charged the other man 
with a design to damage him and the paper. There’s 
talk of legal proceedings. An immense joke!” 

He laughed in his peculiar croaking way. 

“Do you feel disposed for a turn along the lanes, Mr. 
Miivain ?” 

“By all means.—There’s my mother at the window; 
will you come in for a moment?” 

With a step of quite unusual sprightliness Mr. Yule 
entered the house. He could talk of but one subject, 
and Mrs. Milvain had to listen to a laboured account of 
the blunder just committed by The Study. It was Alfred 
- Yule’s characteristic that he could do nothing light- 
handedly. He seemed always to converse with effort; 
he took a seat with stiff ungainliness; he walked with a 
stumbling or sprawling gait. 

When he and Jasper set out for their ramble, his 
loquacity was in strong contrast with the taciturn mood 
he had exhibited yesterday and the day before. He fell 
upon the general aspects of contemporary literature. 

“|. The evil of the time is the multiplication of 
ephemerides. Hence a demand for essays, descriptive 
articles, fragments of criticism, out of all proportion to 
the supply of even tolerable work. The men who have 
an aptitude for turning out this kind of thing in vast 
quantities are enlisted by every new periodical, with the 
result that their productions are ultimately watered down 
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into worthlessness. . . . Well now, there’s Fadge. Years 
ago some of Fadge’s work was not without a certain—a 
certain conditional promise of—of comparative merit; 
but now his writing, in my opinion, is altogether beneath 
consideration; how Rackett could be so benighted as to 
give him The Study—especially after a man like Henry 
Hawkridge—passes my comprehension. Did you read 
a paper of his, a few months back, in The Wayside, a 
preposterous rehabilitation of Elkanah Settle? Ha! ha! 
That’s what such men are driven to. Elkanah Settle! 
And he hadn’t even a competent acquaintance with his 
paltry subject. Will you credit that he twice or thrice 
referred to Settle’s reply to ‘Absalom and Achitophel’ 
by the title of ‘Absalom Transposed,’ when every school- 
girl knows that the thing was called “Achitophel Trans- 
posed’! This was monstrous enough, but there was 
something still more contemptible. He positively, I assure 
you, attributed the play of ‘Epsom Wells’ to Crowne! 
I should have presumed that every student of even the 
most trivial primer of literature was aware that “Epsom 
Wells’ was written by Shadwell. . . . Now, if one were 
to take Shadwell for the subject of a paper, one might 
very well show how unjustly his name has fallen into con- 
tempt. It has often occurred to me to do this. ‘But 
Shadwell never deviates into sense.’ The sneer, in my 
opinion, is entirely unmerited. For my own part, I put 
Shadwell very high among the dramatists of his time, and 
I think I could show that his absolute worth is by no means 
inconsiderable. Shadwell has distinct vigour of dramatic 
conception ; his dialogue. . . .” 

And as he talked the man kept describing imaginary 
geometrical figures with the end of his walking-stick; he 
very seldom raised his eyes from the ground, and the stoop 
in his shoulders grew more and more pronounced, until 
at a little distance one might have taken him for a hunch- 
back. At one point Jasper made a pause to speak of the 
pleasant wooded prospect that lay before them; his com- 
upon regarded it absently, and in a moment or two 
asked : 

“Did you ever come across Cottle’s poem on the Malvern 


ITO LI DAY 37 


Hills? No? It contains a couple of the richest lines ever 
put into print: 


It needs the evidence of close deduction 
To know that I shall ever reach the top. 


Perfectly serious poetry, mind you!” 

He barked in laughter. Impossible to interest him in 
anything apart from literature; yet one saw him to be a 
man of solid understanding, and not without perception 
of humour. He had read vastly; his memory was a 
literary cyclopedia. His failings, obvious enough, were 
the results of a strong and somewhat pedantic individuality 
ceaselessly at conflict with unpropitious circumstances. 

Towards the young man his demeanour varied between 
a shy cordiality and a dignified reserve which was in 
danger of seeming pretentious. On the homeward part 
of the walk, he made a few discreet inquiries regarding 
Milvain’s literary achievements and prospects, and the 
frank self-confidence of the replies appeared to interest 
him. But he expressed no desire to number Jasper among 
his acquaintances in town, and of his own professional 
or private concerns he said not a word. 

“Whether he could be any use to me or not, I don’t 
exactly know,” Jasper remarked to his mother and sisters 
at dinner. “I suspect it’s as much as he can do to keep 
a footing among the younger tradesmen. But I think he 
might have said he was willing to help me if he could.” 

“Perhaps,” replied Maud, “your large way of talking 
made him think any such offer superfluous.” 

“You have still to learn,’ said Jasper, “that modesty 
helps a man in no department of modern life. People 
take you at your own valuation. It’s the men who de- 
clare boldly that they need no help to whom practical help 
comes from all sides. As likely as not Yule will mention 
my name to someone. ‘A young fellow who seems 
to see his way pretty clear before him.’ The other man 
will repeat it to somebody else.. ‘A young fellow whose 
way is clear before him,’ and so I come to the ears of a 
man who thinks ‘Just the fellow I want; I must look 
him up and ask him if he’ll do such-and-such a thing.’ 
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But I should like to see these Yules at home; I must fish 
for an invitation.” ; 

In the afternoon, Miss Harrow and Marian came at 
the expected hour. Jasper purposely kept out of the way 
until he was summoned to the tea-table. 

The Milvain girls were so far from effusive, even 
towards old acquaintances, that even the people who knew 
them best spoke of them as rather cold and perhaps a 
trifle condescending ; there were people in Wattleborough 
who declared their airs of superiority ridiculous and in- 
sufferable. The truth was that nature had endowed them 
with a larger share of brains than was common in their 
circle, and had added that touch of pride which harmonised 
so ill with the restrictions of poverty. Their life had a 
tone of melancholy, the painful reserve which characterises 
a certain clearly defined class in the present day. Had they 
been born twenty years earlier, the children of that veter- 
inary surgeon would have grown up to a very different, 
and in all probability a much happier, existence, for their 
education would have been limited to the strictly need- 
ful, and—certainly in the case of the girls—nothing would 
have encouraged them to look beyond the simple life pos- 
sible to a poor man’s offspring. But whilst Maud and 
Dora were still with their homely schoolmistress, Wattle- 
borough saw fit to establish a Girls’ High School, and the 
moderateness of the fees enabled these sisters to receive 
an intellectual training wholly incompatible with the 
material conditions of their life. To the relatively poor 
(who are so much worse off than the poor absolutely) 
education is in most cases a mocking cruelty. The burden 
of their brother’s support made it very difficult for Maud 
and Dora even to dress as became their intellectual station ; 
amusements, holidays, the purchase of such simple lux- 
uries as were all but indispensable to them, could not be 
thought of. It resulted that they held apart from the 
society which would have welcomed them, for they could 
not bear to receive without offering in turn. The neces- 
sity of giving lessons galled them; they felt—and with 
every reason—that it made their position ambiguous. So 
that, though they could not help knowing many people, 
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they had no intimates; they encouraged no one to visit 
them, and visited other houses as little as might be. 

In Marian Yule they divined a sympathetic nature. She 
was unlike any girl with whom they had hitherto associated, 
and it was the impulse of both to receive her with unusual 
friendliness. The habit of reticence could not be at once 
overcome, and Marian’s own timidity was an obstacle in 
the way of free intercourse, but Jasper’s conversation at 
tea helped to smooth the course of things. 

“T wish you lived anywhere near us,’’ Dora said to their 
visitor, as the three girls walked in the garden afterwards, 
and Maud echoed the wish. 

“Tt would be very nice,” was Marian’s reply. “I have 
no friends of my own age in London.” 

BE None: 

“Not one!” 

She was about to add something, but in the end kept 
silence. 

“You seem to get along with Miss Yule pretty well, 
after all,” said Jasper, when the family were alone again. 
“Did you anticipate anything else?’ Maud asked. 

“It seemed doubtful, up at Yule’s house. Well, get her 
to come here again before | go. But it’s a pity she doesn’t 
play the piano,” he added, musingly. 

For two days nothing was seen of the Yules. Jasper 
went each afternoon to the stream in the valley, but did 
not again meet Marian. In the meanwhile, he was grow- 
ing restless. A fortnight always exhausted his capacity 
for enjoying the companionship of his mother and sisters, 
and this time he seemed anxious to get to the end of his 
holiday. For all that, there was no continuance of the 
domestic bickering which had begun. Whatever the 
reason, Maud behaved with unusual mildness to her 
brother, and Jasper in turn was gently disposed to both 
the girls. 

On the morning of the third day—it was Saturday— 
he kept silence through breakfast, and just as all were 
about to rise from the table, he made a sudden announce- 
ment. 

“T shall go to London this afternoon.” 
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“This afternoon?” all exclaimed. “But Monday is your 
day.” 

“No, I shall go this afternoon, by the 2.45.” 

And he left the room. Mrs. Milvain and the girls 
exchanged looks. 

“T suppose he thinks the Sunday will be too wearisome,” 
said the mother. 

“Perhaps so,” Maude agreed, carelessly. 

Half an hour later, just as Dora was ready to leave 
the house for her engagements in Wattleborough, her 
brother came into the hall and took his hat, saying: 

“T’ll walk a little way with you, if you don’t mind.” 

When they were in the road, he asked her in an off- 
hand manner: 

“Do you think I ought to say good-bye to the Yules? 
Or won't it signify?” 

“T should have thought you would wish to.” 

“T don’t care about it. And, you see, there’s been no 
hint of a wish on their part that I should see them in 
London. No, I'll just leave you to say good-bye for me.” 

“But they expect to see us to-day or to-morrow. You 
told them you were not going till Monday, and you don’t 
know but Mr. Yule might mean to say something yet.” 

“Well, I had rather he didn’t,” replied Jasper, with a 
laugh. 

“Oh, indeed ?” 

“T don’t mind telling you,” he laughed again, “I’m afraid 
of that girl. No, it won’t do! You understand that I’m 
a practical man, and I shall keep clear of dangers. These 
days of holiday idleness put all sorts of nonsense into 
one’s head.” 

Dora kept her eyes down, and smiled ambiguously. 

“You must act as you think fit,” she remarked at length. 

“Exactly. Now I'll turn back. You'll be with us at 
dinner ?” 

They parted. But Jasper did not keep to the straight 
way home. First of all, he loitered to watch a. reaping- 
machine at work; then he turned into a lane which led up 
the hill on which was John Yule’s house. Even if he 
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had purposed making a farewell call, it was still far too 
early; all he wanted to do was to pass an hour of the 
morning, which threatened to lie heavy on his hands. So 
he rambled on, and went past the house, and took the 
field-path which would lead*him circuitously home again. 

His mother desired to speak to him. She was in the 
dining-room; in the parlour Maud was practising music. 

“T think I ought to tell you of something I did yesterday, 
Jasper,’ Mrs. Milvain began. “You see, my dear, we 
have been rather straitened lately, and my health, you 
know, grows so uncertain, and, all things considered, 
I have been feeling very anxious abou the girls. So 
I wrote to your uncle William, and told him that I must 
positively have that money. I must think of my own 
children before his.” 

The matter referred to was this. The deceased Mr. 
Milvain had a brother who was a struggling shopkeeper 
in a Midland town. Some ten years ago, William Mil- 
vain, on the point of bankruptcy, had borrowed a hun- 
dred and seventy pounds from his brother in Wattle- 
borough, and this debt was still unpaid; for on the death 
of Jasper’s father repayment of the loan was impossible 
for William, and since then it had seemed hopeless that 
the sum would ever be recovered. The poor shopkeeper 
had a large family, and Mrs. Milvain, notwithstanding 
her own position, had never felt able to press him; her 
relative, however, often spoke of the business, and. de- 
clared his intention of paying whenever he could. 

“You can’t recover by law now, you know,” said Jasper. 

“But we have the right to the money, law or no law. 
He must pay it.” 

“He will simply refuse and be justified. Poverty 
doesn’t allow of honourable feeling, any more than of com- 
passion. I’m sorry you wrote like that. You won't get 
anything, and you might as well have enjoyed the rep- 
utation of forbearance.”’ 

Mrs. Milvain was not able to appreciate this character- 
istic remark. Anxiety weighed upon her, and she became 
irritable. 

“T am obliged to say, Jasper, that you seem rather 
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thoughtless. If it were only myself, I would make any 
sacrifice for you; but you must remember Z 

“Now listen, mother,” he interrupted, laying a hand on 
her shoulder ; “I have been thinking about all this, and the 
fact of the matter is, I shall do my best to ask you for no 
more money. It may or may not be practicable but I'll 
have a try. So don’t worry. If uncle writes that he 
can’t pay, just explain why you wrote, and keep him 
gently in mind of the thing, that’s all. One doesn’t like 
to do brutal things if one can avoid them, you know.” 

The young man went to the parlour, and listened to 
Maud’s music for awhile. But restlessness again drove 
him forth. Towards eleven o’clock, he was again ascend- 
ing in the direction of John Yule’s house. Again he had 
no intention of calling, but when he reached the iron 
gates, he lingered. 

“T will, by Jove!” he said within himself at last. “Just 
to prove I have complete command of myself. It’s to be 
a display of strength, not weakness.” 

At the house door he inquired for Mr. Alfred Yule. 
That gentleman had gone in the carriage to Wattle- 
borough, half an hour ago, with his brother. 

“Miss Yule?” 

Yes, she was within. Jasper entered the sitting-room, 
waited a few moments, and Marian appeared. She wore 
a dress in which Milvain had not yet seen her, and it had 
the effect of making him regard her attentively. The 
smile with which she had come towards him passed from 
her face, which was perchance a little warmer of hue 
than commonly. 

“I’m sorry your father is away, Miss Yule,’’ Jasper 
began, in an animated voice. ‘I wanted to say good-bye 
to him. I return to London in a few hours.” 

“You are going sooner than you intended ?”’ 

“Yes, I feel [ mustn’t waste any more time. I think 
the country air is doing you good; you certainly look 
better than when I passed you that first day.” 

“T feel better, much.” 

“My sisters are anxious to see you again. I shouldn’t 
wonder if they come up this afternoon.” 
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Marian had seated herself on the sofa, and her hands 
were linked upon her lap in the same way as when Jasper 
spoke with her here before, the palms downward. The 
beautiful outline of her bent head was relieved against 
a broad strip of sunlight on the wall behind her. 

“They deplore,” he continued in a moment, “that they 
should come to know you only to lose you again so soon.” 

“T have quite as much reason to be sorry,” she answered, 
looking at him with the slightest possible smile. “But 
perhaps they will let me write to them, and hear from 
them now and then.” 

“They would think it an honour. Country girls are not 
often invited to correspond with literary ladies in Lon- 
don.” 

He said it with as much jocoseness as civility allowed, 
then at once rose. 

“Father will be very sorry,’ Marian began, with one 
quick glance towards the window and then another to- 
wards the door. “Perhaps he might possibly be able to 
see you before you go?” 

Jasper stood in hesitation. There was a look on the 
girl’s face which, under other circumstances, would have 
suggested a ready answer. 

“T mean,” she added, hastily, “he might just call, or even 
see you at the station?” 

“Oh, I shouldn’t like to give Mr. Yule any trouble. 
It’s my own fault, for deciding to go to-day. I shall 
leave by the 2.45.” 

He offered his hand. 

“T shall look for your name in the magazines, Miss 
pyle” 

“Oh, I don’t think you will ever find it there.” 

He laughed incredulously, shook hands with her a 
second time, and strode out of the room, head erect— 
feeling proud of himself. 

‘When Dora came home at dinner-time, he informed 
her of what he had done. 

“A very interesting girl,’ he added, impartially. “I 
advise you to make a friend of her. Who knows but 
you may live in London some day, and then she might 
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be valuable—morally, I mean. For myself, I shall do 
my best not to see her again for a long time; she’s dan- 
gerous.” 

Jasper was unaccompanied when he went to the station. 
Whilst waiting on the platform, he suffered from appre- 
hension lest Alfred Yule’s seamed visage should present 
itself ; but no acquaintance approached him. Safe in the 
corner of his third-class carriage, he smiled at the last 
glimpse of the familiar fields, and began to think of 
something he had decided to write for The West End. 


CHAPTER IV 
AN AUTHOR AND HIS WIFE 


E1cutT flights of stairs, consisting alternately of eight 
and nine steps. Amy had made the calculation, and won- 
dered what was the cause of this arrangement. The 
ascent was trying, but then no one could contest the re- 
spectability of the abode. In the flat immediately beneath 
resided a successful musician, whose carriage and pair 
came at a regular hour each afternoon to take him and 
his wife for a most respectable drive. In this special 
building no one else seemed at present to keep a carriage, 
but all the tenants were gentlefolk. 

And as to living up at the very top, why, there were 
distinct advantages—as so many people of moderate in- 
come are nowadays hastening to discover. The noise 
_ from the street was diminished at this height; no possible 
tramplers could establish themselves above your head; 
_ the ait was bound to be purer than that of inferior strata; 
finally, one had the flat roof whereon to sit or expatiate 
in sunny weather. True that a gentle rain of soot was 
wont to interfere with one’s comfort out there in the 
open, but such minutiz are easily forgotten in the fervour 
of domestic description. It was undeniable that on a 
fine dav one enjoved extensive views. The green ridge 
from Hampstead to Hichgate, with Primrose Hill and 
the foliage of Recent’s Park in the foreground; the sub- 
urban spaces of St. John’s Wood, Maida Vale, Kilburn; 
Westminster Abbey and the Houses of Parliament, lying 
low by the side of the hidden river, and a glassy gleam 
on far-off hills which meant the Crvstal Palace; then the 
clouded majestv of eastern London, crowned by St. 
Paul’s dome. These things one’s friends were expected 
to admire. Sunset often afforded rich effects, but they 
were for solitary musing. 
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A sitting-room, a bedroom, a kitchen. But the kitchen 
was called dining-room, or even parlour at need; for the 
cooking range lent itself to concealment behind an orna- 
mental screen, the walls displayed pictures and book- 
cases, and a tiny scullery which lay apart sufficed for the 
coarser domestic operations. This was Amy’s territory 
during the hours when her husband was working, or en- 
deavouring to work. Of necessity, Edwin Reardon used 
the front room as his study. His writing-table stood 
against the window; each wall had its shelves of serried 
literature; vases, busts, engravings (all of the inexpensive 
kind) served for ornaments. 

A maid-servant, recently emancipated from the Board 
school, came at half-past seven each morning, and re- 
mained until two o’clock, by which time the Reardons 
had dined; on special occasions, her services were en- 
listed for later hours. But it was Reardon’s habit to be- 
gin the serious work of the day at about three o’clock, 
and to continue with brief interruptions until ten or eleven; | 
in many respects an awkward arrangement, but enforced 
by the man’s temperament and his poverty. 

One evening he sat at his desk with a slip of manuscript 
paper before him. It was the hour of sunset. His out- 
look was upon the backs of certain large houses skirting 
Regent’s Park, and lights had begun to show here and 
there in the windows: in one room a man was discover- 
able dressing for dinner, he had not thought it worth while 
to lower the blind; in another, some people were playing 
billiards. The higher windows reflected a rich glow from 
the western sky. 

For two or three hours Reardon had been seated in 
much the same attitude. Occasionally he dipped his pen 
into the ink, and seemed about to write; but each time 
the effort was abortive. At the head of the paper was 
inscribed “Chapter III.,” but that was all. And now the 
sky was dusking over; darkness would soon fall. 

He looked something older than his years, which were 
two-and-thirty; on his face was the pallor of mental 
suffering. Often he fell into a fit of absence, and gazed 
at vacancy with wide, miserable eyes. Returning to con- 
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sciousness, he fidgeted nervously on his chair, dipped his 
pen for the hundredth time, bent forWard in feverish 
determination to work. Useless; he scarcely knew what 
he wished to put into words, and his brain refused to 
construct the simplest sentence. 

The colours faded from the sky, and night came quickly. 
Reardon threw his arms upon the desk, let his head fall 
forward, and remained so, as if asleep. 

Presently the door opened, and a young, clear voice 
made inquiry: 

“Don’t you want the lamp, Edwin?” 

The man roused himself, turned his chair a little, and 
looked towards the open door. 

“Gome here, Amy.” 

His wife approached. It was not quite dark in the 
room, for a glimmer came from the opposite houses. 

“What’s the matter? Can’t you do anything?” 

“T haven’t written a word to-day. At this rate, one 
goes crazy. Come and sit by me a minute, dearest.” 

“Tl get the lamp.” 

“No; come and talk to me; we can understand each 
other better.” 

“Nonsense; you have such morbid ideas. I can’t bear 
to sit in the gloom.” 

At once she went away, and quickly reappeared with 
a reading-lamp, which she placed on the square table 
in the middle of the room. 

“Draw down the blind, Edwin.” 

She was a slender girl, but not very tall; her shoulders 
seemed rather broad in proportion to her waist and the 
part of her figure below it. The hue of her hair was 
ruddy gold; loosely arranged tresses made a superb crown 
to the beauty of her small, refined head. Yet the face 
was not of distinctly feminine type; with short hair and 
appropriate clothing, she would have passed unquestioned 
as a handsome boy of seventeen, a spirited boy too, and 
one much in the habit of giving orders to inferiors. Her 
nose would have been periect but for ever so slight a 
crook which made it preferable to view her in full face 
‘than in profile; her lips curved sharply out, and when 
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she straightened them of a sudden, the effect was not 
reassuring to anyone who had counted upon her for facile 
humour. In harmony with the broad shoulders, she had 
a strong neck; as she bore the lamp into the room a 
slight turn of her head showed splendid muscles from 
the ear downward. It was a magnificently clear-cut bust ; 
one thought, in looking at her, of the newly-finished head 
which some honest sculptor has wrought with his own 
hand from the marble block; there was a suggestion of 
“planes” and of the chisel. The atmosphere was cold; rud- 
diness would have been quite out of place on her cheeks, 
and a flush must have been the rarest thing there. 

Her age was not quite two-and-twenty; she had been 
wedded nearly two years, and had a child ten months 
old. 

As for her dress, it was unpretending in fashion and 
colour, but of admirable fit. Every detail of her appear- 
ance denoted scrupulous personal refinement. She walked 
well; you saw that the foot, however gently, was firmly 
planted. When she seated herself, her posture was in- 
stantly graceful, and that of one who is indifferent about 
support for the back. 

“What is the matter?” she began. “Why can’t you get 
on with the story?” 

It was the tone of friendly remonstrance, not exactly 
of affection, not at all of tender solicitude. 

Reardon had risen and wished to approach her, but 
could not do so directly. He moved to another part of 
the room, then came round to the back of her. chair, and 
bent his face upon her shoulder. 


“I think it’s all over with me. I don’t think I shall 
write any more.” 

“Don’t be so foolish, dear. What is to prevent. your 
writing?” 

“Perhaps I am only out of sorts. But I) begin to be 
horribly afraid. My will seems to be fatally weakened. 
I can’t see my: way to the end of anythingy if I get hold 
of an idea which seems good, all the sap has gone out of 
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it before I have got it into working shape. In these last 
few months, I must have begun a dozen different books ; 
I have been ashamed to tell you of each new beginning. 
I write twenty pages, perhaps, and then my courage fails. 
I am disgusted with the thing, and can’t go on with it— 
caw’t! My fingers refuse to hold the pen. In mere writ- 
ing, I have done enough to make much more than three 
volumes ; but it’s all destroyed.” 

“Because of your mofbid conscientiousness. There 
was no need to destroy what you had written. It was 
all good enough for the market.” 

“Don’t use that word, Amy. I hate it!” 

“You can’t afford to hate it,’ was her rejoinder, in 
very practical tones. “However it was before, you must 
write for the market now. You have admitted that your- 
self.” 

He kept silence. 

“Where are you?” she went on to ask. “What have you 
actually done?” 

“Two short chapters of a story I can’t go on with. 
The three volumes lie before me like an interminable 
desert. Impossible to get through them. The idea is 
stupidly artificial, and I haven’t a living character in it.” 

“The public don’t care whether the characters are liv- 
ing or not.—Don’t stand behind me, like that ; it’s such an 
awkward way of talking. Come and sit down.” 

_ He drew away, and came to a position whence he could 
see het face, but kept at a distance. 

“Ves,” he said, in a different way, “that’s the worst 
of it.” 

“What is?” 

“That you—well, it’s no use.” 

“That I—what ?” 

She did not look at him; her lips, after she had spoken, 
drew in a little. 

“That your disposition towards me is being affected 
by this miserable failure. You keep saying to yourself 
that I am not what you thought me. Perhaps you even 
feel that I have been guilty of a sort of deception. I 
don’t blame you; it’s natural enough.” 
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“T’ll tell you quite honestly what I do think,” she re- 
plied, after a short silence. “You are much weaker than 
I imagined. Difficulties crush you, instead of rousing you 
to struggle.” 

“True. It has always been my fault.” 

“But don’t you feel it’s rather unmanly, this state of 
things? You say you love me, and I try to believe it. 
But whilst you are saying so, you let me get nearer and 
nearer to miserable, hateful poverty. What is to become 
of me—of us? Shall you sit here day after day until our 
last shilling is spent?” 

“No; of course I must do something.” 

“When shall you begin in earnest? In a day or two 
you must pay this quarter’s rent, and that will leave us 
just about fifteen pounds in the world. Where is the rent 
at Christmas to come from? What are we to live upon? 
There’s all sorts of clothing to he bought; there'll be all 
the extra expenses of winter. Surely it’s bad enough that 
we have had to stay here all the summer; no holiday of 
any kind. I have done my best not to grumble about it. 
but I begin to think that it would be very much wiser if I 
did grumble.” 

She squared her shoulders, and gave her head just 
a little shake, as if a fly had troubled her. 

“You bear everything very well and kindly,” said 
Reardon. “My behaviour is contemptible; I know that. 
Good heavens! if I only had some business to go to, 
something I could work at in any state of mind, and make 
money out of! Given this chance, I would work myself 
to death rather than you should lack anything you desire. 
But I am at the mercy of my brain; it is dry and power- 
less. How I envy those clerks who go by to their offices 
in the morning! There’s the day’s work cut out for them; 
no question of mood and feeling; they have just to work 
at something, and when the evening comes, they have 
earned their wages, they are free to rest and enjoy them- 
selves. What an insane thing it is to make literature 
one’s only means of support! When the most trivial 
accident may at any time prove fatal to one’s power of 
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work for weeks or months. No, that is the unpardonable 
sin! To make a trade of an art! I am rightly served 
for attempting such a brutal folly.” 

He turned away in a passion of misery. 

“How very silly it is to talk like this!” came in Amy’s 
voice, clearly critical. ‘Art must be practised as a trade, 
at all events in our time. This is the age of trade. Of 
course if one refuses to be of one’s time, and yet hasn’t 
the means to live independently, what can result but 
break-down and wretchedness? The fact of the matter 
is, you could do fairly good work, and work which would 
sell, if only you would bring yourself to look at things 
in a more practical way. It’s what Mr. Milvain is always 
saying, you know.” 

“Milvain’s temperament is very different from mine. 
He is naturally light-hearted and hopeful; I am naturally 
the opposite. What you and he say is true enough; the 
misfortune is that I cy’t act upon it. I am no uncom- 
promising artistic pecant; | am quite willing to try and 
do the kind of work that will sell; under the circumstances, 
it would be a kind of insanity if I refused. But power 
doesn’t answer to the will. My efforts are utterly vain; 
I suppose the prospect of pennilessness is itself a 
' hindrance; the, fear haunts me. With such terrible real 
things pressing upon me, my imagination can shape noth-- 
ing substantial When I have laboured out a story, I 
_ suddenly see it in a light of such contemptible triviality 

that to work at it is an impossible thing.” 

“You are ill, that’s the fact of the matter. You ought 
to have had a holiday. I think even now you had better 
go away for a week or two. Do, Edwin!’ 

“Impossible! It would be the merest pretence of holi- 
day. To go away and leave you here—no!” 

“Shall I ask mother or Jack to lend us some money?” 

“That would be intolerable.” 

“But this state of things is intolerable!” 

Reardon walked the length of the room and back again.. 

“Your mother has no money to lend, dear, and your 
brother would do it so unwillingly that we can’t lay our- 
selves under such an obligation.” 
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“Vet it will come to that, you know,” remarked Amy, 


calmly. 

“No; it shall not come to that. I must and will get 
something done long before Christmas. If only you f 

He came and took one of her hands. 

“Tf only you will give me more sympathy, dearest. You 
see, that’s one side of my weakness. I am utterly depend- 
ent upon you. Your kindness is the breath of life to me. 
Don’t refuse it!” 

“But I have done nothing of the kind.” 

“You begin to speak very coldly. And I understand 
your feeling of disappointment. The mere fact of your 
urging me to do anything that will sell is a proof of bitter 
disappointment. You would have looked with scorn at 
anyone who talked to me like that two years ago. You 
were proud of me because my work wasn’t altogether com- 
mon, and because I had never written a line that was 
meant to attract the vulgar. All that’s over now. If you 
knew how dreadful it is to see that you have lost your 
hopes of me!” 

“Well, but I haven’t—altogether,” Amy replied, medi- 
tatively. “I know very well that, if you had a lot of 
money, you would do better things than ever.” 

“Thank you a thousand times for saying that, my 
dearest.” 

“But, you see, we haven’t money, and there’s little chance 
of our getting any. That scrubby old uncle won’t leave 
anything to ws; I feel too sure of it. I often feel disposed 
to go and beg him on my knees to think of us in his will.” 
She laughed. “I suppose it’s impossible, and would be 
useless; but I should be capable of it if I knew it would 
bring money.” 

Reardon said nothing. 

“I didn’t think so much of money when we were mar- 
ried,” Amy continued. “I had never seriously felt the 
want of it, you know. I did think—there’s no harm in 
confessing it—that you were sure to be rich some day; 
but I should have married you all the same if I had known 
that you would win only reputation.” 
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“You are sure of that?” 

“Well, I think so. But I know the value of money bet- 
ter now. I know it is the most powerful thing in the 
world. If I had to choose between a glorious reputation 
with poverty and a contemptible popularity with wealth, 
I should choose the latter.” 

“No hae 

“T should.” 

“Perhaps you are right.” 

He turned away with a sigh. 

“Yes, you are right. What is reputation? If it is de- 
served, it originates with a few score of people among the 
many miliions who would never have recognised the merit 
they at last applaud. That’s the lot of a great genius. 
As for a mediocrity like me—what ludicrous absurdity to 
fret myself in the hope that half a dozen folks will say 
I am ‘above the average’! After all, is there sillier 
vanity than this? A year after I have published my last 
book, I shall be practically forgotten; ten years later, I 
shall be as absolutely forgotten as one of those novelists 
of the early part of this century, whose names one doesn’t 
even recognise. What fatuous posing!” Amy looked 
askance at him, but replied nothing. 

“And yet,” he continued, “of course it isn’t only for 
‘the sake of reputation .that one tries to do uncommon 
work. There’s the shrinking from conscious insincerity 
of workmanship—which most of the writers nowadays 
seem never to feel. ‘It’s good enough for the market’; 
that satisfies them. And perhaps they are justified. I 
can’t pretend that I rule my life by absolute ideals; I 
admit that everything is relative. There is no such thing 
‘as goodness or badness, in the absolute sense, of course. 
Perhaps I am absurdly inconsistent when—though know- 
ing my work can’t be first-rate—I strive to make it as 
good as possible. I don’t say this in irony, Amy; I really 
mean it. It may very well be that I am just as foolish 
as the people I ridicule for moral and religious super- 
stition. This habit of mine is s"perstitious. How well 
I can imagine the answer of some popular novelist if he 
heard me speak scornfully of his books. ‘My dear 
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fellow,’ he might say, ‘do you suppose I am not aware 
that my books are rubbish? I know it just as well as you 
do. But my vocation is to live comfortably. I have a 
luxurious house, a wife and children who are happy and 
grateful to me for their happiness. If you choose to live 
in a garret, and, what’s worse, make your wife and chil- 
dren share it with you, that’s your concern.’ The man 
would be abundantly right.” 

“But,” said Amy, “why should you assume that his 
books are rubbish? Good work succeeds—now_and then.” 

“IT speak of the common kind of success, which is never 
due to literary merit. And if I speak bitterly, well, | am 
suffering from my powerlessness. I am a failure, my 
poor girl, and it isn’t easy for me to look with charity on 
the success of men who deserved it far less than I did, 
when | was still able to work.” 

“Of course, Edwin, if you make up your mind that you 
are a failure, you will end by being so. But I’m con- 
vinced there’s no reason that you should fail to make a 
living with your pen. Now let me advise you; put aside 
all your strict ideas about what is worthy and what is 
unworthy, and just act upon my advice. It’s impossible 
for you to write a three-volume novel; very well, then 
do a short story of a kind that’s likely to be popular. 
You know Mr. Milvain is always saying that the long 
novel has had its day, and that in future people will write 
shilling books. Why not try? Give yourself a week 
to invent a sensational plot, and then a fortnight for the 
writing. Have it ready for the new season at the end of 
October. If you like, don’t put your name to it; your 
name certainly would have no weight with this sort of 
public. Just make it a matter of business, as Mr. Milvain’ 
says, and see if you can’t earn some money.” 

He stood and regarded her. His expression was one 
of pained perplexity. 

“You mustn’t forget, Amy, that it needs a particular 
kind of faculty to write stories of this sort. The in- 
vention of a plot is just the thing I find most difficult.” 

“But the plot may be as silly as you like, providing it 
holds the attention of vulgar readers. Think of ‘The 
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Hollow Statue’; what could be more idiotic? Yet it sells 
by thousands.” 

“T don’t think I can bring myself to that,’ Reardon 
said, in a low voice. 

“Very well, then will you tell me what you propose 
to do?” 

“T might perhaps manage a novel in two volumes, in- 
stead of three.” ‘ 

He seated himself at the writing-table, and stared at 
the blank sheets of paper in an anguish of hopelessness. 

“Tt will take you till Christmas,” said Amy, “and then 
you will get perhaps fifty pounds for it.” 

“T must do my best. Ill go out and try to xet some 
ideas. I : 

He broke off, and looked steadily at his wife 

“What is it?” she asked. 

“Suppose I were to propose to you to leave this flat 

and take cheaper rooms?” 

He uttered it in a shamefaced way, his eyes falling. 

_Amy kept silence. 
“We might sublet it,’ he continued, in the same tone, 
“for the last year of the lease.” 

“And where do you propose to live?’ Amy inquired, 
coldly. 

“There’s no need to be in such a dear neighbourhood. 
We could go to one of the outer districts. One might 
find three unfurnished rooms for about eight and six- 
pence a week—less than half our rent here.” 

“You must do as seems good to you.” 

“Hor Heaven’s sake, Amy, don’t speak to me in that 
way! I can’t stand that! Surely you can see that I am 
driven to think of every possible resource. To speak 
like that is to abandon me. Say you can’t or won’t do 
it; but don’t treat me as if you had no share in my mis- 
efies |” 

She was touched for the moment. 

“T didn’t mean to speak unkindly, dear. But think 
what it means, to give up our home and position. That 
is open confession of failure. It would be horrible.” 
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“T won’t think of it. I have three months before 
Christmas, and I will finish a book!” 

“T really can’t see why you shouldn’t. Just do a certain 
number of pages every day. Good or bad, never mind; 
let the pages be finished. Now you have got two chap- 
ters as 

“No; that won’t do. I must think of a better subject.” 

Amy made a gesture of impatience. 

“There you are! What does the subject matter? Get 
this book finished and sold, and then do something better 
next time.” 

“Give me to-night, just to think. Perhaps one of the 
old stories I have thrown aside will come back in a clearer 
light. Dll go out for an hour; you don’t mind being left 
alone ?” 

“You mustn’t think of such trifles as that.” 

“But nothing that concerns you in the slightest way is 
a trifle to me—nothing! I can’t bear that you should 
forget that. Have patience with me, darling, a little 
longer.” 

He knelt by her, and looked up into her face. 

“Say only one or two kind words—like you used to!” 

She passed her hand lightly over his hair, and murmured 
something with a faint smile. 

Then Reardon took his hat and stick and descended 
the eight flights of stone steps, and walked in the dark- 
ness round the outer circle of Regent’s Park, racking his 
fagged brain in a hopeless search for characters, sit- 
uations, motives, 


CHAPTER V 
THE WAY HITHER 


EVEN in mid-rapture of his marriage month he had 
foreseen this possibility; but fate had hitherto rescued 
him in sudden ways when he was on the brink of self- 
abandonment, and it was hard to imagine that this culmi- 
nation of triumphant joy could be a preface to base 
miseries. 

He was the son of a man who had followed many 
different pursuits, and in none had done much more than 
earn a livelihood. At the age of forty—when Edwin, his 
only child, was ten years old—Mr. Reardon established 
himself in the town of Hereford as a photographer, and 
-there he abode until his death, nine years after, occa- 
sionally risking some speculation not inconsistent with 
the photographic business, but always with the result of 
losing the little capital he ventured. Mrs. Reardon died 
~when Edwin had reached his fifteenth year. In breeding 
and education she was superior to her husband, to whom, 
‘moreover, she had brought something between four and 
five hundred pounds; her temper was passionate in both 
senses of the word, and the marriage could hardly be called 
a happy one, though it was never disturbed by serious 
discord. The photographer was a man of whims and 
idealisms ; his wife had a strong vein of worldly ambition. 
They made few friends, and it was Mrs. Reardon’s fre- 
quently expressed desire to go and live in London, where 
fortune, she thought, might be kinder to them. Reardon 
had all but made up his mind to try this venture when 
he suddenly became a widower; after that he never sum- 
moned energy to embark on new enterprises. 

The boy was educated at an excellent local school; at 
eighteen he had a far better acquaintance with the ancient 
classics than most lads ae been expressly prepared 
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for a university, and, thanks to an anglicised Swiss who 
acted as an assistant in Mr. Reardon’s business, he not 
only read French, but could talk it with a certain hap- 
hazard fluency. These attainments, however, were not 
of much practical use; the best that could be done for 
Edwin was to place him in the office of an estate-agent. 
His health was indifferent, and it seemed likely that open- 
air exercise, of which he would have a good deal under 
the particular circumstances of the case, might counteract 
the effects of study too closely pursued. 

At his father’s death he came info possession (prac- 
tically it was put at his disposal at once, though he was 
little more than nineteen) of about two hundred pounds— 
a life-insurance for five hundred had been sacrificed to 
exigencies not very long before. He had no difficulty in 
deciding how to use this money. His mother’s desire to 
live in London had in him the force of an inherited mo- 
tive; as soon as possible he released himself from his 
uncongenial occupations, converted into money all the pos- 
sessions of which he had not immediate need, and betook 
himself to the metropolis. 

To become a literary man, of course. 

His capital lasted him nearly four years, for, notwith- 
standing his age, he lived with painful economy. The, 
strangest life, of almost absolute loneliness. From a cer- 
tain point of Tottenham Court Road there is visible a 
certain garret window in a certain street which runs paral- 
lel with that thoroughfare; for the greater part of these 
four years the garret in question was Reardon’s home. He 
paid only three-and-sixpence a week for the privilege 
of living there; his food cost him about a shilling a day; 
on clothing and other unavoidable expenses he laid out 
some five pounds yearly. Then he bought books—volumes 
which cost anything between twopence and two shillings; 
further than that he durst not go. A strange time, I 
assure you. 

When he had completed his twenty-first year, he desired 
to procure a reader’s ticket for the British Museum. Now 
this was not such a simple matter as you may suppose; 
it was necessary to obtain the signature of some respect- 
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able householder, and Reardon was acquainted with no 
such person. His landlady was a decent woman enough, 
and a payer of rates and taxes, but it would look odd, to 
say the least of it, to present oneself in Great Russell 
Street armed with this person’s recommendation. There 
was nothing for it but to take a bold step, to force him- 
self upon the attention of a stranger—the thing from 
which his pride had always shrunk. He wrote to a well- 
known novelist—a man with whose works he had some 
sympathy. “I am trying to prepare myself for a literary 
career. I wish to study in the Reading-room of the 
British Museum, but have no acquaintance to whom I 
can refer in the ordinary way. Will you help me—I 
mean, in this particular only?” That was the substance 
of his letter. For reply came an invitation to a house in 
the West-end. With fear and trembling Reardon an- 
swered the summons. He was so shabbily attired; he 
was so diffident from the habit of living quite alone; he 
was horribly afraid lest it should be supposed that he 
looked for other assistance than he had requested. Well, 
the novelist was a rotund and jovial man; his dwelling 
and his person smelt of money; he was so happy himself 
that he could afford to be kind to others. 

“Have you published anything?” he inquired, for the 
young man’s letter had left this uncertain. 

“Nothing. I have tried the magazines, but as yet with- 
out success.” 

“But what do you write?” 

“Chiefly essays on literary subjects.” 

“T can understand that you would find a difficulty in 
disposing of them. That kind of thing is supplied either 
by men of established reputation, or by anonymous writers 
who have a regular engagement on papers and magazines. 
Give me an example of your topics.” 

“T have written something lately about Tibullus.” 

“Oh, dear! Oh, dear!—Forgive me, Mr. Reardon; 
my feelings were too much for me; those names have 
been my horror ever since I was a schoolboy. Far be 
it from me to discourage you, if your line is to be solid 
literary criticism ; I will only mention, as a matter of fact, 
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that such work is indifferently paid and in very small 
demand. It hasn’t occurred to you to try your hand at 
fiction?” Ne oy 

In uttering the word he beamed; to him it meant a 
thousand or so a year. 

“T am afraid I have no talent for that.” 

The novelist could do no more than grant his genial 
signature for the specified purpose, and add good wishes 
in abundance. Reardon went home with his brain in a 
whirl. He had had his first. glimpse of what was meant 
by literary success. That luxurious study, with its shelves 
of handsomely-bound books, its beautiful pictures, its 
warm, fragrant air—great heavens! what might not a 
man do who sat at his ease amid such surroundings! 

He began to work at the Reading-room, but at the same 
time he thought often of the novelist’s suggestion, and 
before long had written two or three short stories. No 
editor would accept them; but he continued to practise 
‘himself in that art, and by degrees came to fancy that, 
after all, perhaps he had some talent for fiction. It was 
significant, however, that no native impulse had directed 
him to novel-writing. His intellectual temper was that 
of the student, the scholar, but strongly blended with a 
love of independence which had always made him think 
with distaste of a teacher’s life. The stories he wrote 
were scraps of immature psychology—the last thing a 
magazine would accept from an unknown man. 

His money dwindled, and there came a winter during 
which he suffered much from cold and hunger. What a 
blessed refuge it was, there under the great dome, when 
he must else have sat in his windy garret with the mere 
pretence of a fre! The Reading-room was his true home; 
its warmth enwrapped him kindly; the peculiar odour of 
its atmosphere—at first a cause of headache—grew dear 
and delightful to him. But he could not sit here until his 
last penny should be spent. Something practical must be 
done, and practicality was not his strong point. 

Friends in London he had none; but for an occasional 
conversation with his landlady he would scarcely have 
spoken a dozen words in a week. His disposition was 
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the reverse of detnocratic, and he could not make ac- 
quaintances below his own intellectual level. Solitude 
fostered a sensitiveness which to begin with was extreme; 
the lack of stated occupation encouraged his natural tend- 
ency to dream and procrastinate and hope for the im- 
ptobable. He was a recluse in the midst of millions, and 
viewed with dread the necessity of going forth to fight 
for daily food. 

Little by little he had ceased to hold any correspond- 
ence with his former friends at Hereford. The only per- 
son to whom he still wrote and from whom he still heard 
was his mother’s father—an old man who lived at Derby, 
retired from the business of a draper, and spending his 
last years pleasantly enough with a daughter who had 
remained single. Edwin had always been a favourite with 
his grandfather, though they had met only once or twice 
during the past eight years. But in writing he did not 
allow it to be understood that he was in actual want, and 
he felt that he must come to dire extremities before he 
could bring himself to beg assistance. 

He had begun to answer advertisements, but the state 
of his wardrobe forbade his applying for any but humble 
positions. Once or twice he presented himself personally 
at offices, but his reception was so mortifying that death 
by hunger seemed preferable to a continuance of such 
experiences. The injury to his pride made him savagely 
atrogant; for days after the last rejection he hid himself 
in his garret, hating the world. 

He sold his little collection of books, and of course 
they brought only a trifling sum. That exhausted, he 
must begin to sell his clothes. And then ? 

But help was at hand. One day he saw it advertised 
in a newspaper that the secretary of a hospital in the 
north of London was in need of a clerk; application was 
to be made by letter. He wrote, and two days later, to 
his astonishment, received a reply asking him to wait 
upon the secretary at a certain hour. In a fever of agi- 
tation he kept the appointment, and found that his busi- 
ness was with a young man in the very highest spirits, 
who walked up and down a little office (the hospital was 


62 NEW GRUB STREET 


of the “special” order, a house of no great size), and 
treated the matter in hand as an excellent joke. 

“IT thought, you know, of engaging someone much 
younger—quite a lad, in fact. But look there! Those are 
the replies to my advertisement.” 

He pointed to a heap of five or six hundred letters, 
and laughed consumedly. 

“Impossible to read them all, you know. It seemed to 
me that the fairest thing would be to shake them together, 
stick my hand in, and take out one by chance. If it 
didn’t seem very promising, | would try a second time. 
But the first letter was yours, and I thought the fair thing 
to do was at all events to see you, you know. The fact 
is, | am only able to offer a pound a week.” 

“T shall be very glad indeed t» take that,” said Rear- 
don, who was bathed in perspiration. 

“Then what about references, and so on?’ proceeded 
the young man, chuckling and rubbing his hands together. 

The applicant was engaged. He had barely strength to 
walk home; the sudden relief from his miseries made him, 
for the first time, sensible of the extreme physical weak- 
ness into which he had sunk. For the next week he was 
very ill, but he did not allow this to interfere with his 
new work, which was easily learnt and not burdensome. 

He held this position for three years, and during that 
time important things happened. When he had recovered 
from his state of starvation, and was living in comfort 
(a pound a week is a very large sum if you have pre- 
viously had to live on ten shillings), Reardon found that 
the impulse to literary production awoke in him more 
strongly than ever. He generally got home from the 
hospital about six o’clock, and the evening was his own. 
In this leisure time he wrote a novel in two volumes; 
one publisher refused it, but a second offered to bring it 
out on the terms of half profits to the author. The book 
appeared, and was well spoken of in one or two papers; 
but profits there were none to divide. In the third year 
of his clerkship he wrote a novel in three volumes; for 
this his publishers gave him twenty-five pounds, with 
again a promise of half the profits after deduction of the 
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sum advanced. Again there was no pecuniary success. 
He had just got to work upon a third book, when his 
grandfather at Derby died and left him four hundred 
pounds. 

He could not resist the temptation to recover his free- 
dom. Four hundred pounds, at the rate of eighty pounds 
a year, meant five years of literary endeavour. In that 
period he could certainly determine whether or not it was 
his destiny to live by the pen. 

In the meantime his relations with the secretary of 
the hospital, Carter by name, had grown very friendly. 
When Reardon began to publish books, the high-spirited 
Mr. Carter looked upon him with something of awe; and 
when the literary man ceased to be a clerk, there was 
nothing to prevent association on equal terms between 
“him and his former employer. They continued to see a 
good deal of each other, and Carter made Reardon ac- 
quainted with certain of his friends, among whom was 
one John Yule, an easy-going, selfish, semi-intellectual 
young man who had a place in a Government office. . 
The time of solitude had gone by for Reardon. He 
began to develop the power that was in him. 

Those two books of his were not of a kind to win popu- 
‘larity. They dealt with no particular class of society (un- 
less one makes a distinct class of people who have brains), 
and they lacked local colour. Their interest was almost 
purely psychological. It was clear that the author had 
no faculty for constructing a story, and that pictures of 
active life were not to be expected of him; he could never 
appeal to the multitude. But strong characterisation was 
within his scope, and an intellectual fervour, appetising to 
a small section of refined readers, marked all his best 
pages. 

He was the kind of man who cannot struggle against 
adverse conditions, but whom prosperity warms to the 
exercise of his powers. Anything like the cares of re- 
sponsibility would sooner or later harass him into unpro- 
ductiveness. That he should produce much was in any 
case out of the question; possibly a book every two or 
three years might not prove too great a strain upon his 
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delicate mental organism, but for him to attempt more 
than that would certainly be fatal to the peculiar merit 
of his work. Of this he was dimly conscious, and, on 
receiving his legacy, he put aside for nearly twelve months 
the new novel he had begun. To give his mind a rest he 
wrote several essays, much maturer than those which had 
formerly failed to find acceptance, and two of these ap- 
peared in magazines. 

The money thus earned he spent—at a tailor’s. His 
friend Carter ventured to suggest this mode of outlay. 

His third book sold for fifty pounds. It was a great 
improvement on its predecessors, and the reviéws were 
generally favourable. For the story which followed, “On 
Neutral Ground,” he received a hundred pounds. On the 
strength of that he spent six months travelling in the 
south of Europe. 

He returned to London at mid-June, and on the second 
day after his arrival befell an incident which was to con- 
trol the rest of his life. Busy with the pictures in the 
Grosvenor Gallery, he heard himself addressed in a fa- 
miliar voice, and on turning he was aware of Mr. Carter, 
resplendent in fashionable summer attire, and. accom- 
panied by a young lady of some charms. Reardon had 
formerly feared encounters of this kind, too conscious of 
the defects of his attire; but at present there was no rea- 
son why he should shirk social intercourse. He was pass- 
ably dressed, and the half-year of travel had benefited his 
appearance in no slight degree. Carter presented him to 
the young lady, of whom the novelist had already heard 
as affianced to his friend. 

Whilst they stood conversing, there approached two 
ladies, evidently mother and daughter, whose attendant 
was another of Reardon’s acquaintances, Mr. John Yule. 
This gentleman stepped briskly forward and welcomed the 
returned wanderer. 

“Let me introduce you,” he said, “to my mother and 
sister. Your fame has made them anxious to know you.” 

Reardon found himself in a position of which the 
novelty was embarrassing, but scarcely disagreeable. Here 
were five people grouped around him, all of whom re- ~ 
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garded him unaffectedly as a man of importance; for 
though, strictly speaking, he had no ‘“‘fame” at all, these 
persons had kept up with the progress of his small repute, 
and were all distinctly glad to number among their ac- 
quaintances an unmistakable author, one, too, who was 
fresh from Italy and Greece. Mrs. Yule, a lady rather 
too pretentious in her tone to be attractive to a man of 
Reardon’s refinement, hastened to assure him how well 
his books were known in her house, “though for the run 
of ordinary novels we don’t care much.” Miss Yule, not 
at all pretentious in speech, and seemingly reserved of 
disposition, was good enough to show frank interest in 
the author. As for the poor author himself, well, he 
merely fell in love with Miss Yule at first sight, and 
there was an end of the matter. 

A day or two later he made a call at their house, in 
the region of Westbourne Park. It was a small house, 
and rather showily than handsomely furnished; no one 
after visiting it would be astonished to hear that Mrs. 
Edmund Yule had but a small income, and that she was 
often put to desperate expedients to keep up the gloss 


of easy circumstances. In the gauzy and fluffy and var- 


nishy little drawing-room Reardon found a youngish 


' gentleman already in conversation with the \vidow and 


her daughter. This proved to be one Mr. Jasper Milvain, 
also a man of letters. Mr. Milvain was glad to meet 
Reardon, whose books he had read with decided interest. 

“Really,” exclaimed Mrs. Yule, “I don’t know how it 
is that we have had to wait so long for the pleasure of 
knowing you, Mr. Reardon. If John were not so selfish 
he would have allowed us a share in your acquaintance 
long ago.” 

Ten weeks thereafter, Miss Yule became Mrs. Rear- 
don. 
It was a time of frantic exultation with the poor fellow. 
He had always regarded the winning of a beautiful and 
intellectual wife as the crown of a successful literary 
career, but he had not dared to hope that such a triumph 
would be his. Life had been too hard with him on the 


whole. He, who hungered for sympathy, who thought 
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of a woman’s love as the prize of mortals supremely 
blessed, had spent the fresh years of his youth in monkish 
solitude. Now of a sudden came friends and flattery, 
aye, and love itself. He was rapt to the seventh heaven. 

Indeed, it seemed that the girl loved him. She knew 
that he had but a hundred pounds or so left over from 
that little inheritance, that his books sold for a trifle, 
that he had no wealthy relatives from whom he could 
expect anything; yet she hesitated not a moment when 
he asked her to marry him. 

“T have loved you from the first.” 

“How is that possible?” he urged. “What is there 
lovable in me? I am afraid of waking up and finding 
myself in my old garret, cold and hungry.” 

“You will be a great man.” 

“T implore you not to count on that! In many ways 
I am wretchedly weak. I have no such confidence in 
myself.” 

“Then I will have confidence for both.” 

“But can you love me for my own sake—love me as 
a man?” 

“T love you!” 

And the words sang about him, filled the air with a 
mad pulsing of intolerable joy, made him desire to fling 
himself in passionate humility at her feet, to weep hot 
tears, to cry to her in insane worship. He thought her 
beautiful beyond anything his heart had imagined; her 
warm gold hair was the rapture of his eyes and of his 
reverent hand. , Though slenderly fashioned, she was so 
gloriously strong. “Not a day of illness in her life,” said 
Mrs. Yule, and one could readily believe it. 

She spoke with such a sweet decision. Her “I love 
you!” was a bond with eternity. In the simplest as in the 
greatest things she saw his wish and acted frankly upon — 
it. No pretty petulance, no affectation of silly-sweet 
languishing, none of the weaknesses of woman. And so 
exquisitely fresh in her twenty years of maidenhood, with 
bright young eyes that seemed to bid defiance to all the 
years to come. 


He went about like one dazzled with excessive light. 
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He talked as he had never talked before, recklessly, ex- 
ultantly, insolently—in the nobler sense. He made friends 
on every hand; he welcomed all the world to his bosom; 
he felt the benevolence of a God. i 

“T love you!” It breathed like music at his ears when 
he fell asleep in weariness of joy; it awakened him on 
the morrow as with a glorious ringing summons to re- 
newed life. ; 

Delay? Why should there be delay? Amy wished 
nothing but to become his wife. Idle to think of his doing 
any more work until he sat down in the home of which 
she was mistress. Ilis brain burned with visions of the 
books he would henceforth write, but his hand was in- 
capable of anything but a love-letter. And what letters! 
Reardon never published anything equal to those. “I 
have received your poem,’ Amy replied to one of them. 
And she was right; not a letter, but a poem he had sent 
her, with every word on fire. 

The hours of talk! It enraptured him to find how 
much she had read, and with what clearness of under- 
standing. Latin and Greek, no. Ah! but she should 
learn them both, that there might be nothing wanting in 
‘the communion between his thoughts. and hers. For he 
loved the old writers with all his heart; they had been 
‘such strength to him in his days of misery. 

They would go together to the charmed lands of the 
South. No, not now for their marriage holiday—Amy 
said that would be an imprudent expense; but as soon as 
he had got a good price for a book. Will not the pub- 
lishers be kind? If they knew what happiness lurked in 
embryo within their foolish cheque-books ! 

He woke of a sudden in the early hours of one morn- 
ing, a week before the wedding-day. You know that 
kind of awaking, so complete in an instant, caused by 
the pressure of some troublesome thought upon the dream- 
ing brain. “Suppose I should not succeed henceforth? 
Suppose I could never get more than this poor hundred 
pounds for one of the long books which cost me so much 
labour? I shall perhaps have children to support; and 
Amy—how would Amy bear poverty?” 
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He knew what poverty means. The chilling of brain 
and heart, the unnerving of the hands, the slow gathering 
about one of fear and shame and impotent wrath, the 
dread feeling of helplessness, of the world’s base indiffer- 
ence. Poverty! Poverty! 

And for hours he could not sleep. His eyes kept filling 
with tears, the beating of his heart was low; and in his 
solitude he called upon Amy with pitiful entreaty: “Do 
not forsake me! I love you! I love you!” 

But that went by. Six days, five days, four days— 
will one’s heart burst with happiness? The flat is taken, 
is furnished, up there towards the sky, eight flights of 
stone steps. 

“You’re a confoundedly lucky fellow, Reardon,” re- 
marked Milvain, who had already become very intimate 
with his new friend. “A good fellow, too, and you de- 
séive it.” 

“But at first I had a horrible suspicion.” 

“T guess what you mean. No; I wasn’t even in love 
with her, though I admired her. She would never have , 
cared for me in any case; I am not sentimental enough.” 

Che deuce!’ 

“T mean it in an inoffensive sense. She and I are 
rather too much alike, I fancy.” 

“How do you mean?” asked Reardon, puzzled, and not 
very well pleased. 

“There’s a great deal of pure intellect about Miss Yule, 
you know. She was sure to choose a man of the pas- 
sionate kind.” 

“T think you are talking nonsense, my dear fellow.” 

“Well, perhaps I am. To tell you the truth, I have by 
no meatis completed my study of women yet. It is one 
of the things in which I hope to be a specialist some day, 
though I don’t think I shall ever make use of it in novels 
—tather, perhaps, in life.” 

Three days—two days—one day. 

Now let every joyous sound which the great globe can | 
utter ring forth in one burst of harmony! Is it not well 
done to make the village-bells chant merrily when a mar- 
riage is over? Here in London we can have no such 
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music; but for us, my dear one, all the roaring life of 
the great city is wedding-hymn. Sweet, pure face under 
its bridal-veil! The face which shall, if fate spare it, be 
as dear to me many a long year hence as now at the culmi- 
nating moment of my life! 


As he trudged on in the dark, his tortured memory was 
living through that time again. The images forced them- 
selves upon him, however much he tried to think of quite 
other things—of some fictitious story on which he might 
set to work. In the case of his earlier books he had 
waited quietly until some suggestive “situation, some 
group of congenial characters, came with sudden delight- 
fulness before his mind and urged him to write; but 
nothing so spontaneous could now be hoped for. His 
brain was too weary with months of fruitless, harassing 
endeavour; moreover, he was trying to devise a “plot,” 
the kind of literary Jack-in-the-box which might excite 
interest in the mass of readers, and this was alien to the 
natural working of his imagination. He suffered the 
torments of nightmare—an oppression of the brain and 
heart which must soon be intolerable. 


CHAPTER: VI 


THE PRACTICAL FRIEND 


WHEN her husband had set forth, Amy seated herself 
in the study and took up a new library volume, as if to 
read. But she had no real intention of doing so; it was 
always disagreeable to her to sit in the manner of one 
totally unoccupied, with hands on lap, and even when 
she consciously gave herself up to musing an open book 
was generally before her. She did not, in truth, read 
much nowadays; since the birth of her child she had 
seemed to care less than before for disinterested study. 
If a new novel that had succeeded came into her hands 
she perused it in a very practical spirit, commenting to 
Reardon on the features of the work which had made it 
popular; formerly, she would have thought much more 
of its purely literary merits, for which her eye was 
very keen. How often she had given her husband a thrill 
of exquisite pleasure by pointing to some merit or defect 
of which the common reader would be totally insensible! 
Now she spoke less frequently on such subjects. Her 
interests were becoming more personal; she liked to hear 
details of the success of popular authors—about their 
wives or husbands, as the case might be, their arrange- 
ments with publishers, their methods of work. The gossip 
columns of literary papers—and of some that were not 
literary—had an attraction for her. She talked of ques- 
tions such as international coypright, was anxious to get 
an insight into the practical conduct of journals and 
magazines, liked to know who “read” for the publishing- 
houses. To an impartial observer it might have appeared 
that her intellect was growing more active and mature. 

More than half an hour passed. It was not a pleasant 
train of thought that now occupied her, Her lips were 
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drawf together, her brows were slightly wrinkled; the 
self-control which at other times was agreeably expressed 
upon her features had become rather too cold and de- 
cided. At one moment it seemed to her that she heard 
a sound in the bedroom—the doors were purposely left 
ajar—and her head turned quickly to listen, the look in 
her eyes instantaneously softening ; but all remained quiet. 
The street would have been silent but for a cab that now 
and then passed—the swing of a hansom or the roll of a 
four-wheeler—and within the buildings nothing whatever 
was audible. 

Yes, a footstep, briskly mounting the stone stairs. Not 
like that of the postman. A visitor, perhaps, to the other 
flat on the topmost landing. But the final pause was in 
this direction, and then came a sharp rat-tat at the door. 
Amy rose immediately and went to open. 

Jasper Milvain raised his urban silk hat, then held 
out his hand with the greeting of frank friendship. His 
inquiries were in so loud a voice that Amy checked him 
with a forbidding gesture. 

“You'll wake Willie!” 

“By Jove! I always forget,” he exclaimed in subdued 
tones. ‘Does the infant flourish?” 


“Oh, yes!” 
“Reardon out? I got back on Saturday evening, but 
couldn’t come round before this.” It was Monday. 


“How close it is in here! I suppose the roof gets so 
heated during the day. Glorious weather in the country! 
And I’ve no end of things to tell you. He won't be 
long, I suppose?” 

“T think not.” 

He left his hat and stick in the passage, came into the 
study, and glanced about as if he expected to see some 
change since he was last here, three weeks ago. 

“So you have been enjoying yourself?” said Amy as, 
after listening for a moment at the door, she took a seat. 

“Oh, a little freshening of the faculties. But whose 
acquaintance do you think I have made?” 

“Down there?” 
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“Yes, Your uncle Alfred and his daughter were’ stay- 
ing at John Yule’s, aiid I saw something of them. I was 
invited to the house.” 

“Did you speak of us?” 

_ “To Miss Yule only. I happened to meet her on a 
walk, and in a blundering way I mentioned Reardon’s 
name. But of course it didn’t matter in the least. She 
inquired about you with a good deal of interest—asked if 
you were as beautiful as you promised to be years ago.” 

Amy laughed. 

“Doesn’t that proceed from your fertile invention, Mr. 
Milvain?” 

“Not a bit of it! By-the-by, what would be your 
natural question concerning her? Do you think she gave 
promise of good looks?” 

“T’m afraid I can’t say that she did. She had a good 
face, but—rather plain.” 

“T see.” Jasper threw back his head and seemed to 
contemplate an object in memory. “Well, I shouldn't 
wonder if most people called her a trifle plain even now; 
and yet—no, that’s hardly possible, after all. She has no 
colour. Wears her hair short.” 

“Short ?” 

“Oh, I don’t mean the smooth, boyish hair with a 
parting—not the kind of hair that would be lank if it 
grew long. Curly all over. Looks uncommonly well, I 
assure you. She has a capital head. Odd girl; very odd 
girl! Quiet, thoughtful—not very happy, I’m afraid. 
Seems to think with dread of a return to books.” 

“Indeed! But I had understood that she was a reader.” 

“Reading enough for six people, probably. Perhaps 
her health is not very robust. Oh, I knew her by sight 
quite well—had seen her at the Reading-room. She’s the 
kind of girl that gets into one’s head, you know—sugges- 
tive; much more in her thanecomes out until one knows 
her very well.” 

“Well, I should hope so,” remarked Amy, with a pe- 
culiar smile. 

“But that’s by no means a matter of course. They 
didn’t invite me to come and see them in London.” 
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“I suppose Marian mentioned your acquaintance with 
this branch of the family?” 

“I think not. At all events, she promised me «she 
wouldn’t.” 

Amy looked at him inquiringly, in a puzzled way. 

“She promised you?” 

“Voluntarily. We got rather sympathetic. Your un- 
cle—Alfred, I mean—is a retharkable man; but I think 
he regarded me as a youth of no particular importance. 
Well, how do things go?” 

Amy shook her head. 

“No progress ?” 

“None whatever. He can’t*work; I begin to be afraid 
that he is really ill. He must go away before the fine 
weather is over. Do persuade him to-night! I wish 
you could have had a holiday with him.” 

“Out of the question now, I’m sorry to say. I must 
work savagely. But can’t you all manage a fortnight 
somewhere—Hastings, Eastbourne ?” 

“It would be simply rash. One goes on saying, “What 
does a pound or two matter ?’—hut it begins at length to 
matter a great deal.” 

“T know, confound it all! Think how it would amuse 
' some rich grocer’s son who pitches his half-sovereign to 
the waiter when he has dined himself into good humour! 
But I tell you what it is: you must really try to influence 
him towards practicality. Don’t you think r 

He paused, and Amy sat looking at her hands. 

“T have made an attempt,” she said at length, in a 
distant undertone. 

“You really have?’ 

Jasper leaned forward, his clasped hands hanging be- 
tween his knees. He was scrutinising her face, and Amy, 
conscious of the too fixed regard, at length moved her 
head uneasily. 

“Tt seems very clear to me,” she said, “that a long 
book is out of the question for him at present. He writes 
so slowly, and is so fastidious. It would be a fatal thing 
to hurry through something weaker even than the last.” 
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“You think ‘The Optimist’ weak?” Jasper asked, half 
absently. : 

“1 don’t think it worthy of Edwin; I don’t see how 
anyone can.” 

“T have wondered what your opinion was. Yes, he 
ought to try a new tack, I think.” 

Just then there came the sound of a latch-key opening 
the outer door. Jasper lay back in his chair and waited 
with a smile for his expected friend’s appearance; Amy 
made no movement. 

“Oh, there you are!’ said Reardon, presenting himself 
with the dazzled eyes of one who has been in darkness; 
he spoke in a voice of genial welcome, though it still had 
the note of depression. “When did you get back?’ 

Milvain began to recount what he had told in the first 
part of his conversation with Amy. As he did so, the 
latter withdrew, and was absent for five minutes; on 
reappearing she said: 

“You'll have some supper with us, Mr. Milvain?” 

“T think I will, please.” 

Shortly after, all repaired to the eating-room, where 
conversation had to be carried on in a low tone because 
of the proximity of the bedchamber in which lay the 
sleeping child. Jasper began to tell of certain things 
that had happened to him since his arrival in town. 

“Tt was a curious coincidence—but, by-the-by, have 
you heard of what The Study has been doing?” 

“T should rather think so,” replied Reardon, his face 
lighting up. “With no small satisfaction.” 

“Delicious, isn’t it?’ exclaimed his wife. “I thought 
it too good to be true when Edwin heard of it.from Mr. 
Bitten.’ 

All three laughed in subdued chorus. For the moment, 
Reardon became a new man in his exultation over the 
contradictory reviewers. 

a Oh, Biffen told you, did he? Well,” continued Jasper, 
“it was an odd thing, but when I reached my lodgings on 
Saturday evening there lay a note from Horace Barlow, 
inviting me to go and see him on Sunday afternoon out at 
Wimbledon, the special reason being that the editor of 
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_ The Study would be there, and Barlow thought I might 


like to meet him. Now this letter gave me a fit of laugh- 
ter; not only because of those precious reviews, but be- 


cause Alfred Yule had been telling me all about this same 


editor, who rejoices in the name of Fadge. Your uncle, 


_ Mrs. Reardon, declares that Fadge is the most malicious 


man in the literary profession; though that’s saying such 
a very great deal—well, never mind! Of course I was 
delighted to go and meet Fadge. At Barlow’s I found 
the queerest collection of people, most of them women 
of the inkiest description. The great Fadge himself 
surprised me; I expected to see a gaunt, bilious man, and 
he was the rosiest and dumpiest little dandy you can 
imagine; a fellow of forty-five, I dare say, with thin 
yellow hair and blue eyes and a manner of extreme inno- 
cence. Fadge flattered me with confidential chat, and I 
discovered at length why Barlow had asked me to meet 
him; it’s Fadge that is going to edit Culpepper’s new 
monthly—-you’ve heard about it?—and he had actually 
thought it worth while to enlist me among contributors! 
Now, how’s that for a piece of news?” 
The speaker looked from Reardon to Amy with a smile 


_ of vast significance. 


“T rejoice to hear it!” said Reardon, fervently. 

“You see! you see!” cried Jasper, forgetting all about 
the infant in the next room, “all things come to the man 
who knows how to wait. But I’m hanged if I expected 
a thing of this kind to come so soon! Why, I’m a man 
of distinction! My doings have been noted; the ad- 
mirable qualities of my style have drawn attention; I’m 
looked upon as one of the coming men! Thanks, I con- 
fess, in some measure, to old Barlow; he seems to have 
amused himself with cracking me up to all and sundry. 
That last thing of mine in The West End has done me 
a vast amount of good, it seems. And Alfred Yule 
himself had noticed that paper in The Wayside. That’s 
how things work, you know; reputation comes with a 
burst, just when you’re not looking for anything of the 
kind.” 

“What’s the new magazine to be called?” asked Amy. 


76 NEW GRUB STREET 


“Why, they propose The Current. Not bad, in a way; 
though you imagine a fellow saying ‘Have you seen the 
current Current?’ At all events, the tone is to be up to 
date, and the articles are to be short; no padding, merum 
sal from cover to cover. What do you think I have un- 
dertaken to do, for a start? A paper consisting of sketches 
of typical readers of each of the principal daily and 
weekly papers. A deuced good idea, you know—my own, 
of course—but deucedly hard to carry out. I shall rise 
to the occasion, see if I don’t. I'll rival Fadge himself in 
maliciousness—though I must confess I discovered no 
particular malice in the fellow’s way of talking. The 
article shall make a sensation. I'll spend a whole month 
on it, and make it a perfect piece of satire.” 

“Now that’s the kind of thing that inspires me with 
awe and erivy,” said Reardon. “I could no more write 
such a paper than an article on Fluxions.” 

“°Tis my vocation, Hal! You might think I hadn’t 
experience enough, to begin with. But my intuition is so 
strong that I can make a little experience go an immense 
way. Most people would imagine I had been wasting 
my time these last few years, just sauntering about, read- 
ing nothing but periodicals, making acquaintance with 
loafers of every description. The truth is, I have been 
collecting ideas, and ideas that are convertible into coin 
of the realm, my boy; I have the special faculty of an 
extempore writer. Never in my life shall I do anything 
of solid literary value; I shall always despise the people 
I write for. But my path will be that of success. I have 
always said it, and now I’m sure of it.” 

“Does Fadge retire from The Study, then?” inquired 
Reardon, when he had received this tirade with a friendly 
laugh. 

“Yes, he does. Was going to, it seems, in any case. 
Of course I heard nothing about the two reviews, and I 
was almost afraid to smile whilst Fadge was talking with 
me, lest I should betray my thoughts. Did you know 
anything about the fellow before?” 

“Not I. Didn’t know who edited The Study.” 
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“Nor I either. Remarkable what a number of illus- 
trious obscure are going about. But I have still something 
else to tell you. I’m going to set my sisters afloat in 
literature.” 

“How ?” 

“Well, I don’t see why they shouldn’t try their hands 
at a little writing, instead of giving lessons, which doesn’t 
suit them a bit. Last night, when I got back from 
Wimbledon, I went to look up Davies. Perhaps you don’t 
remember my mentioning him; a fellow who was at 
Jolly and Monk’s, the publishers, up to a year ago. He 
edits a trade journal now, and I see very little of him. 
However, I found him at home, and had a long practical 
talk with him. I wanted to find out the state of the 
market as to such wares as Jolly and Monk dispose of. 
He gave me some very useful hints, and the result was 
that 1 went off this morning and saw Monk himself—no 
Jolly exists at present. ‘Mr. Monk,’ I began, in my 
blandest tone—you know it—‘I am requested to call upon 
you by a lady who thinks of preparing a little volume to 
be called “A Child’s History of the English Parliament.” 
, Her idea is, that’—and so on. Well, I got on admirably 
with Monk, especially when he learnt that 1 was to be 
connected with Culpepper’s new venture; he smiled upon 
the project, and said he should be very glad to see a 
specimen chapter; if that pleased him, we could then dis- 
cuss terms.” 

“But has one of your sisters really begun such a book?” 
inquired Amy. 

“Neither of them knows anything of the matter, but 
they are certainly capable of doing the kind of thing I 
have in mind, which will consist largely of anecdotes of 
prominent statesmen. I myself shall write the specimen 
chapter, and send it to the girls to show them what I pro- 
pose. I shouldn’t wonder if they make some fifty pounds 
out of it. The few books that will be necessary they can 
either get at a Wattleborough library, or I can send 


them.” ae 
“Your energy is remarkable, all of a sudden, said 


Reardon. 
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“Yes, The hour has come, I find. ‘There is a tide’ 
—to quote something that has the charm of freshness.” 

The supper—which consisted of bread and butter, cheese, 
sardines, cocoa—was now over, and Jasper, still enlarg- 
ing on his recent experiences and future prospects, led the 
way back to the sitting-room. Not very long after this, 
Amy left the two friends to their pipes; she was anxious 
that her husband should discuss his affairs privately with 
‘Milvain, and give ear to the practical advice which she 
knew would be tendered him. 

“T hear that you are still stuck fast,” began Jasper, 
when they had smoked awhile in silence. 

coves 

“Getting rather serious, I should fear, isn’t it?” 

“Yes,” repeated Reardon, in a low voice. 

“Come, come, old man, you can’t go on in this way. 
Would it, or wouldn’t it, be any use if you took a sea- 
side holiday ?” 

“Not the least. I am incapable of holiday, if the 
opportunity were offered. Do something I must, or I 
shall fret myself into imbecility.” 

“Very well. What is it to be?” 

“T shall try to manufacture two volumes. They needn’t 
run to more than about two hundred and seventy pages, 
and those well spaced out.” 

“This is refreshing. This is practical. But look now: 
let it be something rather sensational. Couldn’t we invent 
a good title—something to catch eye and ear? The title 
would suggest the story, you know.” 

Reardon faughed contemptuously, but the scorn was 
directed rather against himself than Milvain. 

“Let’s try,” he muttered. 

Both appeared to exercise their minds on the problem 
for a few minutes. Then Jasper slapped his knee. 

“How would this do: ‘The Weird Sisters’? Devilish 
good, eh? Suggests all sorts of things, both to the vulgar 
and the educated. Nothing brutally clap-trap about it, 
you know.” 


“But—what does it suggest to you?” 
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“Oh, witch-like, mysterious girls or women. Think it 
over. 

There was another long silence. Reardon’s face was 
that of a man in blank misery. 

“I have been trying,” he said at length, after an at- 
tempt to speak which was checked by a huskiness in his 
throat, ‘“‘to explain to myself how this state of things 
has come about. I almost think I can do so.” 

“How ?” 

“That half-year abroad, and the extraordinary shock of 
happiness which followed at once upon it, have disturbed 
the balance of my nature. It was adjusted to circum- 
stances of hardship, privation, struggle. A temperament 
like mine can’t pass through such a violent change of con- 
ditions without being greatly affected; I have never since 
been the man I was before I left England. The stage I 
had then reached was the result of a slow and elaborate 
building up; I could look back and see the processes by 
which I had grown from the boy who was a mere book- 
worm to the man who had all but succeeded as a novelist. 
It was a perfectly natural, sober development. But in the 
last two years and a half I can distinguish no order. In 
living through it, I have imagined from time to time 
that my powers were coming to their ripest; but that 
was mere delusion. Intellectually, I have fallen back. 
' The probability is that this wouldn’t matter, if only I 
could live on in peace of mind; I should recover my 
equilibrium, and perhaps once more understand myself. 
But the due course of things is troubled by my poverty.” 
_ He spoke in a slow, meditative way, in a monotonous 
voice, and without raising his eyes from the ground, 

“T can understand,” put in Jasper, “that there may be 
philosophical truth in all this. All the same, it’s a great 
pity that you should occupy your mind with such thoughts.” 

“A pity—no! I must remain a reasoning creature. 
Disaster may end by driving me out of my wits, but till 
then 1 won’t abandon my heritage of thought.” 

“Tet us have it out, then. You think it was a mistake 
to spend those months abroad ?” 

“A mistake from the practical point of view. That 
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vast broadening of my horizon lost me the command of 
my literary resources. I lived in Italy and Greece as a 
~ student, concerned espécially with the old civilisations; I 
read little but Greek and Latin. That brought me out 
_ of the track I had laboriously made for myself; I often 
' thought with disgust of the kind of work I had been 
doing; my novels seemed vapid stuff, so wretchedly and 
shallowly modern. If I had had the means, I should have 
devoted myself to the life of a scholar. That, I quite 
believe, is my natural life; it’s only the influence of recent 
circumstances that has made me a writer of novels. A 
nan who can’t journalise, yet must earn his bread by 
literature, nowadays inevitably turns to fiction, as the 
Elizabethan men turned to the drama. Well, but I should 
have got back, I think, into the old line of work. It was 
my marriage that completed what the time abroad had 
begun.” 

He looked up suddenly, and added: 

“T am speaking as if to myself. You, of course, don’t 
misunderstand me, and think I am accusing my wife.” 

“No, I don’t take you to mean that, by any means.” 

“No, no; of course not. All that’s wrong is my accursed 
want of money. But that threatens to be such a fearful 
wrong, that I begin to wish I had died before my mar- 
riage day. Then Amy would have been saved. The 
Philistines are right: a man has no business to marry 
unless he has a secured income equal to all natural de- 
mands. I behaved with the grossest selfishness. I might 
have known that such happiness was never meant for 
me. 

“Do you mean by all this that you seriously doubt 
whether you will ever be able to write again?” 

“In awful seriousness, I doubt it,” replied Reardon, 
with haggard face. 

“It strikes me as extraordinary. In your position I 
should work as I never had done before.” 

“Because you are the kind of man who is roused by 
necessity. I am overcome by it. My nature is feeble and 
luxurious. I never in my life encountered and overcame 
a practical difficulty.” 
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“Yes ; ;when syou got the work at:the*hospital:” 

“All I did was to write a letter, and chance made it 
-effective.” 

a “My view of the case, Reardon, is that you are simply 
all. 

“Certainly, I am; but:the ailment is desperately -com- 
plicated. Tell me: do you think I might possibly get any 
‘kind of stated work to do? Should I be fit for any place 
in a newspaper office, for instance?” 

“I fear not. You are the last man to have anything 
to do with journalism.” 

“Tf I appealed to my publishers, could they help me?” 

“T don’t see ‘how. ‘They would simply say: Write -a 
book and we'll buy it.” 

“Yes, there’s no help but that.” 

“Tf only you were able to write short stories, Fadge 
might be useful.” 

“But what’s the use? I suppose I might get ten guineas, 
at most, for such a story. I need a couple of hundred 
pounds at least. Even if I could finish a three-volume 
book, I doubt if they would give me a hundred again, 
after the failure of “The Optimist’; no, they wouldn’t.” 

“But to sit and look forward in this way is absolutely 
fatal, my dear fellow. Get to work at your two-volume 
story. Call it “The Weird Sisters,’ or anything better 
that you can devise; but get it done, so many pages a day. 
If I go ahead as I begin to think I shall, I shall soon be 
able to assure you good notices in a lot of papers. Your 
misfortune has been that you had no influential friends. 
By-the-by, how has The Study been in the habit of treat- 
ing you?” 

“Scrubbily.” 

“T’ll make an opportunity of talking about your books 
to Fadge. I think Fadge and I shall get on pretty well 
together. Alfred Yule hates the man fiercely, for some 
reason or other. By the way, I may as well tell you that 
I broke short off with the Yules on purpose.” 

“Oh Ge 

“T had begun to think far too much about the girl. 
Wouldn’t do, you know. I must marry someone with 
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money, and a good deal of it. That’s a settled point with 
me.” 

“Then you are not at all likely to meet them in Lon- 
don?” 

“Not at all. And if I get allied with Fadge, no doubt 
Yule will involve me in his savage feeling. You see how 
wisely I acted. I have a scent for the prudent course.” 

They talked for a long time, but again chiefly of Mil- 
vain’s affairs. Reardon, indeed, cared little to say any- 
thing more about his own. Talk was mere vanity and 
vexation of spirit, for the spring of his volition seemed 
to be broken, and, whatever resolve he might utter, he 
knew that everything depended on influences he could not 
even foresee. 


CHAPTER. VII 
MARIAN’S HOME 


THREE weeks after her return from the country— 
which took place a week later than that of Jasper Mil- 
vain—Marian Yule was working one afternoon at her 
usual place in the Museum Reading-room. It was three 
o'clock, and with the interval of half an hour at midday, 
when she went away for a cup of tea and a sandwich, she 
had been closely occupied since half-past nine. Her task 
at present was to collect materials for a paper on “French 
Authoresses of the Seventeenth Century,’ the kind of 
thing which her father supplied on stipulated terms for 
anonymous publication. Marian was by this time almost 
able to complete such a piece of manufacture herself, and 
her father’s share in it was limited to a few hints and 
corrections. The greater part of the work by which Yule 
earned his moderate income was anonymous: volumes 
and articles which bore his signature dealt with much the 
same subjects as his unsigned matter, but the writing was 
laboured with a conscientiousness unusual in men of his 
position. The result, unhappily, was not correspondent 
with the efforts. Alfred Yule had made a recognisable 
name among the critical writers of the day; seeing him 
in the title-lists of a periodical, most people knew what 
to expect, but not a few forbore the cutting open of the 
pages he occupied. He was learned, copious, occasionally 
mordant in style; but grace had been denied to him. He 
had of late begun to perceive the fact that those passages 
of Marian’s writing which were printed just as they came 
from her pen had merit of a kind quite distinct from any- 
thing of which he himself was capable, and it began to 
be a question with him whether it would not be advan- 
tageous to let the girl sign these compositions. A matter 
of business, to be sure—at all events in the first instance. 
83 
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For a long time Marian had scarcely looked up from 
the desk, but at this moment she found it necessary to 
refer to the invaluable Larousse. As so often happened, 
the particular volume of which she had need was not 
upon the shelf; she turned away, and looked about her 
with a gaze of weary disappointment. At a little distance 
were standing two young men, engaged, as their faces 
showed, in facetious colloquy; as soon as she observed 
them, Marian’s eyes fell, but the next moment she looked 
again in that direction. Her face had wholly changed; 
she wore a look of timid expectancy. 

The men were moving toward her, still talking and 
laughing. She turned to the shelves, and affected to 
search for a book. The voices drew near, and one of 
them was well known to her; now she could hear every 
word; now the speakers were gone by. Was it possible 
that Mr. Milvain had not recognised her? She followed 
him with her eyes, and saw him take a seat not far off; 
he must have passed without even being aware of her. 

She went back to her place and for some minutes sat 
trifling with a pen. When she made a show of resuming 
work, it was evident that she could no longer apply her- 
self as before. Every now and then she glanced at people 
who were passing; there were intervals when she wholly 
lost herself in reverie. She was tired, and had even a 
slight headache. When the hand of the clock pointed to 
half-past three, she closed the volume from which she 
had been copying extracts, and began to collect her papers. 

A voice spoke close behind her. 

“Where’s your father, Miss Yule?” 

The speaker was a man of sixty, short, stout, tonsured 
by the hand of time. He had a broad, flabby face, the 
colour of an ancient turnip, save where one of the cheeks 
was marked with a mulberry stain; his eyes, grey-orbed in 
a yellow setting, glared with good-humoured inquisitive- 
ness, and his mouth was that of the confirmed gossip. For 
eyebrows he had two little patches of reddish stubble; 
for moustache, what looked like a bit of discoloured tow, 
and scraps of similar material hanging beneath his creasy 
chin represented a beard. His garb must have seen a 
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great deal of Museum service; it consisted of .a jacket, 
something between brown and blue, hanging in.a capacious 
shapelessness, .a .waisteoat half open for Jack of buttons 
and with one of the pockets coming unsewn, a pair of 
bronze-hued trousers which had all-run to knee. Necktie 
he had none, and his linen made distinct appeal. to the 
laundress. 

Marian shook hands with him. 

“He went away at half-past two,’ 
question. 

“How annoying! I wanted particularly to see him. I 
have been running about all day, and couldn’t get here 
before. Something important—most important. At all 
events, I can tell you. But I entreat that you -won’t 
breathe a word save to your father.” 

Mr. Quarmby—that was his name—had taken a vacant 
chair and drawn it close to Marian’s. He was in a state 
of joyous excitement, and talked in thick, rather pompous 
tones, with a pant at the end of a sentence. To empha- 
sise the extremely confidential nature of his remarks, he 
brought his head almost in contact with the girl’s, and 
one of her thin, delicate hands was covered with his red, 
podgy fingers. 

“Tve had a talk with Nathaniel Walker,” he continued ; 
“a long talk—a talk of vast importance. You know 
Walker? No, no; how should you? He’s a man of busi- 
ness; close friend of Rackett’s—Rackett, you know, the 
owner of The Study.” 

Upon this he made.a grave pause, and glared more 
excitedly than ever. 

“T have heard of Mr. Rackett,” said Marian. 

“Of course, of course. And you must also have heard 
that Fadge leaves The Study. at the end of this year, eh?” 

“Father told me it was probable.” 

“Rackett and he have done nothing but quarrel for 
months; the paper is falling off seriously. Well, now, 
when.I came across Nat Walker this afternoon, the first 
thing he said to me was, ‘You know Alfred Yule pretty 
well, I think?’ ‘Pretty well,’ I answered; ‘why? ‘T’ll 
tell you,’ he said, ‘but it’s between you. and me, you under- 
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was her reply to his 
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stand. Rackett is thinking about him in connection with 
The Study. ‘I’m delighted to hear it.’ ‘To tell you the 
truth,’ went on Nat, ‘I shouldn’t wonder if Yule gets 
the editorship; but you understand that it would be al-~ 
together premature to talk about it... Now what do you 
think of this, eh?” 

“Tt’s very good news,” answered Marian. 

“T should think so! Ho, ho!’ 

_ Mr. Quarmby laughed in a peculiar way, which was 
the result of long years of mirth-subdual in the Reading- 
room. 

“But not a breath to anyone but your father. He'll 
be here to-morrow? Break it gently to him, you know; 
he’s an excitable man; can’t take things quietly, like I 
do. Ho, ho!” 

His suppressed laugh ended in a fit of coughing—the 
Reading-room cough. When he had recovered from it, 
he pressed Marian’s hand with paternal fervour, and 
waddled off to chatter with someone else. 

Marian replaced several books on the reference shelves, 
returned others to the central desk, and was just leaving 
the room, when again a voice made demand upon her 
attention. 

“Miss Yule! One moment, if you please!” 

It was a tall, meagre, dry-feats-ed man, dressed with 
the painful neatness of self-respecting poverty: the edges 
of his coat-sleeves were carefully darned; his black neck- 
tie and a skull-cap which covered h‘s haldness were evi- 
dently of home manufacture. He smiled softly and tim- 
idly with blue, rheumy eyes. Two or three recent cuts on 
his chin and neck were the result of conscientious shaving 
with an unsteady hand. 

“I have been looking for your father,” he said, as 
Marian turned. “Isn't he here?” 

“He has gone, Mr. Hinks.” 

“Ah, then would you do me the kindness to take a 
book for him? In fact, it’s my little ‘Essay on the His- 
torical Drama,’ just out.” ; 

He spoke with nervous hesitation, and in a tone which 
seemed to make apology for his existence. 
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“Oh, father will be very glad to have it.” 

“Tf you will kindly wait one minute, Miss Yule. It’s 
at my place over there.” 

He went off with long strides, and speedily came back 
‘panting, in his hand a thin new volume. 

“My kind regards to him, Miss Yule. You are quite 
well, I hope? I won’t detain you.” 

And he backed into a man who was coming inob- 
servantly this way. 

Marian went to the ladies’ cloak-room, put on her hat 
and jacket, and left the Museum. Someone passed out 
through the swing-door a moment before her, and as 
soon as she had issued beneath the portico, she saw that 
it was Jasper Milvain; she must have followed him through 
the hall, but her eyes had been cast down. The young 
man was now alone; as he descended the steps he looked 
to left and right, but not behind him. Marian followed 
at a distance of two or three yards. Nearing the gate- 
way, she quickened her pace a little, so as to pass out into 
the street almost at the same moment as Milvain. But he 
did not turn his head. 

He took to the right. Marian had fallen back again, 
but she still followed at a very little distance. His walk 
was slow, and she might easily have passed him in quite a 
natural way; in that case he could not help seeing her. 
But there was an uneasy suspicion in her mind that he 
really must have noticed her in the Reading-room. This 
was the first time she had seen him since their parting at 
Finden. Had he any reason for avoiding her? Did he 
take it ill that her father had shown no desire to keep up 
his acquaintance? 

She allowed the interval between them to become greater. 
In a minute or two Milvain turned up Charlotte Street, 
and so she lost sight of him. 

In Tottenham Court Road she waited for an omnibus 
that would take her to the remoter part of Camden Town; 
obtaining a corner seat she drew as far back as possible, 
and paid no attention to her fellow-passengers. At a 
point in Camden Road she at length alighted, and after ten 
minutes’ walk reached her destination in a quiet by-way 
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called St. Paul’s» Crescent; consisting of small} decent 
houses. That at’ which she paused had an exterior prom- 
ising comfort within; the windows were clean and neatly: 
curtained, and’ the polishable appurtenances of the door 
gleamed to perfection. She admitted herself with a:latch- 
key, and went straight upstairs without encountering any- 
one. 

Descending: again in a few moments; she entered the 
front room on the ground-floor. This served both as par- 
lour and dining-room; it was comfortably furnished, 
without much attempt at adornment. On the walls were 
a few autotypes and old engravings. A recess’ between 
fireplace and: window was fitted with shelves, which sup- 
ported hundreds of volumes, the overflow of Yule’s library. 
The table’ was laid for a meal. It best suited the conven- 
ience of the family to dine at five o’clock; a long evening, 
so necessary to most literary people, was thus assured. 
Marian, as always when she had spent a day at the 
Museum, was faint with weariness and hunger; she cut a 
small piece of bread from a loaf on the table, and sat 
down in an easy chair. 

Presently appeared a short, slight woman of middle age, 
plainly dressed in serviceable grey. Her face could»never 
have been very comely, and it expressed but moderate in- 
telligence; its lines, however, were those of gentleness and 
good feeling: She had the look of one who is making a 
painful effort to understand something; this was: fixed 
upon her features, and probably resulted from the peculiar 
conditions of her life. 

“Rather early, aren’t you, Marian?” she said, as she 
closed the door and came forward to take a seat. 

“Yes; I have a little headache.’ 

“Oh, dear! Is that beginning again?” 

Mrs. Yule’s speech was seldom ungrammatical, and her 
intonation was not flagrantly vulgar, but the accent of the 
London poor, which brands as with hereditary baseness, 
still clung to her words, rendering futile such propriety. 
of phrase as she owed to years of association with 
educated people. In the same degree did her bearing 
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fall short of that which distinguishes a lady. "The Lon- 
don work-girl is rarely capable of raising herself, or 
being raised, to a place in life above that to which she was 
born; she cannot:learn how to stand and sit and move like 
a woman bred to refinement, any more than she can fash- 
ion her tongue to graceful speech. Mrs. Yule’s behaviour 
to Marian was marked with a singular diffidence; she 
looked and spoke affectionately, but not with a mother’s 
freedom; one. might have taken her for a trusted servant 
waiting upon her mistress. Whenever opportunity offered, 
she watched the girl in a curiously furtive way, that puz- 
zled look on: her face becoming very noticeable. Her con- 
sciousness was never able to accept as a familiar and un- 
important fact the vast difference between herself and her 
daughter. Marian’s superiority in native powers, in deli- 
cacy of feeling, in the results of education, could never 
be lost sight of. Under ordinary circumstances she ad- 
dressed the girl as if tentatively; however sure of any- 
thing from her own point of view, she knew that Marian, 
as often as not, had quite a different criterion. She 
understood that the girl frequently expressed an opinion 
-by mere reticence, and hence the carefulness with which, 
when conversing, she tried to discover the real effect of 
+her words in Marian’s features. 

“Hungry, too,” she said, seeing the crust Marian was 
nibbling. “You really must have more lunch, dear. It 
isn’t right to go so long; you'll make yourself ill.” 

“Have you been out?” Marian asked. 

“Yes; I went to Holloway.” 

Mrs. Yule sighed and looked very unhappy. By “going 
to Holloway” was always meant.a visit to her own rela- 
tives—a married sister with three children, and a brother 
who inhabited the same house. To her husband she 
scarcely ever ventured to speak of these persons; Yule 
had no intercourse with them. But Marian was always 
willing to listen sympathetically, and her mother often ex- 
hibited a touching gratitude for this condescension—as she 
deemed it. 

“Are things no better ?” the girl inquired. 

“Worse, as far as I can see. John has begun his drink- 
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ing again, and him and Tom quarrel every night; there’s 
no peace in the ’ouse.” 

If ever Mrs. Yule lapsed into gross errors of pronun- 
ciation or phrase, it was when she spoke of her kinsfolk. 
The subject seemed to throw her back into a former con- 
dition. 

“He ought to go and live by himself,” said Marian, re- 
ferring to her mother’s brother, the thirsty John. 

“So he ought, to be sure. I’m always telling them so. 
But there! you don’t seem to be able to persuade them, 
they’re that silly and obstinate. And Susan, she only gets 
angry with me, and tells me not to talk in a stuck-up way. 
I’m sure I never say a word that could offend her; I’m too 
careful for that. And there’s Annie; no doing anything 
with her! She’s about the streets at all hours, and what’ll - 
be the end of it no one can say. They’re getting that 
ragged, all of them. It isn’t Susan’s fault; indeed it isn’t. 
She does all that woman can. But Tom hasn’t brought 
home ten shillings the last month, and it seems to me as if 
he was getting careless. I gave her half a crown; it was all 
I could do. And the worst of it is, they think I could do so 
much more if I liked. They’re always hinting that we are 
rich people, and it’s no good my trying to persuade them. 
They think I’m telling falsehoods, and it’s very hard to be 
looked at in that way; it is, indeed, Marian.” 

“You can’t help it, mother. I suppose their suffering 
makes them unkind and unjust.” 

“That’s just what it does, my dear; you never said any- 
thing truer. Poverty will make the best people bad, if it 
gets hard enough. Why there’s so much of it in the 
world, I’m sure J can’t see.” 

“I suppose father will be back soon ?” 

“He said dinner-time.” 

“Mr. Quarmby has been telling me something which is 
wonderfully good news if it’s really true; but I can’t help 
feeling doubtful. He says that father may perhaps be 
made editor of The Study at the end of this year.” 

Mrs. Yule, vf course, understood, in outline, these af- 
fairs of the literary world; she thought of them only from 
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the pecuniary point of view, but that made no essential 
distinction between her and the mass of literary people. 

“My word!” she exclaimed. “What a thing that would 
be for us!” 

Marian had begun to explain her reluctance to base any 
hopes on Mr. Quarmby’s prediction, when the sound of a 
postman’s knock at the house-door caused her mother to 
disappear for a moment. 

“It’s for you,” said Mrs. Yule, returning. “From the 
country.” 

Marian took the letter and examined its address with 
interest. 

“Tt must be one of the Miss Milvains. Yes; Dora Mil- 
* vain.” 

After Jasper’s departure from Finden his sisters had 
seen Marian several times, and the mutual liking between 
her and them had been confirmed by opportunity of con- 
versation. The promise of correspondence had hitherto 
waited for fulfilment. It seemed natural to Marian that 
the younger of the two girls should write; Maud was at- 
tractive and agreeable, and probably clever, but Dora had 
more spontaneity in friendship. 

“Tt will amuse you to hear,” wrote Dora, “that the lit-. 
erary project our brother mentioned in a letter whilst you 
were still here is really to come to something. He has 
sent us a specimen chapter, written by himself, of the 
‘Child’s History of Parliament,’ and Maud thinks she 
could carry it on in that style, if there’s no hurry. She 
and I have both set to work on English histories, and we 
shall be authorities before long. Jolly and Monk offer 
thirty pounds for the little book, if it suits them when 
finished, with certain possible profits in the future. Trust 
Jasper for making a bargain! So perhaps our literary 
career will be something more than a joke, after all. I 
hope it may; anything rather than a life of teaching. We 
shall be so glad to hear from you, if you still care to trouble 
about country girls.” 

And so on. Marian read with a pleased smile, then ac- 
quainted her mother with the contents. 
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“l’m very glad,” said Mrs. Yule; “it’s so seldom you 
get a letter.” 

paves. 7 

Marian seemed desirous of saying something more, and 
her mother had a thoughtful look, suggestive of sym- 
pathetic curiosity. 

“Ts their brother likely to call here?” Mrs. Yule asked, 
with misgiving. 

“No one has invited him to,’”’ was the girl’s quiet reply. 

“He wouldn’t come without that?” 

“Tt’s not likely that he even knows the address.” 

“Your father won’t be seeing him, I suppose?” 

“By chance, perhaps. I don’t know.” 

It was very rare indeed for these two to touch upon 
any subject save those of everyday interest. In spite of 
the affection between them, their exchange of confidence 
did not go very far; Mrs. Yule, who had never exercised 
maternal authority since Marian’s earliest childhood, 
claimed no maternal privileges, and Marian’s natural re- 
serve had been strengthened by her mother’s respectful 
aloofness. The English fault of domestic reticence could 
scarcely go further than it did in their case; its exaggera- 
tion is, of course, one of the characteristics of those un- 
happy families severed by differences of education between 
the old and young. 

“T think,’ said Marian, in a forced tone; “that father 
hasn’t much liking for Mr. Milvain.” 

She wished to know if her mother had heard any pri- 
vate remarks on this subject, but she could not bring her- 
self to ask directly. 

“T’m sure I don’t know,” replied Mrs. Yule, smoothing 
her dress. “He hasn’t said anything to me, Marian.” 

An awkward silence. The mother had fixed her eyes 
bn the mantelpiece, and was thinking hard. 

“Otherwise,” said Marian, “he would have said some- 
thing, I should think, about meeting in T.ondon.” 

“But is there anything in—this gentleman that he 
wouldn’t like?” 

“T don’t know of anything.” 


> 


MARIAN’S HOME 93 


Impossible to pursue the dialogue; Marian moved un- 
easily, then rose, said something about putting the letter 
away, and left the-room. 

Shortly after, Alfred Yule entered the house. It -was 
no. uncommon thing for him. to come home in a mood of 
silent -moroseness, .and. this evening the first glimpse. of 
his face was sufficient warning. He entered the dining- 
room and stood on the hearthrug reading an evening paper. 
His wife.made.a_pretence of straightening things upon 
the table. 

“Well?” -he exclaimed irritably. “It’s after five; why 
isn’t dinner served ?” 

“It’s just coming, Alfred.” 

Even the average. man.of a certain age is an-alarming 
creature when dinner delays itself; the literary man in 
such,a'moment goes beyond.all parallel. If there be added 
the fact that he has just returned from a very unsatisfac- 
tory imterview with a publisher, wife and daughter, may 
indeed regard the. situation as appalling. Marian came. in, 
and.at once observed her mother’s frightened. face. 

“Father,” she said, hoping to make .a diversion, “Mr. 
Hinks-has sent you. his new book, and wishes Hs 

“Then take Mr. Hinks’s new book -back to him, and tell 
him that I have quite.enough to do.without reading tedious 
trash. -He needn’t expect. that. I’m.going to write a notice 
of it. The simpleton pesters me beyond endurance. I 
wish. to know, if you please,” he added with savage calm, 
“when dinner. will. be ready. If there’s time to write a 
few letters, just tell me at once, that I mayn’t waste half 
an -hour.” 

Marian resented this unreasonable anger, but she durst 
not reply. At that moment the servant appeared with a 
smoking joint,.andiMrs. Yule followed carrying dishes of 
vegetables. The man of Jetters seated himself .and carved 
angrily. He began his meal by drinking half a glass of 
ale ;,then he ate a few,mouthfuls.1n.a quick, hungry way, 
his head bent closely over the plate. It happened com- 
amonly enough that dinner passed without a word of con- 
versation, and that seemed likely to be the case this eve- 
ning. To his wife Yule seldom addressed anything but a 
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curt inquiry or caustic comment; if he spoke humanly at 
table it was to Marian. 

Ten minutes passed; then Marian resolved to try any 
means of clearing the atmosphere. 

“Mr. Quarmby gave me a message for you,” she said. 
“A friend of his, Nathaniel Walker, has told him that Mr. 
Rackett will very likely offer you the editorship of The 
Saye 

Yule stopped in the act of mastication. He fixed his 
‘eyes intently on the sirloin for half a minute; then, by 
way of the beer-jug and the salt-cellar, turned them upon 

Marian’s face. 

“Walker told him that? Pooh!” 

“Tt was a great secret. I wasn’t to breathe a word to 
anyone but you.” . 

“Walker’s a fool and Quarmby’s an ass, 
father. 

But there was a tremulousness in his bushy eyebrows; 
his forehead half unwreathed itself; he continued to eat 
more slowly, and as if with appreciation of the viands. 

“What did he say? Repeat it to me in his words.” 

Marian did so, as nearly as possible. He listened with 
a scoffing expression, but still his features relaxed. 

“T don’t credit Rackett with enough good sense for such 
a proposal,” he said deliberately. “And I’m not very sure 
that I should accept it if it were made. That fellow Fadge 
has all but ruined the paper. It will amuse me to see how 
long it takes him to make Culpepper’s new magazine a dis- 
tinct failure.” 

A silence of five minutes ensued; then Yule said of a 
sudden : 

“Where is Hinks’s book ?” 

Marian reached it from a side table; under this roof, 
literature was regarded almost as a necessary part of table 
garnishing. 

“I thought it would be bigger than this,” Yule muttered, 
as he opened the volume in a way peculiar to bookish men. 

A page was turned down, as if to draw attention to some 
passage. Yule put on his eyeglasses, and soon made a 
discovery which had the effect of completing the trans- 
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formation of his visage. His eyes glinted, his chin worked 
in pleasurable emotion. In a moment he handed the book 
to Marian, indicating the small type of a foot-note; it em- 
bodied an effusive eulogy—introduced d@ propos of some 
literary discussion—of “Mr. Alfred Yule’s critical acumen, 
scholarly research, lucid style,” and sundry other distin- 
guished merits. 

“That is kind of him,” said Marian. 

“Good old Hinks! I suppose I must try to get him half 
a dozen readers.” 

“May I see?” asked Mrs. Yule, under her breath, bend- 
ing to Marian. ‘ 

Her daughter passed on the volume, and Mrs. Yule 
read the foot-note with that look of slow apprehension 
which is so pathetic when it signifies the heart’s good-will 
thwarted by the mind’s defect. 

“That'll be good for you, Alfred, won’t it?” she said, 
glancing at her husband. 

“Certainly,” he replied, with a smile of contemptuous 
irony. “If Hinks goes on, he’ll establish my reputation.” 

‘And he took a draught of ale, like one who is re- 
invigorated for the battle of life. Marian, regarding him 
askance, mused on what seemed to her a strange anomaly 
in his character; it had often surprised her that a man of 
his temperament and powers should be so dependent upon 
the praise and blame of people whom he justly deemed his 
inferiors. 

Yule was glancing over the pages of the work. 

“A pity the man can’t write English. What a vocab- 
ulary! Obstruent—reliable—particularisation—fabulosity 
—different to—averse to—did one ever come across such | 
a mixture of antique pedantry and modern vulgarism! 
Surely he has his name from the German hinken—eh, 
Marian?” 

With a laugh he tossed the book away again. His mood 
was wholly changed. He gave various evidences of en- 
joying the meal, and began to talk freely with his daugh- 
Lely 

“Finished the authoresses ?” 

“Not quite.” 
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“No hurry. When you have time I want you: to read 
Ditchley’s new book, and jot down a selection of his worst 
sentences. I’ll use them for an article on contemporary 
style; it occurred to me-this afternoon.” 

He smiled grimly. Mrs. Yule’s face exhibited much 
contentment, which became radiant joy when her husband 
‘remarked casually that the custard was very well made to- 
day. Dinner over, he rose without ceremony and went off 
to his-study. 

The man had suffered much and toiled stupendously. 
It' was not inexplicable that dyspepsia, and many another 
ill that literary flesh is heir to, racked him sore. 

Go back to the days when he was an assistant at a 
bookseller’s.in Holborn. Already ambition devoured him, 
and the genuine-love of knowledge goaded his brain. He 
allowed himself but three or four hours of sleep; he 
wrought doggedly at languages, ancient and modern; he 
tried his hand at metrical translations; he planned 
tragedies. Practically he was living in a past age; his 
literary ideals were formed on the study of Boswell. 

The head assistant in the shop went away to pursue a 
business which had come into his hands on the death of a 
relative; it was a small publishing concern, housed in an 
alley off the Strand, and Mr. Polo (a singular name, to 
become well known in the course of time) had his ideas 
about its possible extension. Among other instances of 
activity he started a penny weekly paper, called All Sorts, 
and in the pages of this periodical, Alfred Yule first ap- 
peared as an author. Before long he became sub-editor of 
All Sorts, then actual director of the paper. He said good- 
bye to the bookseller, and his literary career fairly began. 

Mr. Polo used to say that he never knew a man who 
could work so many consecutive hours as Alfred Yule. 
A faithful account of all that the young man learnt and 
wrote from 1855 to 1860—that is, from his twenty-fifth 
to his thirtieth vear—would have the look of burlesque 
exaggeration. He had set it before him to become a cele- 
heated man. and he was not unaware that the attainment 
of that end would cost him quite exceptional labour, see- 
ing that nature had not favoured him with brilliant parts. 
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No matter; his. name. should. be spoken among men—un- 
less.he killed himself in the struggle for success. 

In the meantime he married. Living in a garret, and 
supplying himself with the materials of his scanty meals, 
he. was in the habit of making purchases at a little chan- 
dler’s shop, where he was waited upon by a young girl of 
no. beauty, but, as it seemed to him, of amiable disposition. 
One holiday he met this girl as she was walking with a 
younger sister.in the streets; he made her nearer acquaint- 
ance, and before long she consented to be his wife and 
share his garret. His brothers, John and Edmund, cried 
out that he had made an unpardonable fool of himself in 
marrying. so much beneath him; that he might. well have 
waited until his income improved. This was all very well, 
but they might just as reasonably have bidden him reject 
plain food because a few years hence he would be able to 
purchase luxuries; he could not do without nourishment 
of some sort, and the time had come when he could not do 
without. a wife. Many a man with brains but no money 
has been compelled to the same step. Educated girls have 
a pronounced distaste for London garrets; not one in fifty 
thousand would share poverty with the brightest genius 
ever born. Seeing that marriage is so often indispensable 
to.that very success which would enable a man of parts to 
mate equally, there is nothing for it but to look below one’s 
own level, and be grateful to the untaught woman who has 
pity on one’s loneliness. 

Unfortunately, Alfred Yule was not so grateful as he 
might have been. His marriage proved far from unsuc- 
cessful; he might have found himself united to a vulgar 
shrew, whereas the girl had the great virtue of humility 
and kindliness: She endeavoured to learn of him, but 
her dulness and his impatience made this attempt a failure; 
her human qualities had to suffice. And they did, until 
Yule began to lift his head above the literary mob. Pre- 
viously, he often lost his temper with her, but never ex- 
pressed or felt renentance of his marriare: now he began 
to see only the disadvantages of his position, and, forget- 
ting the facts of the case, to imagine that he might well 
have waited for a wife who could share his intellectual 
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existence. Mrs. Yule had to pass through a few years of - 
much bitterness. Already a martyr to dyspepsia, and 
often suffering from bilious headaches of extreme violence, 
her husband now and then lost all control of his temper, 
all sense of kind feeling, even of decency, and reproached 
the poor woman with her ignorance, her stupidity, her low 
origin. Naturally enough she defended herself with such 
weapons as a sense of cruel injustice supplied. More than 
once the two all but parted. It did not come to an actual 
rupture, chiefly because Yule could not do without his 
wife; her tendance had become indispensable. And then 
there was the child to consider. 

From the first it was Yule’s dread lest Marian should be 
infected with her mother’s faults of speech and behaviour. 
He would scarcely permit his wife to talk to the child. At 
the earliest possible moment Marian was sent to a day- 
school, and in her tenth year she went as weekly boarder 
to an establishment at Fulham; any sacrifice of money to 
insure her growing up with the tongue and manners of a 
lady. It can scarcely have been a light trial to the mother 
to know that contact with her was regarded as her child’s 
greatest danger; but in her humility and her love for 
Marian she offered no resistance. And so it came to pass 

that one day the little girl, hearing her mother make some 
_ flagrant grammatical error, turned to the other parent and 
asked gravely: “Why doesn’t mother speak as properly as 
we do?” Well, that is one of the results of such marriages, 
one of the myriad miseries that result from poverty. 

The end was gained at all hazards. Marian grew up 
everything that her father desired. Not only had she the 
bearing of refinement, but it early became obvious that 
nature had well endowed her with brains. From the nurs- 
ery her talk was of books, and at the age of twelve she 
was already able to give her father some assistance as an 
amanuensis. 

At that time Edmund Yule was still living; he had over- 
come his prejudices, and there was intercourse between his 
household and that of the literary man. Intimacy it could 
not be called, for Mrs. Edmund (who was the daughter of 
a law-stationer) had mach difficulty in behaving to M-s. 
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Alfred with show of suavity. Still, the cousins Amy and 
Marian from time to time saw each other, and were not 
unsuitable companions. It was the death of Amy’s father 
that brought these relations to an end; left to the control 
of her own affairs Mrs. Edmund was not long in giving 
offence to Mrs. Alfred, and so to Alfred himself. The 
man of letters might be inconsiderate enough in his be- 
haviour to his wife, but as soon as anyone else treated her 
with disrespect that was quite another matter. Purely on 
this account he quarrelled violently with his brother’s 
widow, and from that day the two families kept apart. 
The chapter of quarrels was one of no small importance 
in Alfred’s life; his ditfcult temper, and an ever increasing 
sense of neglected merit, frequently put him at war with 
publishers, editors, fellow authors, and he had an unhappy 
trick of exciting the hostility of men who were most likely 
to be useful to him. With Mr. Polo, for instance, who 
held him in esteem, and whose commercial success made 
him a valuable connection, Alfred ultimately broke on a 
trifling matter of personal dignity. Later came the great 
quarrel with Clement Fadge, an affair of considerable ad- 
vantage in the way of advertisement to both the men con- 
cerned. It happened in the year 1873. At that time Yule 
was editor of a weekly paper called The Balance, a literary 
organ which aimed high, and failed to hit the circulation 
essential to its existence. Fadge, a younger man, did re- 
viewing for The Balance; he was in needy circumstances, 
and had wrought himself into Yule’s good opinion by judi- 
cious flattery. But with a clear eye for the main chance 
Mr. Fadge soon perceived that Yule could only be of tem- 
porary use to him and that the editor of a well-established 
weekly which lost no opportunity of throwing scorn upon 
Yule and all his works would be a much more profitable 
conguest. He succeeded in transferring his services to the 
more flourishing paper, and struck out a special line of 
work by the free exercise of a malicious flippancy which 
was then without rival in the periodical press. When he 
had thoroughly got his hand in, it fell to Mr. Fadge, in the 
mere way of business, to review a volume of his old edi- 
tor’s, a rather pretentious and long-winded but far from 
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worthless essay “On Imagination as a National Character- 
istic.’ The notice was a masterpiece; its exquisite viru- 
fence set the literary circles chuckling. Concerning the 
authorship there was no mystery, and Alfred Yule had 
the indiscretion to make a violent reply, a savage assault 
upon Fadge, in the columns of The Balance. Fadge de- 
sired nothing better; the uproar which arose—chaff, fury, 
grave comments, sneering spite—could only result in 
drawing universal attention to his anonymous cleverness, 
and throwing ridicule upon the heavy, conscientious man, 
Well, you probably remember all about it. It ended ia 
the disappearance of Yule’s struggling paper, and the es- 
tablishment on a firm basis of Fadge’s reputation. 

It would be difficult to mention any department of lit- 
erary endeavour in which Yule did not, at one time or 
another, try his fortune. Turn to his name in the Museum 
Catalogue ; the list of works appended to it will amuse you. 
In his thirtieth year he published a novel; it failed com- 
pletely, and the same result awaited a similar experiment 
five years later. He wrote a drama of modern life, and 
for some years strove to get it acted, but in vain; finally it 
appeared “for the closet’—giving Clement Fadge such an 
opportunity as he seldom enjoyed. The one noteworthy 
thing about these productions, and about others of equally 
mistaken direction, was the sincerity of their workman- 
ship. Had Yule been content to manufacture a novel or a 
play with due disregard for literary honour, he might per- 
chance have made a mercantile success; but the poor fel- 
low had not pliancy enough for this. He took his efforts 
au grand sériewx ; thought he was producing works of art; 
pursued his ambition in a spirit of fierce conscientiousness. 
In spite of all, he remained only a journeyman. The kind 
of work he did best was poorly paid, and could bring no 
fame. At the age of fifty he was still living in-a poor 
house, in an obscure quarter. He earned enough for his 
actual needs, and was under no pressing fear for the mor- 
row, so long as his faculties remained unimpaired; but 
there was no disguising from himself that his life had been 
a failure. And the thought tormented him. 

Now there had come unexpectedly a gleam of hope. 
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If, indeed, the man Rackett thought of offering him the 
editorship of The Study he might even yet taste the tri- 
umphs for which he had so vehemently longed. The 
Study was a weekly paper of fair repute. Fadge had 
harmed.it, no doubt of that, by giving it a tone which did 
not suit the majority of its readers—serious people, who 
thought that the criticism of contemporary writing offered 
an opportunity for something better than a display. of 
malevolent wit. Buta return to the old earnestness would 
doubtless set all right again, And the joy of. sitting in 
that dictatorial chair! The delight of having his own 
organ once more, of making himself a power in the world 
of letters, of emphasising to,a large audience his developed 
methods of criticism ! 

An embittered man is a man beset by evil temptations. 
The Study contained each week certain columns of flying 
gossip, and when he thought of this, Yule also thought of 
Clement Fadge and sundry other of his worst enemies. 
How the gossip column can be used for hostile purposes, 
yet without the least overt offence, he had learnt only too 
well. Sometimes the mere omission of a man’s name from 
a list of authors can mortify and injure. In our day the 
manipulation of such paragraphs has become a fine art; 
but you recall numerous illustrations. Alfred knew well 
enough how incessantly the tempter would be at his ear; 
he said to himself that in certain instances yielding would 
be no dishonour. He himself had many a time been mer- 
cilessly treated; in the very interest of the public it was 
good that certain men should suffer a snubbing, and his 
fingers itched to have hold of the editorial pen. Ha, ha! 
Like the war-horse he snuffed the battle afar off. 

No work this evening, though there were tasks which 
pressed for completion. His study—the only room on the 
ground level except the dining-room—was small, and even 
a good deal of the floor was encumbered with books, but 
he found space for walking nervously hither and thither. 
He was doit.g this when, about half-past nine, his wife 
appeared at the door, bringing him a cup of coffee and 
some biscuits, his wonted supper. Marian generally waited 
upon him at this time, and he asked why she had not come, 
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“She has one of her headaches again, I’m sorry to say,” 
Mrs. Yule replied. “I persuaded her to go to bed early.” 
Having placed the tray upon the table—books had to 
be pushed aside—she did not seem disposed to withdraw. 

“Are you busy, Alfred?” ‘ 

“Why py 

“T thought I should like just to speak of something.” 

She was using the opportunity of his good humour. 
Yule spoke to her with the usual carelessness, but not for- 
biddingly. 

‘What is it? Those Holloway people, I'll warrant.” 

“No, no! It’s about Marian. She had a letter from 
one of those young ladies this afternoon.” 

“What young ladies?” asked Yule, with impatience of 
this circuitous approach. 

“The Miss Milvains.” 

“Well, there’s no harm that I know of. They’re decent 
people.” 

“Yes; so you told me. But she began to speak about 
their brother, and 

“What about him? Do say what you want to say, and 
have done with it!” 

“T can’t help thinking, Alfred, that she’s disappointed 
you didn’t ask him to come here.” 

Yule stared at her in slight surprise. He was still not 
angry, and seemed quite willing to consider this matter 
suggested to him so timorously. 

“Oh, you think so? Well, I don’t know. Why should 
I have asked him? It was only because Miss Harrow 
seemed to wish it that I saw him down there. I have no 
particular interest in him. And as for « 

He broke off and seated himself. Mrs. Yule stood at a 
distance. 

“We must remember her age,” she said. 

“Why, yes, of course.” 

He mused, and began to nibble a biscuit. 

“And you know, Alfred, she never does meet any young 
men. I’ve often thought it wasn’t right to her.” 

“H’m! But this lad Milvain is a very doubtful sort 
of customer. To begin with, he has nothing, and they 
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‘tell me his mother for the most part supports him. I 
don’t quite approve of that. She isn’t well off, and he 
ought to have been making a living by now. He has a 
kind of cleverness, may do something; but there’s no 
being sure of that.” 

These thoughts were not coming into his mind for the 
first time. On the occasion when he met Milvain and 
Marian together in the country road he had necessarily 
reflected upon the possibilities of such intercourse, and 
with the issue that he did not care to give any particular 
encouragement to its continuance. He of course heard of 
Milvain’s leave-taking call, and he purposely refrained 
from seeing the young man after that. The matter took 
no very clear shape in his meditations; he saw no likeli- 
hood that either of the young people would think much 
of the other after their parting, and time enough to 
trouble one’s head with such subjects when they could no 
longer be postponed. It would not have been pleasant to 
him to foresee a life of spinsterhood for his daughter; 
but she was young, and—she was a valuable assistant. 

How far did that latter consideration weigh with him? 
He put the question pretty distinctly to himself now that 
his wife had broached the matter thus unexpectedly. Was 
he prepared to behave with deliberate selfishness? Never 
yet had any conflict been manifested between his interests 
and Marian’s; practically he was in the habit of counting 
upon her aid for an indefinite period. 

If indeed he became editor of The Study, why, in that 
case her assistance would be less needful. And indeed it 
seemed probable that young Milvain had a future before 
him. 

“But, in any case,” he said aloud, partly continuing his 
thoughts, partly replying to a look of disappointment on 
his wife’s face, “how do you know that he has any wish 
to come and see Marian?” 

“T don’t know anything about it, of course.” 

“And you may have made a mistake about her. What 
made you think she—had him in mind?” 

“Well, it was her way of speaking, you know. And 
then, she asked if you had got a dislike to him.” 
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“She did? H’m! Well, I don’t think Milvain is any 
good to Marian. He’s just the kind of man to make him- 
self agreeable to a girl for the fun of the thing.” 

Mrs. Yule. looked alarmed. 

“Oh, if you really think that, don’t let him come. I 
wouldn’t for anything.” 

“I don’t say it for certain.” He took a sip of his 
coffee. “I have had no opportunity of observing him with 
much attention. But he’s not the kind of man I care for.” 

“Then no doubt it’s better as it is.” 

“Yes. I don’t see that anything could be done now. 
We shall see whether he gets on. I advise you not.to 
mention him to her.” 

“Oh no, I won't.” 

She moved as if to go away, but her heart had been 
made uneasy by that short conversation which followed 
on Marian’s reading the letter, and there were still things 
she wished to put into words. 

“Tf those young ladies go on writing to her, I dare say 
they’ll often speak about their brother.” 

“Yes, it’s rather unfortunate.” 

“And you know, Alfred, he may ;have asked them to 
do it.” 

“T suppose there’s one subject on which all women can 
be subtle,’ muttered Yule, smiling. The remark was not 
a kind one, but he did not make it worse by his tone. 

The listener failed to understand him, and looked with 
her familiar expression of mental effort. 

“We can’t help that,” he added, with reference to her 
suggestion. “If he has any serious thoughts, well, let 
him go on and wait for opportunities.” 

“It’s a great pity, isn’t it, that she can’t see more people 
—of the right kind?” 

“No use talking about it. Things are as they are. I 
can’t see that her life is unhappy.” 

“It isn’t very happy.” 

“You think not?” 

lm sure it isnit,” 

RIf Lget The Study things may be different. Though 
—— But it’s no use talking about what can’t be helped. 
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Now don’t you go encouraging her to think herself lonely, 
and so on. It’s best for her to keep close to work, I’m 
sure of that.” 

Perhaps: it is.” 

“Vl think it over.” 

Mrs. Yule silently left the room, and went back to her 
sewing. 

She had understood that “Though ” and the “what 
can’t be helped.’”’ Such allusions reminded her of a time 
unhappier than the present, when she had been wont: to 
hear plainer language. She knew too well that, had she 
been a woman of education, her daughter would not now 
be suffering from loneliness. 

It was her own choice that she did not go with her hus- 
band and Marian to John Yule’s. She made an excuse 
that the house could not be left to one servant; but in any 
case she would have remained at home, for her presence 
must needs be an embarrassment both to father and 
daughter. Alfred was always ashamed of her before 
strangers; he could not conceal his feeling, either from 
her or from other people who had reason for observing 
him. Marian was not perhaps ashamed, but such com- 
panionship put restraint upon her freedom. And would 
it not always be the same? Supposing Mr. Milvain were 
' to come to this house, would it not repel him when he 
found what sort of person Marian’s mother was? 

She shed a few tears over her needlework. 

At midnight the study door opened. Yule came to the 
dining-room to see that all was right, and it surprised 
him to find his wife still sitting there. 

“Why are you so late?” 

“T’ve forgot the time.” 

“Forgotten, forgotten. Don’t go back to that kind of 
language again. Come, put the light out.” 


GHAP EER. VilE 
TO THE WINNING SIDE 


OF the acquaintances Yule had retained from his earlier 
years several were in the well-defined category of men 
with unpresentable wives. There was Hinks, for instance, 
whom, though in anger he spoke of him as a bore, Alfred 
held in some genuine regard. Hinks made perhaps a 
hundred a year out of a kind of writing which only cer- 
tain publishers can get rid of, and of this income he spent 
about a third on books. His wife was the daughter of a 
laundress, in whose house he had lodged thirty years ago, 
when new to London but already long-acquainted with 
hunger ; they lived in complete harmony, but Mrs. Hinks, 
who was four years the elder, still spoke the laundress 
tongue, unmitigated and immitigable. Another pair were 
Mr. and Mrs. Gorbutt. In this case there were no narrow 
circumstances to contend with, for the wife, originally 
a nursemaid, not long after her marriage inherited house 
property from a relative. Mr. Gorbutt deemed himself 
a poet; since his accession to an income he had published, 
at his own expense, a yearly volume of verses; the only 
result being to keep alive rancour in his wife, who was 
both parsimonious and vain. Making no secret of it, Mrs. 
Gorbutt.rued the day on which she had wedded a man 
of letters, when by waiting so short a time she would 
have been enabled to aim at a prosperous tradesman, who 
kept his gig and had everything handsome about him. 
Mrs. Yule suspected, not without reason, that this lady 
had an inclination to strong liquors. Thirdly came Mr. 
and Mrs. Christopherson, who were poor as church mice. 
Even in a friend’s house they wrangled incessantly, and 
made tragi-comical revelations of their home life. The 
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his chosen study was metaphysics; for many years he had 
had a huge and profound book on hand, which he believed 
would bring him fame, though he was not so unsettled in 
mind as to hope for anything else. When an article or 
two had earned enough money for immediate necessities 
he went off to the British Museum, and then the difficulty 
was to recall him to profitable exertions. Yet husbarid 
and wife had an affection for each other. Mrs. Christo- 
pherson came from Camberwell, where her father, once 
upon a time, was the smallest of small butchers. Dis- 
agreeable stories were whispered concerning her earlier 
life, and probably the metaphysician did not care to look 
back in that direction. They had had three children; all 
were happily buried. 

These men were capable of better things than they had 
done or would ever do; in each case their failure to fulfil 
youthful promise was largely explained by the unpresent- 
able wife. They should have waited; they might have 
married a social equal at something between fifty and 
sixty. 

Another old friend was Mr. Quarmby. Unwedded, he, 
and perpetually exultant over men who, as he phrased 
it, had noosed themselves. He made a fair living, but, 
like Dr. Johnson, had no passion for clean linen, 

Yule was not disdainful of these old companions, and 
the fact that all had a habit of looking up to him increased 
his pleasure in their occasional society. If, as happened 
once or twice in half a year, several of them were gathered 
together at his house, he tasted a sham kind of social and 
intellectual authority which he could not help relishing. 
On such occasions he threw off his habitual gloom and 
talked vigorously, making natural display of his learning , 
and critical ability. The topic, sooner or later, was that 
which is inevitable in such a circle—the demerits, the pre- 
tentiousness, the personal weaknesses of prominent con- 
temporaries in the world of letters. Then did the room 
ring with scornful laughter, with boisterous satire, with 
shouted irony, with fierce invective. After an evening of 
that kind Yule was unwell and miserable for several days. 

It was not-to be expected that Mr. Quarmby, inveterate 
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chatterbox of the Reading-room and other resorts, should 
keep silence concerning what he had heard of Mr. 
Rackett’s intentions. The rumour soon spread that Al- 
fred Yule was to succeed Fadge in the direction of The 
Study, with the necessary consequence that Yule found 
himself an object of affectionate interest to a great many 
people of whom: he knew little or nothing. At the same 
time the genuine old friends pressed warmly about him, 
with congratulations, with hints of their sincere readiness 
to.assist in filling the columns of the paper. All this was 
not disagreeable, but in the meantime Yule had heard 
nothing whatever from Mr. Rackett himself, and his 
doubts did not diminish as week after week went by. 

The event justified him. At the end of October .ap- 
peared an authoritative announcement that Fadge’s suc- 
cessor would be-—not “Alfred Yule, but.a gentleman who 
till of late had been quietly working as a sub-editor in the 
provinces, and who-had neither friendships nor enmities 
among the people of the London literary press. A young 
man, comparatively fresh from the university, and said 
to be strong in pure scholarship. The choice, as you are 
aware, proved a good one,vand The Study became san 
organ of more repute than-ever. 

Yule had been secretly conscious that it was not to men 
such.as he that positions of this kind are nowadays en- 
trusted. He tried to persuade himself that he was not 
disappointed. But when Mr. Quarmby approached him 
with blank face, he speke certain wrathful swords which 
long -rankled in that worthy’s mind. At home he kept 
sullen silence. 

No, not to such men.as he—poor, .and without social 
recommendations. Besides, he was growing too old. In 
literature, as in most other pursuits, the press of »ener- 
getic young amen was-making it very hard for a veteran 
even to hold the little grazing-plot he had won by hard 
fighting. Still, Quarmby’s story had not been without 
foundation ; it was true that the proprietor of The Study 
had-forva moment:thought of Alfred Yule, doubtless as 
the natural contrast to Clement Fadge, whom he would 
uave shked to mortify if the thing were possible. But 
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counsellors had proved to Mr. Rackett the disadvantages 
of such a choice. 

Mrs. Yule and her daughter foresaw but too well the 
results of this disappointment, notwithstanding that Alfred 
announced it to them with dry indifference. The month 
that followed was a time of misery for all in the house. 
Day after day Yule sat at his meals in sullen muteness; 
to his wife he scarcely spoke at all, and his conversation 
with Marian did not go beyond necessary questions and 
remarks on topics of business. His face became so strange 
a colour that one would have thought him suffering from 
an attack of jaundice; bilious headaches exasperated his 
savage mood. Mrs. Yule knew from long experience how 
worse than useless it was for her to attempt consolation; 
in silence was her only safety. Nor did Marian venture 
to speak directly of what had happened. But one evening, 
when she had been engaged in the study and was now 
saying “Good-night,” she laid her cheek against her fath- 
er’s, an unwonted caress which had a strange effect upon 
him. The expression of sympathy caused his thoughts 
to reveal themselves as they never yet had done before 
his daughter. 

“Tt might have been very different with me,” he ex- 
claimed abruptly, as if they had already been conversing 
‘on the subject. “When you think of my failures—and 
you must often do so now you are grown up and under- 
stand things—don’t forget the obstacles that have been 
in my way. I don’t like you to look upon your father 
as a thickhead who couldn’t be expected to succeed. Look 
at Fadge. He married a woman of good social position; 
she brought him friends and influence. But for that. he 
would never have been editor of The Study, a place for 
which he wasn’t in the least fit. But he was able to give 
dinners; he and his wife went into society; everybody 
knew him and talked of him. How has it been with me? 
I live here like an animal in its hole, and go blinking about 
if by chance I find myself among the people with whom 
I ought naturally to associate. If I had been able to come 
in direct contact with Rackett and other men of that kind, 
to dine with them, and have them to dine with me, to be- 
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long to a club, and so on, I shouldn’t be what I am at my 
age. My one opportunity—when I edited The Balance— 
wasn’t worth much; there was no money behind the paper ; 
we couldn’t hold out long enough. But even then, if I 
could have assumed my proper social standing, if I could 
have opened my house freely to the right kind of people 
How was it possible?” 

Marian could not raise her head. She recognised the 
portion of truth in what he said, but it shocked her that 
he should allow himself to speak thus. Her silence seemed 
to remind him how painful it must be to her to hear these 
accusations of her mother, and with a sudden “Good- 
night” he dismissed her. 

She went up to her room, and wept over the wretched- 
ness of all their lives. Her loneliness had seemed harder 
to bear than ever since that last holiday. For a moment, 
in the lanes about Finden, there had come to her a vision 
of joy such as fate owed her youth; but it had faded, 
and she could no longer hope for its return. She was 
not a woman, but a mere machine for reading and writing. 
Did her father never think of this? He was not the only 
one to suffer from the circumstances in which poverty 
had involved him. 

She had no friends to whom she could utter her 
thoughts. Dora Milvain had written a second time, and 
more recently had come a letter from Maud; but in re 
plying to them she could not give a true account of her- 
self. Impossible, to them. From what she wrote they 
would imagine her contentedly busy, absorbed in the 
affairs of literature. To no one could she make known 
the aching sadness of her heart, the dreariness of life as 
it lay before her. 

That beginning of half-confidence between her and her 
mother had led to nothing. Mrs. Yule found no second 
opportunity of speaking to her husband about Jasper Mil- 
vain, and purposely she refrained from any further hint 
or question to Marian. Everything must go on as hitherto. 

The days darkened. Through November rains and 
fogs Marian went her usual way to the Museum, and 
‘oiled there among the other toilers. Perhaps once a 
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week she allowed herself to stray about the alleys of the 
Reading-room, scanning furtively those who sat at the 
desks, but the face she might perchance have discovered 
was not there. ; 

One day at the end of the month she sat with books 
open before her, but by no effort could fix her attention 
upon them. It was gloomy, and one could scarcely see to 
read; a taste of fog grew perceptible in the warm, head- 
achy air. Such profound discouragement possessed her 
that she could not even maintain the pretence of study; 
heedless whether anyone observed her, she let her hands 
fall and her head droop. She kept asking herself what 
was the use and purpose of such a life as she was con- 
demned to lead. When already there was more good 
literature in the world than any mortal could cope with in 
his lifetime, here was she exhausting herself in the manu- 
facture of printed» stuff which no one even pretended to 
be more than a commodity for the day’s market. What 
unspeakable folly! To write—was not that the joy and 
the privilege of one who had an urgent message for the 
world? Her father, she knew well, had no such message ; 
he had abandoned all thought of original production, and 
only wrote about writing. She herself would throw away 
her pen with joy but for the need of earning money. And 
all these people about her, what aim had they save to make 
new books out of those already existing, that yet newer 
books might in turn be made out of theirs? This huge 
library, growing into unwieldiness, threatening to become 
a trackless desert of print—how intolerably it weighed 
upon the spirit! 

Oh, to go forth and labour with one’s hands, to do any 
poorest, commonest work of which the world had truly 
need! It was ignoble to sit here and support the paltry 
pretence of intellectual dignity. A few days ago her 
startled eye had caught an advertisement in the newspaper, 
headed “Literary Machine”; had it then been invented at 
last, some automaton to supply the place of such poor 
creatures as herself, to turn out books and articles? Alas! 
the machine was only one for holding volumes con- 
veniently, that the work of literary manufacture might be 
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physically lightened. But surely before long-some Edison 
would make the true automaton; the problem must be 
comparatively such a simple one. Only to throw in a 
given number of old books, and have them reduced, 
‘blended, modernised into a single one for to-day’s con- 
sumption. i 

The fog grew thicker; she looked up at the windows 
beneath the dome and saw that they were a dusky yellow. 
Then her eye discerned an official walking along the upper 
gallery, and in pursuance of her grotesque humour, her 
‘mocking misery, she likened him to a black, lost soul, 
doomed to wander in an eternity of vain research along 
endless shelves. Or again, the readers who sat here at 
these radiating lines of desks, what were they but hap- 
‘less flies caught in a huge web, its nucleus the great circle © 
of the Catalogue? Darker, darker. From the towering 
wall of volumes seemed to emanate visible motes, intensi- 
fying the obscurity; in a moment the book-lined circum- 
ference of the room would be but a featureless prison- 
limit. 

But then flashed forth the sputtering whiteness of the 
electric light, and its ceaseless hum was henceforth a new 
source of ‘headache. It reminded her how little work she 
had done to-day; she must, she must, force herself to 
think of the task in hand. A machine has no ‘business 
to refuse its duty. ‘But the pages were blue and green 
and yellow before her eyes; the uncertainty of the light 
was intolerable. Right or wrong she would go home, and 
hide herself, and let her heart unburden itself of tears. 

On her way to return books she encountered Jasper 
Milvain. ‘Face to face; no possibility of his avoiding her, 

And indeed he seemed to have no such wish. ‘His 
countenance lighted up with unmistakable pleasure. 

“At last we meet, as they say in the melodramas. Oh, 
do let me help you with those volumes, which won’t even 
let you shake hands. How do-you do? ow do you like 
this weather? And how do you like this light?” 

“It’s very bad.” 

“That'll do both for weather and light, but not for 
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yourself. How glad I am to see you! Are you just 
going?” 

“SY es.” 


“T have scarcely been here half a dozen times since I 
came back to London.”’ 

“But you are writing still?” 

“Oh yes! But 1 draw upon my genius, and my stores 
of observation, and the living world.” 

Marian received her vouchers for the volumes, and 
turned to face Jasper again. There was a smile on her 
lips. 

“The fog is terrible,’ Milvain went on. “How do you 
get home?” 

“By omnibus from Tottenham Court Road.” 

“Then do let me go a part of the way with you. I live 
in Mornington Road—up yonder, you know. I have only 
just come in to waste half an hour, and after all I think 
I should be better at home. Your father is all right, I 
lope?” 

“He is not quite well.” 

“I’m sorry to hear that. You are not exactly up to the 
mark, either. What weather! What a place to live in, 
this London, in winter! It would be a little better down 

at Finden.” 

“A good deal better, I should think. If the weather 
were bad, it would be bad in a natural way; but this is 
artificial misery.” 

“T don’t let it affect me much,” said Milvain. “Just of 
late I have been in remarkably good spirits. I’m doing a 
lot of work. No end of work—more than I’ve ever 
done.” 

“T am very glad.” 

“Where are your out-of-door things? I think there’s 
a ladies’ vestry somewhere, isn’t there?” 

Ohyes.” ; 

“Then will you go and get ready? I'll wait for you in: 
the hall. But, by-the-hv, I am taking it for granted that 
you were going alone.” 

“T wac anite alone.” 

The “ ,uite” seemed excessive; it made Jasper smile. 
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“And also,” he added, “that I shall not annoy you by 
offering my company ¢ £ . 

“Why should it annoy me?” 

“Good !” 

Milvain had only to wait a minute or two. He sur- 
veyed Marian from head to foot when she appeared— 
an impertinence as unintentional as that occasionally no- 
ticeable in his speech—and smiled approval. They went 
out into the fog, which was not one of London’s densest, 
but made wailing disagreeable enough. 

“Vou have heard from the girls, I think?’ Jasper 
resumed. 

“Your sisters? Yes; they have been so kind as to write 
to me.” 

“Told you all about their great work? I hope it'll. 
be finished by the end of the year. The bits they have 
sent me will do very well indeed. I knew they had it in 
them to put sentences together. _Now I want them to 
think of patching up something or other for The Enalish 
Girl; you know the paper ?”’ 

“T have heard of it.” 

“T happen to know Mrs. Boston Wright, who edits it. 
Met her at a house the other day, and told her frankly 
that she would have to give my sisters something to do. 
It’s the only way to get on; one has to take it for granted 
that people are willing to help you. I have made a host 
of new acquaintances just lately.” 

“T’m glad to hear it,” said Marian. . 

“Do you know—but how should you? I am going to 
write for the new magazine, The Current.” 

“Indeed !” 

“Edited by that man Fadge.” 

puese 

“Your father has no affection for him, I know.” 

“He has no reason to have, Mr. Milvain.’’ 

“No, no. Fadge is an offensive fellow, when he likes; 
and I fancy he very often does like. Well, I must make 
what use of him I can. You won’t think worse of me 
because I write for him?” 

“I know that one can’t exercise choice in such things.” 
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“True. I shouldn’t like to think that you regard me as 
a Fadge-like individual, a natural Fadgeite.” 

Marian laughed. 

“There’s no danger of my thinking that.” 

But the fog was making their eyes water and getting 
into their throats. By when they reached Tottenham 
Court Road they were both thoroughly uncomfortable. 
The ’bus had to be waited for, and in the meantime they 
talked scrappily, coughily. In the vehicle things were 
a little better, but here one could not converse with free- 
dom. 

“What pestilent conditions of life!” exclaimed Jasper, 
putting his face rather near to Marian’s. “I wish to 
goodness we were back in those quiet fields—you remem- 
ber ?—with the September sun warm about us. Shall you 
go to Finden again before long ?” 

“T really don’t know.” 

“T’m sorry to say my mother is far from well. In any 
case I must go at Christmas, but I’m afraid it won’t be 
a cheerful visit.” 

Arrived in Hampstead Road he offered his hand for 
good-bye. 

“IT wanted to talk about all sorts of things. But per- 
haps I shall find you again some day.” 

He jumped out, and waved his hat in the lurid fog. 


Shortly before the end of December appeared the first 
number of The Current. Yule had once or twice referred 
to the forthcoming magazine with acrid contempt, and of 
course he did not purchase a copy. 

“So young Milvain has joined Fadge’s hopeful stand- 
ard,’ he remarked, a day or two later, at breakfast. 
“They say his paper is remarkably clever; I could wish 
it had appeared anywhere else. Evil communications, &c.” 

“But I shouldn’t think there’s any personal connection,” 
said Marian. 

“Very likely not. But Milvain has been invited to con- 
tribute, you see.” 

“Do you think he ought to have refused ?” 
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“Oh no. It’s nothing to me; nothing whatever.” 

Mrs. Yule glanced at her daughter, but Marian seemed 
unconcerned. The subject was dismissed. In introduc- 
ing it Yule had had his purpose; there had always been 
an unnatural avoidance of Milvain’s name in conversa- 
tion, and he wished to have an end of this. Hitherto he 
had felt a troublesome uncertainty regarding his position 
in the matter. From what his wife had told him it seemed 
pretty certain that Marian was disappointed by the abrupt 
_ closing of her brief acquaintance with the young man, and 
Yule’s affection for his daughter caused him to feel un- 
easy in the thought that perhaps he had deprived her of 
a chance of happiness. His conscience readily took hold 
of an excuse for justifying the course he had followed. 
Milvain had gone over to the enemy. Whether or not the 
young man understood how relentless the hostility was 
between Yule and Fadge mattered little; the probability 
was that he knew all about it. In any case intimate rela- 
tions with him could not have survived this alliance with 
Fadge, so that, after all, there had been wisdom in letting 
the acquaintance lapse. To be sure, nothing could have 
come of it. Milvain was the kind of man who weighed 
opportunities; every step he took would be regulated by 
considerations of advantage; at all events that was the 
impression his character had made upon Yule. Any hopes 
that Marian might have been induced to form would 
assuredly have ended in disappointment. It was kindness 
to interpose before things had gone so far. 

Henceforth, if Milvain’s name was unavoidable, it 
should be mentioned just like that of any other literary 
man. It seemed very unlikely indeed that Marian would 
continue to think of him with any special and personal in- 
terest. The fact of her having got into correspondence 
with his sisters was unfortunate, but this kind of thing 
rarely went on for very long. 

Yule spoke of the matter with his wife that evening. 

“By-the-by, has Marian heard from those girls at Fin- 
den lately?” 

“She had a letter one afternoon last week.” 
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“Do you see these letters? 
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“No; she told me what was in them at first, but now 
she doesn’t.” 

“She hasn’t spoken to you again of Milvain?” 

“Not a word.” - 

“Well, 1 understood what I was about,” Yule remarked, 
with the confident air of one who doesn’t wish to remem- 
ber that he had ever felt doubtful. “There was no good 
in having the fellow here. He has got in with a set that I 
don’t at all care for. If she ever says anything—you 
understand—you can just let me know.” 

Marian had already procured a copy of The Current, 
and read it privately. Of the cleverness of Milvain’s 
contribution there could be no two opinions; it drew the 
attention of the public, and all notices of the new magazine 
made special reference to this article. With keen interest 
Marian sought after comments of the press; when it was 
possible she cut them out and put them carefully away. 

January passed, and February. She saw nothing of 
Jasper. A letter from Dora in the first week of March 
made announcement that the ‘“Child’s History of the Eng- 
lish Parliament”? would be published very shortly; it told 
her, too, that Mrs. Milvain had been very ill indeed, but 
that she seemed to recover a little strength as the weather 
improved. Of Jasper there was no mention. 

A week later came the news that Mrs. Milvain had 
suddenly died. 

This letter was received at breakfast-time. The enve- 
lope -was an ordinary one, and so little did Marian antiri- 
pate the nature of its contents that at the first sight of the 
words she uttered an exclamation of pain. Her father, 
who had turned from the table to the fireside with his 
newspaper, looked round and asked what was the matter. 

“Mrs. Milvain died the day before yesterday.” 

“Indeed !” 

He averted his face again and seemed disposed to say 
no more. But in a few moments he inquired: 

“What are her daughters likely to do?” 

“T have no idea.” 

“Do you know anything of their circumstances ?” 

“T believe they will have to depend upon themselves,” 
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Nothing more was said. Afterwards Mrs. Yule made 
a few sympathetic inquiries, but Marian was very brief 
in her replies. 

Ten days after that, on a Sunday afternoon when 
Marian and her mother were alone in the sitting-room, 
they heard the knock of a visitor at the front door. Yule 
was out, and there was no likelihood of the visitor’s wish- 
ing to see anyone but him. They listened; the servant 
went to the door, and, after a murmur of voices, came 
to speak to her mistress. 

“It’s a gentleman called Mr. Milvain,” the girl reported, 
in a way that proved how seldom callers presented them- 
selves. “He asked for Mr. Yule, and when I said he was 
out, then he asked for Miss Yule.” 

Mother and daughter looked anxiously at each other. 
Mrs. Yule was nervous and helpless. 

“Show Mr. Milvain into the study,” said Marian, with 
sudden decision. 

“Are you going to see him there?” asked her mother 
in a hurried whisper. . 

“T thought you would prefer that to his coming in 
here.” 

“Yes—yes. But suppose father comes back before he’s 
gone?” 

“What will it matter? You forget that he asked for 
father first.” 

“Oh yes! Then don’t wait.” 

Marian, scarcely less agitated than her mother; was 
just leaving the room, when she turned back again. 

“If father comes in, you will tell him before he goes 
into the study?” 

“Yes, I will.” 

The fire in the study was on the point of extinction; 
this was the first thing Marian’s eye perceived on enter- 
ing, and it gave her assurance that her father would not 
be back for some hours. Evidently he had intended to go 
out; small economies of this kind, unintelligible to people 
who have always lived at ease, had been the life-long rule 
with him. With a sensation of gladness at having free 
time before her, Marian turned to where Milvain was 
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standing, in front of one of the bookcases. He wore no 
symbol of mourning, but his countenance was far graver 
than usual, and rather paler. They shook hands in silence. 

“T am so grieved ” Marian began with broken voice. 

“Thank you. I know the girls have told you all about 
it. We knew for the last month that it must come before 
long, though there was a deceptive improvement just be- 
fore the end.” 

- “Please to sit down, Mr. Milvain. Father went out not 
long ago, and I don’t think he will be back very soon.” 

“Tt was not really Mr. Yule I wished to see,” said 
Jasper, frankly. “If he had been at home I should have 
spoken with him about what I have in mind, but if you 
will kindly give me a few minutes it will be much better.” 

Marian glanced at the expiring fire. Her curiosity as 
to what Milvain had to say was mingled with an anxious 
doubt whether it was not too late to put on fresh coals; 
already the room was growing very chill, and this appear- 
ance of inhospitality troubled her. 

“Do you wish to save it?” Jasper asked, understanding 
her look and movement. 

“T’m afraid it has got too low.” 

“T think not. Life in lodgings has made me skilful at 
this kind of thing; let me try my hand.” 

He took the tongs and carefully disposed small pieces 
of coal upon the glow that remained. Marian stood apart 
with a feeling of shame and annoyance. But it is so 
seldom that situations in life arrange themselves with 
dramatic propriety; and, after all, this vulgar necessity 
made the beginning of. the conversation easier. 

“That will be all right now,” said Jasper at length, as 
little tongues of flame began to shoot here and there. 

Marian said nothing, but seated herself and waited. 

“I came up to town yesterday,” Jasper began. “Of 
course we have had a great deal to do and think about. 
Miss Harrow has been very kind indeed to the girls; so 
have several of our old friends in Wattleborough. It 
was necessary to decide at once what Maud and Dora are 
going to do, and it is on their account that I have come 


to see you.” 
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The listener kept silence, with a face of sympathetic 
attention. 

“We have made up our minds that they may as well 
come to London. It’s a bold step; [’m by no means sure 
that the result will justify it. But I think they are per- 
haps right in wishing to try it.” 

“They will go on with literary work?’ 

‘Well, it’s our hope that they may be able to. Of 
course there’s no chance of their earning enough to live: 
upon for some time. But the matter stands like this. 
They have a trifling sum of money, on which, at a pinch, 
they could live in London for perhaps a year and a half. 
In that time they may find their way to a sort of income; 
at all events, the chances are that a year and a half hence I 
shall be able to help them to keep body and soul together.” 

The money of which he spoke was the debt owed to 
their father by William Milvain. In consequence of Mrs. 
Milvain’s pressing application half of this sum had at 
length been paid, and the remainder was promised in a 
year’s time, greatly to Jasper’s astonishment. In addi- 
tion, there would be the trifle realised by the sale of furni- 
ture, though most of this might have to go in payment of 
rent unless the house could be relet immediately. 

“They have made a good beginning,” said Marian. 

She spoke mechanically, for it was impossible to keep 
her thoughts under control. If Maud and Dora’came to 
live in London it might bring about a most important 
change in her life; she could scarcely imagine the happi- 
ness of having two such friends always near. On the 
other hand, how would it be regarded by her father? She 
was at a loss amid conflicting emotions. 

“It’s better than if they had done nothing at all,” Jas- 
per replied to her remark. ‘And the way they knocked 
that trifle together promises well. They did it very 
quickly, and in a far more workmanlike way than I should 
have thought possible.” 

“No doubt they share your own talent.” 

“Perhaps so. Of course I know that I have talent of 
a kind, though I don’t rate it very high. We shall have 
to see whether they can do anything more than mere book- 
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seller’s work; they are both very young, you know. 1 
think they may be able to write something that’ll do for 
The English Girl, and no doubt I can hit upon a second 
idea that will appeal to Jolly and Monk. At all events 
they'll have books within reach, and better opportunities 
every way than at Finden.” 

“How do their friends in the country think of it?” 

“Very dubiously ; but then what else was to be expected ? 
Of course, the respectable and intelligible path marked out 
for both of them points to a lifetime of governessing. But 
the girls have no relish for that; they’d rather do almost 
anything. We talked over all the aspects of the situation 
seriously enough—it is desperately serious, no doubt of 
that. I told them fairly all the hardships they would have 
to face—described the typical London lodgings, and so on. 
Still, there’s an adventurous vein in them, and they de- 
cided for the risk. If it came to the worst I suppose they 
could still find governess work.” 

“Let us hope better things.” 

“Yes. But now, I should have felt far more reluctant 
to let them come here in this way hadn’t it been that they 
regard you as a friend. To-morrow morning you will 
probably hear from one or both of them. Perhaps it 
would have been better if I had left them to tell you all 
this, but I felt 1 should like to see you and—put it in my 
own way. I think you’ll understand this feeling, Miss 
Yule. I wanted, in fact, to hear from yourself that you 
would be a friend to the poor girls.” 

“Oh, you already know that! I shall be so very glad to 
see them often.” 

Marian’s voice lent itself very naturally and sweetly to 
the expression of warm feeling. Emphasis was not her 
habit ; it only needed that she should put off her ordinary 
reserve, utter quietly the emotional thought which so sel- 
dom might declare itself, and her tones had an exquisite 
womanliness. 

Jasper looked full into her face. 

“Tn that case they won’t miss the comfort of home so 
much. Of course they will have to go into very modest 
lodgings indeed. I have already been looking about. I 
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should like to find rooms for them somewhere near my 
own place; it’s a decent neighbourhood, and the park is at 
hand, and then they wouldn’t be very far from you. They 
thought it might be possible to make a joint establishment 
with me, but I’m afraid that’s out of the question. The 
lodgings we should want in that case, everything consid- 
ered, would cost more than the sum of our expenses if we 
live apart. Besides, there’s no harm in saying that I don’t 
think we should get along very well together. We're all 
of us rather quarrelsome, to tell the truth, and we try 
each other’s tempers.” 

Marian smiled and looked puzzled. 

“Shouldn’t you have thought that?” 

“T have seen no signs of quarrelsomeness.” 

“T’m not sure that the worst fault is on my side. Why 
should one condemn oneself against conscience? Maud is 
perhaps the hardest to get along with. She has a sort of 
arrogance, an exaggeration of something I am quite aware 
of in myself. You have noticed that trait in me?” 

“Arrogance—I think not. You have self-confidence.” 

“Which goes into extremes now and then. But, putting 
myself aside, I feel pretty sure that the girls won’t seem 
quarrelsome to you; they would have to be very fractious 
indeed before that were possible.” 

“We shall continue to be friends, I am sure.” 

Jasper let his eyes wander about the room. 

“This is your father’s study ?” 

“Ves.” 

“Perhaps it would have seemed odd to Mr. Yule if I 
had come in and begun to talk to him about these purely 
private affairs. He knows me so very slightly. But, in 
calling here for the first time q 

An unusual embarrassment checked him. 

“I will explain to father your very natural wish to 
speak of these things,” said Marian, with tact. 

She thought uneasily of her mother in the next room. 
To her there appeared no reason whatever why Jasper 
should not be introduced to Mrs. Yule, yet she could not 
venture to propose it. Remembering her father’s last re- 
marks about Milvain in connection with Fadge’s magazine, 
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she must wait for distinct permission before offering the 
young man encouragement to repeat his visit. Perhaps 
there was complicated trouble in store for her; impossible 
to say how her father’s deep-rooted and rankling an- 
tipathies might affect her intercourse even with the two 
girls. But she was of independent years, she must be al- 
lowed the choice of her own friends. .The pleasure she 
had in seeing Jasper under this roof, in hearing him talk 
with such intimate friendliness, strengthened her to resist 
timid thoughts. 

“When will your sisters arrive?” she asked. 

“T think in a very few days. When I have fixed upon 
lodgings for them I must go back to Finden; then they 
will return with me as soon as we can get the house emp- 
tied. It’s rather miserable selling things one has lived 
among from childhood. A friend in Wattleborough will 
house for us what we really can’t bear to part with.” 

“Tt must be very sad,’ Marian murmured. 

“You know,” said the other suddenly, “that it’s my fault 
the girls are left in such a hard position?” 

Marian looked at him with startled eves. His tone was 
quite unfamiliar to her. 

“Mother had an annuity,” he continued. “It ended with 
her life, but if it hadn’t been for me she could have saved 
a good deal out of it. Until the last year or two I have 
earned nothing, and I have spent more than was strictly 
necessary. Well, I didn’t live like that in mere reckless- 
ness; I knew I was preparing myself for remunerative 
work. But it seems too bad now. I’m sorry for it. I 
wish I had found some way of supporting myself. The 
end of mother’s life was made far more unhappy than it 
need have been. I should like you to understand all this.” 

The listener kept her eyes on the ground. 

“Perhaps the girls have hinted it to you?” Jasper added. 

SNigg”’ 

“Selfishness—that’s one of my faults. It isn’t a brutal 
kind of selfishness; the thought of it often enough troubles 
me. If I were rich, I should be a generous and good man; 
I know I should. So would many another poor fellow 
whose worst features come out under hardship. This 
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isn’t a heroic type; of course not. I am a civilised man, 
that’s all.” 

Marian could say nothing. 

“You wonder why I am so impertinent as to talk about 
myself like this. I have gone through a good deal of 
mental pain these last few weeks, and somehow I can’t 
help showing you-something of my real thoughts. Just 
because you are one of the few people I regard with sin- 
cere respect. I don’t know you very well, but quite well 
enough to respect you. My sisters think of you in the 
same way. I shall do many a base thing in life, just to 
get money and reputation; I tell you this that you mayn’t- 
be surprised if anything of that kind comes to your ears. 
I can’t afford to live as I should like to.” 

She looked up at him with a smile. 

“People who are going to live unworthily don’t declare 
it in this way.” 

“T oughtn’t to; a few minutes ago I had no intention of 
saying such things. It means I am rather overstrung, I 
suppose; but it’s all true, unfortunately.” 

He rose, and began to run his eye along the shelves 
nearest to him. 

“Well, now I will go, Miss Yule.” 

Marian stood up as he approached. 

“Tt’s all very well,” he said smiling, “for me to en- 
courage my sisters in the hope that they may earn a liv- 
ing; but suppose I can’t even do it myself? It’s by no 
means certain that I shall make ends meet this year.” 

“You have every reason to hope, I think.” 

“T like to hear people say that, but it’ll mean savage 
work. When we were all at Finden last year, I told the 
girls that it would be another twelve months before I 
could support myself. Now I am forced to do it. And I 
don’t like work; my nature is lazy. I shall never write for 
writing’s sake, only to make money. All my plans and 
efforts will have money in view—all. I shan’t allow any- 
thing to come in the way of my material advancement.” 

“I wish you every success,” said Marian, without look- 
ing at him, and without a smile. 
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“Thank you. But that sounds too much like good-bye. 
I trust we are to be friends, for all that ?” 

“Indeed, I hope we may be.” 

They shook hands, and he went towards the door. But 
before opening it, he asked: 

“Did you read that thing of mine in The Current?” 

vies, did. 

“It wasn’t bad, I think?” 

“It seemed to me very clever.” 

“Clever—yes, that’s the word. It had a success, too. I 
have as good a thing half done for the April number, but 
I’ve felt too heavyhearted to go on with it. The girls shall 
let you know when they are in town.” 

Marian followed him into the passage, and watched 
him as he opened the front door. When it had closed, she 
went back into the study for a few moments before re- 
joining her mother. 


CHAPTER IX 
INVITA MINERVA 


AFTER all, there came a day when Edwin Reardon 
found himself regularly at work once more, ticking off his 
stipulated quantum of manuscript each four-and-twenty 
hours. He wrote a very small hand; sixty written slips of 
the kind of paper he habitually used would represent— 
thanks to the astonishing system which prevails in such 
matters: large type, wide spacing, frequency of blank 
pages—a passable three-hundred-page volume. On an 
average he could write four such slips a day; so here we 
have fifteen days for the volume, and forty-five for the 
completed book. 

Forty-five days; an eternity in the looking forward. 
Yet the calculation gave him a faint-hearted encourage- 
ment. At that rate he might have his book sold by Christ- 
mas. It would certainly not bring him a hundred pounds; 
seventy-five perhaps. But even that small sum would en- 
able him to pay the quarter’s rent, and then give him a 
short time, if only two or three weeks, of mental rest. If 
such rest could not be obtained all was at an end with him. 
He must either find some new means of supporting him- 
self and his family or—have done with life and its re- 
sponsibilities altogether. 

The latter alternative was often enough before him. He 
seldom slept for more than two or three consecutive hours 
in the night, and the time of wakefulness was often ter- 
rible. The various sounds which marked the stages from 
midnight to dawn had grown miserably familiar to him; 
worst torture to his mind was the chiming and striking of 
clocks. Two of these were in general audible, that of 
Marylebone parish church, and that of the adjoining work- 
house ; the latter always sounded several minutes after its 
ecclesiastical neighbour, and with a difference of note 
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which seemed to Reardon very appropriate—a thin, queru- 
lous voice, reminding one of the community it represented. 
After lying awake for awhile he would hear quarters 
sounding ; if they ceased before the fourth he was glad, 
for he feared to know what time it was. ‘If the hour was 
complete, he waited anxiously for its number. Two, three, 
even four, were grateful; there was still a long time be- 
fore he need rise and face the dreaded task, the horrible 
four blank slips of paper that had to be filled ere he might 
sleep again. But such restfulness was only for a moment; 
no sooner had the workhouse bell become silent than he 
began to toil in his weary imagination, or else, incapable 
of that, to vision fearful hazards of the future. The soft 
breathing of Amy at his side, the contact of her warm 
limbs, often filled him with intolerable dread. Even now 
he did not believe that Amy loved him with the old love, 
and the suspicion was like a cold weight at his heart that 
to retain even her wifely svmpathy, her wedded tender- 
ness, he must achieve the impossible. . 

The impossible; for he could no longer deceive himself 
with a hope of genuine success. If he earned a bare liv- 
ing, that would be the utmost. And with bare livelihood 
Amy would not, could not, be content. 

If he were to die a natural death it would be well for all. 
His wife and the child would be looked after; they could 
live with Mrs. Edmund Yule, and certainly it would not 
be long before Amy married again, this time a man of 
whose competency to maintain her there would be no 
doubt. His own behaviour had been cowardly selfishness. 
Oh yes, she had loved him, had been eager to believe in 
him. But there was always that voice of warning in his 
mind ; he foresaw—he knew 

And if he killed himself? Not here; no lurid horrors 
for that poor girl and her relatives; hut somewhere at a 
distance, under circumstances which would render the re- 
covery of his body difficult, yet would leave no doubt of 
his death. Would that, again, be cowardly? The oppo- 
site, when once it was certain that to live meant poverty 
and wretchedness. Amy’s grief, however sincere, would 
be but a short trial compared with what else might lie be- 
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fore her. The burden of supporting her and Willie would 
be a very slight one if she went to live in her mother’s 
house. He considered the whole matter night after night, 
until perchance it happened that sleep had pity upon him 
for an hour before the time of rising. 

Autumn ‘was passing into winter. Dark days, which 
were always an oppression to his mind, began to be fre- 
quent, and would soon succeed each other remorselessly. 
Well, if only each of them represented four written slips. 
_ Milvain’s advice to him had of course proved useless. 
The sensational title suggested nothing, or only ragged 
shapes of incomplete humanity that fluttered mockingly 
when he strove to fix them. But he had decided upon a 
story of the kind natural to him; a “thin” story, and one 
which it would be difficult to spin into three volumes. His 
own, at all events. The title was always a matter for head- 
racking when the book was finished; he had never yet 
chosen it before beginning. 

For a week he got on at the desired rate; then came 
once more the crisis he had anticipated. 

A familiar symptom of the malady which falls upon 
out-wearied imagination. There were floating in his mind 
five or six possible subjects for a book, all dating back to 
the time when he first began novel-writing, when. ideas 
came freshly to him. If he grasped desperately at one of 
these, and did his best to develop it, for a day or two he 
could almost content himself; characters, situations, lines 
of motive, were laboriously schemed, and he felt ready to 
begin writing. But scarcely had he done a chapter or two 
when all the structure fell into flatness. He had made a 
mistake. Not this story, but that other one, was what he 
should have taken. The other one in question, left out of 
mind for a time, had come back with a face of new possi- 
bility ; it invited him, tempted him to throw aside what he 
had already written. Good; now he was in more hopeful 
train. But a few days, and the experience repeated itself. 
No, not this story, but that third one, of which he had not 
thought for a long time. How could he have rejected so 
hopeful a subject? 

For months he had been living in this way; endless 
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circling, perpetual beginning, followed by frustration. A 
sign of exhaustion, it of course made exhaustion more 
complete. At times he was on the border-land of imbe- 
cility; his mind looked into a cloudy chaos, a shapeless 
whirl of nothings. He talked aloud to himself, not know- 
ing that he did so. Little phrases which indicated dolor- 
‘ously the subject of his preoccupation often escaped him 
in the street : “What could I make of that, now?” “Well, 
suppose I made him 2% “But no, that’ wouldn't do,” 
and so on. It had happened that he caught the eye of | 
someone passing fixed in surprise upon him; so young a 
man to be talking to himself in evident distress! 

The expected crisis came, even now that he was sav- 
agely determined to go on at any cost, to write, let the re- 
sult be what it would. His will prevailed. A day or two 
of anguish such as there is no describing to the inexperi- 
enced, and again he was dismissing slip after slip, a sigh 
of thankfulness at the completion of each one. It was a 
fraction of the whole, a fraction, a fraction. 

The ordering of his day was thus. At nine, after break- 
fast, he sat down to his desk, and worked till one. Then 
_came dinner, followed by a walk. Asa rule he could not 
allow Amy to walk with him, for he had to think over the 
-remainder of the day’s toil, and companionship would have 
been fatal. At about half-past three he again seated him- 
self, and wrote until half-past six, when he had a meal. 
Then once more to work from half-past seven to ten. 
Numberless were the experiments he had tried for the 
day’s division. The slightest interruption of the order for 
the time being put him out of gear; Amy durst not open 
his door to ask however necessary a question. 

Sometimes the three hours’ labour of a morning re- 
sulted in half a dozen lines, corrected into illegibility. His 
brain would not work; he could not recall the simplest 
synonyms; intolerable faults of composition drove him 
mad. He would write a sentence beginning thus: “She 
took a book with a look of -*? or thus: “A revision of 
this decision would have made him an object of derision.” 
Or, if the period were otherwise inoffensive, it ran in a 
rhythmic gallop which was torment to the ear. All this, in 
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spite of the fact that his former books had been noticeably 
good in style. He had an appreciation of shapely prose 
which made him scorn himself for the kind of stuff he was 
. now turning out. “I can’t help it; it must go; the time is 
passing.” ‘ 

Things were better, as a rule, in the evening. Occa- 
sionally he wrote a page with fluency which recalled his 
fortunate years; and then his heart gladdened, his hand 
trembled with joy. 

Description of locality, deliberate analysis of character 
or motive, demanded far too great an effort for his pres- 
ent condition. He kept as much as possible to dialogue; 
the space is filled so much more quickly, and at a pinch 
one can make people talk about the paltriest incidents of 
Like: 


There came an evening when he opened the door and 
called to Amy. 

“What is it?” she answered from the bedroom. “I’m 
busy with Willie.” 

“Come as soon as you are free.” 

In ten minutes she appeared. There was apprehension 
on her face; she feared he was going to lament his inabil- 
ity to work. Instead of that, he told her joyfully that the 
first volume was finished. 

“Thank goodness!” she exclaimed. “Are you going to 

“do any more to-night ?” 

“T think not—if you will come and sit with me.” 

“Willie doesn’t seem very well. He can’t get to sleep.” 

“You would like to stay with him ?” 

“A little while. I'll come presently.” 

She closed the door. Reardon brought a high-backed 
chair to the fireside, and allowed himself to forget the two 
volumes that had still to be struggled through, in a grate- 
ful sense of the portion that was achieved. In a few 
minutes it occurred to him that it would be delightful to 
read a scrap of the “Odyssey”; he went to the shelves on 
which were his classical books, took the desired volume, 
and opened it where Odysseus speaks to Nausicaa: 

“For never yet did I behold one of mortals like to thee, 
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neither man nor woman; I am awed as I look upon thee. 
In Delos once, hard by the altar of Apollo, I saw a young 
palm-tree shooting up with even such a grace.” 

Yes, yes; that was not written at so many pages a day, 
with a workhouse clock clanging its admonition at the 
poet’s ear. How it freshened the soul! How the eyes 
grew dim with a rare joy in the sounding of these nobly 
sweet hexameters ! 

Amy came into the room again. 

“Listen,” said Reardon, looking up at her with a bright 
smile. “Do you remember the first time that I read you 
this ?” 

And he turned the speech into free prose. Amy laughed. 

“T remember it well enough. We were alone in the 
drawing-room; I had told the others that they must make 
shift with the dining-room for that evening. And you 
pulled the book out of your pocket unexpectedly. I 
laughed at your habit of always carrying little books 
about.” 

The cheerful news had brightened her. If she had been 
summoned to hear lamentations her voice would not have 
rippled thus soothingly. Reardon thought of this, and it 
made him silent for a minute. 

“The habit was ominous,” he said, looking at her with 
an uncertain smile. “A practical literary man doesn’t do 
such things.” 

“Milvain, for instance. No.” 

With curious frequency she mentioned the name of Mil- 
vain. Her unconsciousness in doing so prevented Rear- 
don from thinking about the fact; still, he had noted it. 

“Did you understand the phrase slightingly ?” he asked. 

“Slightingly? Yes, a little, of course. It always has 
that sense on your lips, | think.” 

In the light of this answer he mused upon her readily- 
offered instance. True, he had occasionally spoken of 
Jasper with something less than respect, but Amy was not 
in the habit of doing so. 

“T hadn’t any such meaning just then,” he said, “I 
meant quite simply that my bookish habits didn’t promise 
much for my success as a novelist.” 
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“T see. But you didn’t think of it in that way at the 
time.” 

He sighed. 

“No, At least—no.” 

“At least what?” 

“Well, no; on the whole I had good hope.” 

Amy twisted her fingers together impatiently. _ 

“Edwin, let me tell you something. You are getting too 
fond of speaking in a discouraging way. Now, why 
should you do so? I don’t like it. It has one disagreeable 
effect on me, and that is, when people ask me about you, 
how you are getting on, I don’t quite know how to answer. 
They can’t help seeing that I am uneasy. I speak so dif- 
ferently from what I used to.” : 

“Do you, really ?” 

“Indeed I can’t help it. As I say, it’s very much your 
own fault.” : 

“Well, but granted that I am not of a very sanguine na- 
ture, and that I easily fall into gloomy ways of talk, what 
is Amy here for?’ 

nes; yes. .Dut . 

“But °” : 

“T am not here only to try and keep you it good spirits, 
am |?” 

She asked it prettily, with a smile like that of maiden- 
hood. 7 

“Heaven forbid! I oughtn’t to have put it in that abso- 
lute way. I was half joking, you know. But unfortu- 
nately it’s true that I can’t be as light-spirited as I could 
wish. Does that make you impatient with me?” 

“A little. I can’t help the feeling, and I ought to try to 
overcome it. But you must try on your side as well. Why 
should you have said that thing just now 2?” 

“You're quite right. It was needless.” 

“A few weeks ago I didn’t expect you to be cheerful. 
Things began to look about as bad as they could. But now 
that you’ve got a volume finished, there’s hope once more.” 

Hope? Of what quality? Reardon durst not say what 
rose in his thoughts. “A very small, poor hope. Hope of 
money enough to struggle through another half year, if in- 
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deed enough for that.” He had learnt that Amy was not 
to be told the whole truth about anything as he himself 
saw it. It was a pity. To the ideal wife a man speaks 
out all that is in him; she had infinitely rather share his 
full conviction than be treated as one from whom facts 
must be disguised. She says: “Let us face the worst and 
talk of it together, you and I.” No, Amy was not the 
ideal wife from that point of view. But the moment after 
this half-reproach had traversed his consciousness he con- 
demned himself, and looked with the joy of love into her 
clear eyes. : 

“Yes, there’s hope once more, my dearest. No more 
gloomy talk to-night! I have read you something, now 
you shall read something to me; it is a long time since I 
delighted myself with listening to you. What shall it be?” 

“I feel rather too tired to-night.” 

“Do you?” 

“T have had to look after Willie so much. But read me 
some more Homer; I| shall be very glad to listen.” 

Reardon reached for the book again, but not readily. 
His face showed disappointment. Their evenings together 
had never been the same since the birth of the child; 
- Willie was always an excuse—valid enough—for Amy’s 
feeling tired. The little boy had come between him and 
'the mother, as must always be the case in poor homes, 
most of all where the poverty is relative. Reardon could 
not pass the subject without a remark, but he tried to speak 
humorously. 

“There ought to be a huge public créche in London. It’s 
monstrous that an educated mother should have to be 
nursemaid.”’ 

“But you know very well I think nothing of that. A 
créche, indeed! No child of mine should go to any such 
place.” 

There it was. She grudged no trouble on behalf of the 
child. That was love; whereas But then maternal 
love was a mere matter of course. 

‘‘As soon as you get two or three hundred pounds for a 
book,” she added laughing, “there’ll be no need for me to 
give so much time.” 
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“Two or three hundred pounds!” He repeated it with 
a shake of the head. ‘Ah, if that were possible!’ 

“But that’s really a paltry sum. What would fifty 
novelists you could name say if they were offered three 
hundred pounds for a book? How much do you suppose 
even Markland got for his last?” 

“T)idn’t sell it at all, ten to one. Gets a royalty.” 

“Which will bring him five or six hundred pounds be- 
fore the book ceases to be talked of.” 

“Never mind. I’m sick of the word ‘pounds. 

eo am 1,” 

She sighed, commenting thus on her acquiescence. 

“But look, Amy. If I try to be cheerful in spite of 
natural dumps, wouldn’t it be fair for you to put aside 
thoughts of money?” ; 

“Yes. Read some Homer, dear. Let us have Odys- 
seus down in Hades, and Ajax stalking past him. Oh, I 
like that!’ 

So he read, rather coldly at first, but soon warming. 
Amy sat with folded arms, a smile on her lips, her brows 
knitted to the epic humour. In a few minutes it was as if 
no difficulties threatened their life. Every now and then 
Reardon looked up from his translating with a delighted 
laugh, in which Amy joined. 

When he had returned the book to the shelf he stepped 
behind his wife’s chair, leaned upon it, and put his cheek 
against hers. 

“Amy ?? 

= es, dear ?” 

“Do you still love me a little ?” 

“Much more than a little.” 

“Though I am sunk to writing a wretched pot-boiler ?” 

“Ts it so bad as all that?” 

‘“Confoundedly bad. I shall be ashamed to see it in 
print ; the proofs will be a martyrdom.” 

“Oh, but why? why ?” 

“Tt’s the best I can do, dearest. So you don’t love me 
enough to hear that calmly.” 

“If I didn’t love you, I might be calmer about it, Edwin. 
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It’s dreadful to me to think of what they will say in the 
reviews.” 

“Curse the reviews !” 

His mood had changed on the instant. He stood up 
with darkened face, trembling angrily. 

“T want you to. promise me something, Amy. You won’t 
read a single one of the notices unless it is forced upon 
your attention. Now, promise me that. Neglect them ab- 
solutely, as I do. They’re not worth a glance of your eyes. 
And I shan’t be able to bear it if I know you read all the 
contempt that will be poured on me.” 

“T’m sure I shall be glad enough to avoid it; but other 
people, our friends, read it. That’s the worst.” 

“You know that their praise would be valueless, so 
have strength to disregard the blame. Let our friends 
read and talk as much as they like. Can’t you console 
yourself with the thought that J am not contemptible, 
though I may have been forced to do poor work?” 

“People don’t look at it in that way.” 

“But, darling,’ he took her hands strongly in his own, 
“T want you to disregard other people. You and I are 
surely everything to each other? Are you ashamed of me, 
of me myself ?” 

“No, not ashamed of you. But I am sensitive to peo- 
ple’s talk and opinions.” 

“But that means they make you feel ashamed of me. 
What else?” 

There was silence. 

“Edwin, if you find you are unable to do good work, 
you mustn’t do bad. We must think of some other way of 
making a living.” 

“Have you forgotten that you urged me to write a trashy 
sensational story ?” 

She coloured and looked annoyed. 

“You misunderstood me. A sensational story needn’t be 
trash. And then, you know, if you had tried something 
entirely unlike your usual work that would have been ex- 
cuse enough if people had called it a failure.” 

“People! People!” 
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“We can’t live in solitude, Edwin, though really we are 
not far from it.” 

He did not dare to make any reply to this. Amy was 
so exasperatingly womanlike in avoiding the important 
issue to which he tried to confine her; another moment, 
and his tone would be that of irritation. So he turned 
away and sat down to his desk, as if he had some thought 
of resuming work. 

“Will you come and have some supper ?” Amy asked, 
rising. 

“T have been forgetting that to-morrow morning’s chap- 
ter has still to be thought out.” 

“Edwin, I can’t think this book will really be so poor. 
You couldn’t possibly give all this toil for no result.” 

“No; not if I were in sound health. But I am far from 
eles. 

“Come and have supper with me, dear, and think after- 
wards.” 

He turned and smiled at her. 

“T hope I shall never be able to resist an invitation from 
you, sweet.” 

The result of all this was, of course, that he sat down in 
anything but the right mood to his work next morning. 
Amy’s anticipation of criticism had made it harder than 
ever for him to labour at what he knew to be bad. And, 
as ill-luck would have it, in a day or two he caught his 
first winter’s cold. For several years a succession of in- 
fluenzas, sore-throats, lumbagoes, had tormented him from 
October to May; in planning his present work, and telling 
himself that it must be finished before Christmas, he had 
not lost sight of these possible interruptions. But he said 
to himself: “Other men have worked hard in seasons of 
illness; I must do the same.” All very well, but Reardon 
did not belong to the heroic class. A feverish cold now 
put his powers and resolution to the test. Through one 
hideous day he nailed himself to the desk—and wrote a 
quarter of a page. The next day Amy would not let him 
rise from bed; he was wretchedly ill. In the night he had 


a about his work deliriously, causing her no slight 
alarm. 
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“Tf this goes on,” she said to him in the morning, “you'll 
have brain fever. You must rest for two or three days.” 

“Teach me how to. I wish I could.” 

Rest had indeed become out of the question. For two 
days he could not write, but the result upon his mind was 
far worse than if he had been at the desk. He looked a 
haggard creature when he again sat down with the accus- 
tomed blank slip before him. 

The second volume ought to have been much easier 
work than the first; it proved far harder. Messieurs and 
mesdames the critics are wont to point out the weakness of 
second volumes ; they are generally right, simply because a 
story which would have made a tolerable book (the com- 
mon run of stories) refuses to fill three books. Reardon’s 
story was in itself weak, and this second volume had to 
consist almost entirely of laborious padding. If he wrote 
three slips a day he did well. 

And the money was melting, melting, despite Amy’s ef- 
forts at economy. She spent as little as she could; not a 
luxury came into their home; articles of clothing all but 
indispensable were left unpurchased. But to what pur- 
pose was all this? Impossible, now, that the book should 
be finished and sold before the money had all run out. 

At the end of November, Reardon said to his wife one 
morning : 

“To-morrow I finish the second volume.” 

“And in a week,” she replied, “we shan’t have a shilling 
left:” 

He had refrained from making inquiries, and Amy had 
forborne to tell him the state of things, lest it should bring 
him to a dead stop in his writing. But now they must 
needs discuss their position. 

“In three weeks I can get to the end,” said Reardon, 
with unnatural calmness. “Then I will go personally to 
the publishers, and beg them to advance me something on 
the manuscript before they have read it.” 

“Couldn’t you do that with the first two volumes?” 

“No, I can’t; indeed I can’t. The other thing will be 
bad enough; but to beg on an in-omplete book, and such a 
book—I can’t!” 
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There were drops on his forehead. 

“They would help you if they knew,” said Amy in a low 
voice. 

“Perhaps; I can’t say. They can’t help every: poor 
devil. No; I will sell some books. I can pick out fifty or 
sixty that I shan’t much miss.” 

Amy knew what a wrench this would be. The immi- 
nence of distress seemed to have softened her. 

“Edwin, let me take those two volumes to the publishers, 
and ask : 

“Heavens! no. That’s impossible. Ten to one you will 
be told that my work is of such doubtful value that they 
can’t offer even a guinea till the whole book has been con- 
sidered. I can’t allow you to go, dearest. This morning 
I'll choose some books that I can spare, and after dinner 
I'll ask a man to come and look at them. Don’t worry 
yourself; I can finish in three weeks, I’m sure I can. If 
I can get you three or four pounds you could make it do, 
couldn’t you?” 

“Ves.” 

She averted her face as she spoke. 

“You shall have that.’’ He still spoke very quietly. “If 
the books won't bring enough, there’s my watch—oh, lots 
of things.” 

He turned abruptly away, and Amy went on with her 
household work. 


CHAPTER X 


/ 


THE FRIENDS OF THE FAMILY 


Ir was natural that Amy should hint dissatisfaction with 
the loneliness in which her days were mostly spent. She 
had never lived in a large circle of acquaintances ; the nar- 
rowness of her mother’s means restricted the family to 
intercourse with a few old friends and such new ones as 
were content with tea-cup entertainment; but her tastes 
were social, and the maturing process which followed upon 
her marriage made her more conscious of this than she had 
been before. Already she had allowed her husband to un- 
derstand that one of her strongest motives in marrying 
him was the belief that he would achieve distinction. At 
the time she doubtless thought of his coming fame only— 
or principally—as it concerned their relations to each 
other ; her pride in him was to be one phase of her love. 
Now she was well aware that no degree of distinction in 
her husband would be of much value to her unless she had 
the pleasure of witnessing its effect upon others; she must 
shine with reflected light before an admiring assembly. 

The more conscious she became of this requirement of 
her nature, the more clearly did she perceive that her hopes 
had been founded on an error. Reardon would never be a 
great man; he would never even occupy a prominent place 
in the estimation of the public. The two things, Amy 
knew, might be as different as light and darkness; but in 
the grief of her disappointment she would rather have 
had him flare into a worthless popularity than flicker down 
into total extinction, which it almost seemed was to be his 
fate. She knew so well how “people” were talking of him 
and her. Even her unliterary acquaintances under- 
stood that Reardon’s last novel had been anything but suc- 
cessful, and they must of course ask each other how the 
Reardons were going to live if the business of nevel-writ- 
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ing proved unremunerative. Her pride took offence at the 
mere thought of such conversations. Presently she would 
become an object of pity; there would be talk of “poor 
Mrs. Reardon.” It was intolerable. 

So during the last half year she had withheld as much © 
as possible from the intercourse which might have been 
one of her chief pleasures. And to disguise the true cause 

_she made pretences which were a satire upon her state of 
mind—alleging that she had devoted herself to a serious 
course of studies, that the care of house and child occu- 
pied all the time she could spare from her intellectual pur- 
suits. The worst of it was, she had little faith in the 
efficacy of these fictions; in uttering them she felt an un- 
pleasant warmth upon her cheeks, and it was not difficult 
to detect a look of doubt in the eyes of the listener. She - 
grew angry with herself for being dishonest, and with her 
husband for making such dishonesty needful. 

The female friend with whom she had most trouble was 
Mrs. Carter. You remember that on the occasion of 
Reardon’s first meeting with his future wife, at the Gros- 
venor Gallery, there were present his friend Carter and a 
young lady who was shortly to bear the name of that 
spirited young man. The Carters had now been married 
about a year; they lived in Bayswater, and saw much of a 
certain world which imitates on a lower plane the amuse- 
ments and affectations of society proper. Mr. Carter was 
still secretary to the hospital where Reardon had once 
earned his twenty shillings a week, but by voyaging in the 
seas of charitable enterprise he had come upon supple- 
mentary sources of income; for instance, he held the post 
of secretary to the Barclay Trust, a charity whose mod- 
erate funds were largely devoted to the support of gentle- 
men engaged in administering it. This young man, with 
his air of pleasing vivacity, had early ingratiated himself 
with the kind of people who were likely to be of use to 
him; he had his reward in the shape of offices which are 
only procured through private influence. His wife was a 
good-natured, lively, and rather clever girl: she had a 
genuine regard for Amy, and much respect for Reardon. 
Her ambition was to form a circle of distinctly intellectual 
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acquaintances, and she was constantly inviting the Rear- 
dons to her house; a real live novelist is not easily drawn 
into the world where Mrs. Carter had her being, and it 
annoyed her that all attempts to secure Amy and her hus- 
«band for five o’clock teas and small parties had of late 
failed. 

On the afternoon when Reardon had visited a second- 
hand bookseller with a view of raising money—he was 
again shut up in his study, dolorously at work—Amy was 
disturbed by the sound of a visitor’s rat-tat ; the little serv- 
ant went to the door, and returned followed by Mrs. 
Carter. 

Under the best of circumstances it was awkward to re- 
ceive any but intimate friends during the hours when 
Reardon sat at his desk. The little dining-room (with its 
screen to conceal the kitchen range) offered nothing 
more than homely comfort; and then the servant had to 
be disposed of by sending her into the bedroom to take 
care of Willie. Privacy, in the strict sense, was impossi- 
ble, for the servant might listen at the door (one room 
led out of the other) to all the conversation that went on; 
yet Amy could not request her visitors to speak in a low 
tone. For the first year these difficulties had not been 

_ felt; Reardon made a point of leaving the front room at 
his wife’s disposal from three to six; it was only when 
dread of the future began to press upon them that he sat 
in the study all day long. You see how complicated were 
the miseries of the situation; one torment involved an- 
other, and in every quarter subjects of discontent were 
multiplied. 

Mrs. Carter would have taken it ill had she known that 
Amy did not regard her as strictly an intimate. They ad- 
dressed each other by their Christian names, and conversed 
without ceremony; but Amy was always dissatisfied when 
the well-dressed young woman burst with laughter and 
animated talk into this abode of concealed poverty. Edith 
was not the kind of person with whom one can quarrel; 
she had a kind heart, and was never disagreeably preten- 
tious. Had circumstances allowed it, Amy would have 
given frank welcome to such friendship; she would have 
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been glad to accept as many invitations as Edith chose to 
offer. But at present it did her harm to come in contact 
with Mrs. Carter; it made her envious, cold to her hus- 
band, resentful against fate. 

“Why can’t she leave me alone?” was the thought that . 
rose in her mind as Edith entered. “I shall let her see 
that I don’t want her here.” 

“Your husband at work?” Edith asked, with a glance in 
the direction of the study, as soon as they had exchanged 
kisses and greetings. 

“Yes, he is busy.” 

“And you are sitting alone, as usual. I feared you 
might be out; an afternoon of sunshine isn’t to be neg- 
lected at this time of year.” 

“Ts there sunshine?” Amy inquired coldly. 

“Why, look! Do you mean to say you haven’t noticed 
it? What a comical person you are sometimes! I sup- 
pose you have been over head and ears in books all day. 
How is Willie?” 

“Very well, thank you.” 

“Mayn’t I see him?” 

“Tf you like.” 

Amy stepped to the bedroom door and bade the servant 
bring Willie for exhibition. Edith, who as yet had no 
child of her own, always showed the most flattering ad- 
miration of this infant; it was so manifestly sincere that 
the mother could not but be moved to a grateful friendli- 
ness whenever she listened to its expression. Even this 
afternoon the usual effect followed when Edith had made ~ 
a pretty and tender fool of herself for several minutes. 
Amy bade the servant make tea. 

At this moment the door from the passage opened, and 
Reardon looked in. 

“Well, if this isn’t marvellous!’ cried Edith. “I should 
as soon have expected the heavens to fall!” 

“As what?” asked Reardon, with a pale smile. 

“As you to show yourself when I am here.” 

“T should like to say that I came on purpose to see you, 
Mrs. Carter, but it wouldn’t be true. I’m going out for 
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an hour, so that you can take possession of the other room 
if you like, Amy.” 

“Going out?” said Amy, with a look of surprise. 

“Nothing—nothing. I mustn’t stay.” 

He just inquired of Mrs. Carter how her husband was, 
and withdrew. The door of the flat was heard to close 
after him. 

“Let us go into the study, then,” said Amy, again in 
rather a cold voice. 

On Reardon’s desk were lying slips of blank paper, 
Edith, approaching on tiptoe with what was partly make- 
believe, partly genuine, awe, looked at the literary appara- 
tus, then turned with a laugh to her friend. 

“How delightful it must be to sit down and write about 
people one has invented! Ever since I have known you 
and Mr. Reardon I have been tempted to try if I couldn’t 
write a story.” 

“Have you?” 

“And I’m sure I don’t know how you can resist the 
temptation. I feel sure you could write books almost as 
clever as your husband’s.” 

“T have no intention of trying. 

“You don’t seem very well to-day, Amy.” 

“Qh, I think I am as well as usual.” 

She guessed that her husband was once more brought to 
a stand-still, and this darkened her humour again. 

“One of my reasons for coming,” said Edith, “was to 
beg and entreat and implore you and Mr. Reardon to dine 
with us next Wednesday. Now don’t put on such a severe 
face! Are you engaged that evening?” 

“Yes; in the ordinary way. Edwin can’t possibly leave 
his work.” 

“But for one poor evening! It’s such ages since we 
saw you.” 

“T’m very sorry. I don’t think we shall ever be able to 
accept invitations in future.” 

Amy spoke thus at the prompting of a sudden impulse. 
A minute ago, no such definite declaration was in her 


mind. 


9 


144 NEW GRUB SEREET 


“Never?” exclaimed Edith. “But why? Whatever do 
you mean?” 

“We find that social engagements consume too much 
time,” Amy replied, her explanation just as much of an 
impromptu as the announcement had been. “You see, one 
must either belong to society or not. Married people can’t 
accept an occasional invitation from friends and never do 
their social duty in return. We have decided to withdraw 
altogether—at all events for the present. I shall see no 
one except my relatives.” r 

Edith listened with a face of astonishment. 

“You won’t even see mc?” she exclaimed. 

“Indeed I have no wish to lose your friendship. Yet I 
am ashamed to ask you to come here when I can never 
return your visits.” 

“Oh, please don’t put it in that way! But it seems so 
very strange.” 

Edith could not help conjecturing the true ‘significance 
of this resolve. But, as is commonly the case with people 
in easy circumstances, she found it hard to beheve that her 
friends were so straitened as to have a difficulty in sup- 
porting the ordinary obligations of a civilised state. 

“T know how precious your husband’s time is,” she 
added, as if to remove the effect of her last remark. 
“Surely there’s no harm in my saying—we know each 
other well enough—you wouldn’t think it necessary to de- 
vote an evening to entertaining us just because you had 
given us the pleasure of your company. I put it very 
stupidly, but I’m sure you understand me, Amy. Don’t 
refuse just to come to our house now and then.” 

“I’m afraid we shall have to be consistent, Edith.” 

“But do you think this is a wise thing to do?” 

“Wiase 2” 

a Y ou know what you once told me, about how neces- 
sary it was for a novelist to study all sorts of people. 
How can Mr. Reardon do this if he shuts himself up in 
the house? I should have thought he would find it neces- 
sary to make new acquaintances.” 

“As I said,” returned Amy, “it won’t be always like this. 
For the present, Edwin has quite enough ‘material.’ ” 
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She spoke distantly; it irritated her to have to invent 
excuses for the sacrifice she had just imposed on herself. 
Edith sipped the tea which had been offered her, and for a 
minute kept silence. ° 

“When will Mr. Reardon’s next book be published?” 
she asked at length. 

“I’m sure I don’t know. Not before the spring.” 

“T shall look so anxiously for it. Whenever I meet new 
people I always turn the conversation to novels, just for 
the sake of asking them if they know your husband’s 
books.” 

She laughed merrily. 

“Which is seldom the case, I should think,” said Amy 
with a smile of indifference. 

“Well, my dear, you don’t expect ordinary novel-read- 
ers to know about Mr. Reardon. I wish my acquaintances 
were a better kind of people; then, of course, I should 
hear of his books more often. But one has to make the 
best of such society as offers. If you and your husband 
forsake me, I shall feel it a sad loss; I shall indeed.” 

Amy gave a quick glance at the speaker’s face. 

“Oh, we must be friends just the same,” she said, more 
naturally than she had spoken hitherto. “But don’t ask us 
to come and dine just now. All through this winter we 
shall be very busy, both of us. Indeed, we have decided 
not to accept any invitations at all.” 

“Then, so long as you let me come here now and then, 
I must give in. I promise not to trouble you with any 
more complaining. But how you can live such a life I 
don’t know. I consider myself more of a reader than 
women generally are, and I should be mortally offended if 
anyone called me frivolous; but I must have a good deal 
of society. Really and truly, I can’t live without it.” 

“No?” said Amy, with a smile which meant more than 
Edith could interpret. It seemed slightly condescending. 

“There’s no knowing; perhaps if I had married a lit- 
erary man She paused, smiling and musing. “But 
then I haven’t, you see.” She laughed. “Albert is any- 
thing but a bookworm, as you know.” 

“You wouldn’t wish him to be.” 
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“Oh no! Not a bookworm. To be sure, we suit each 
other very well indeed. He likes society just as much as 
I do. It would be the death of him if he didn’t spend 
three-quarters of every day with lively people.” 

“That’s rather a large portion. But then you count 
yourself among the lively ones.” 

They exchanged looks, and laughed together. 

“Of course you think me rather silly to want to talk so 
much with silly people,’ Edith went on. .“But then there’s 
generally some amusement to be got, you know. I don’t 
take life quite so seriously as you do. People are people 
after all; it’s good fun to see how they live and hear how 
they talk.” 

Amy felt that she was playing a sorry part. She thought 
of sour grapes, and of the fox who had lost his tail. Worst - 
of all, perhaps Edith suspected the truth. She began to 
make inquiries about common acquaintances, and fell into 
an easier current of gossip. 

A quarter of an hour after the visitor’s departure Rear- 
don came back. Amy had guessed aright; the necessity 
of selling his books weighed upon him so that for the pres- 
ent he could do nothing. The evening was spent gloomily, 
with very little conversation. 

Next day came the bookseller to make his inspection. 
Reardon had chosen out and ranged upon a table nearly 
a hundred volumes. With a few exceptions they had been 
purchased second-hand. The tradesman examined them 
rapidly. 

“What do you ask?” he inquired, putting his head aside. 

“T prefer that you should make an offer,’ Reardon re- 
plied, with the helplessness of one who lives remote from 
traffic. 

“T can’t say more than two pounds ten.” 

“That is at the rate of sixpence a volume iat 

“To me that’s about the average value of books like 
these.” 

Perhaps the offer was a fair one; perhaps it was not. 
Reardon had neither time nor spirit to test the possibili- 


ties of the market; he was ashamed to betray his need by 
higgling. 
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“T’ll take it,” he said, in a matter-of-fact voice. 

A messenger was sent for the books that afternoon. 
He stowed them skilfully in two bags and carried them 
downstairs to a cart that was waiting. 

Reardon looked at the gaps left on his shelves. Many 
of those vanished volumes were dear old friends to him; 
he could have told you where he had picked them up and 
when; to open them recalled a past moment of intellectual 
growth, a mood of hope or despondency, a stage of strug- 
gle. In most of them his name was written, and there were 
often pencilled notes in the margin. Of course he had 
chosen from among the most valuable he possessed; such 
a multitude must else have been sold to make this sum of 
two pounds ten. Books are cheap, you know. At need, 
one can buy a Homer for fourpence, a Sophocles for six- 
pence. It was not rubbish that he had accumulated at so 
small expenditure, but the library of a poor student— 
battered bindings, stainéd pages, supplanted editions. He 
loved his books, but there was something he loved more, 
and when Amy glanced at him with eyes of sympathy he 
broke into a cheerful laugh. 

“T’m only sorry they have gone for so little. Tell me 
when the money is nearly at an end again, and you shall 
have more. It’s all right ; the novel will be done soon.” 
And that night he worked until twelve o’clock, doggedly, 
fiercely. 

The next day was Sunday. Asa rule he made it a day 
of rest, and almost perforce, for the depressing influence 
of Sunday in London made work too difficult. Then, it 
was the day on which he either went to see his own par- 
ticular friends or was visited by them. 

“Do you expect anyone this evening?’ Amy inquired. 

“Biffen will look in, I dare say. Perhaps Milvain.” 

“T think I shall take Willie to mother’s. I shall be back 
before eight.” 

“Amy, don’t say anything about the books.” 

“No, no.” 

“I suppose they always ask you when we think of re- 
moving over the way?” 

He pointed in a direction that suggested Marylebone 
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Workhouse. Amy tried to laugh, but a woman with a 
child in her arms has no keen relish for such jokes. 

“T don’t talk to them about our affairs,” she said. 

“That’s best.” 

She left home about three o’clock, the servant going 
with her to carry the child. 

At five a familiar knock sounded through the flat; it 
was a heavy rap followed by half a dozen light ones, like a 
reverberating echo, the last stroke scarcely audible. Rear- 
don laid down his book, but kept his pipe in his mouth, 
and went to the door. A tall, thin man stood there, with 
a slouch hat and long grey overcoat. He shook hands 
silently, hung his hat in the passage, and came forward 
into the study. 

His name was Harold Biffen, and, to judge from his | 
appearance, he did not belong to the race of common mor- 
tals. His excessive meagreness would all but have quali- 
fied him to enter an exhibition im the capacity of living 
skeleton, and the garments which hung upon this frame- 
work would perhaps have sold for three and sixpence at 
an old clothes dealer’s. But the man was superior to 
these accidents of flesh and raiment. He had a fine 
face: large, gentle eyes, nose slightly aquiline, small and 
delicate mouth. Thick black hair fell to his coat-collar; he 
wore a heavy moustache and a full beard. In his gait 
there was a singular dignity; only a man of cultivated 
mind and graceful character could move and stand as 
he did. 

His first act on entering the room was to take from his 
pocket a pipe, a pouch, a little tobacco-stopper, and a box 
of matches, all of which he arranged carefully on a cor- 
ner of the central table. Then he drew forward a chair 
and seated himself. 

“Take your top-coat off,’ said Reardon. 

“Thanks, not this evening.” 

“Why the deuce not?’ 

“Not this evening, thanks.” 

The reason, as soon as Reardon sought for it, was 
obvious. Biffen had no ordinary coat beneath the other. 
To have referred to this fact°would have been indelicate ; 
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the novelist of course understood it, and smiled, but with 
no mirth. 

“Let me have your Sophocles,” were the visitor’s next 
words. 

Reardon offered him a volume of the Oxford Pocket 
Classics. 

“T prefer the Wunder, please.” 

“It’s gone, my boy.” 

“Gone ?” 

“Wanted a little cash.” 

Biffen uttered a sound in which remonstrance and sym- 
pathy were blended. 

“Y’m sorry to hear that; very sorry. Well, this must 
do. ~ Now, I want to know how you scan this chorus in 
the“Cedipus Rex.’ ” 

Reardon took the volume, considered, and began to 
read aloud with metric emphasis. 

“Choriambics, eh?” cried the other. “Possible, of 
course ; but treat them as Jonics a minore with an anacrusis, 
and see if they don’t go better.” 

He involved himself in terms of pedantry, and with 
such delight that his eyes gleamed. Having delivered a 
technical lecture, he began to read in illustration, pro- 
ducing quite a different effect from that of the rhythm as 
given by his friend. And the reading was by no means 
that of a pedant, rather of a poet. 

For half an hour the two men talked Greek metres as 
if they lived in a world where the only hunger known 
could be satisfied by grand or sweet cadences. 

They had first met in an amusing way. Not long after 
the publication of his book “On Neutral Ground” Rear- 
don was spending a week at Hastings. A rainy day drove 
him to the circulating library, and as he was looking along 
the shelves for something readable a voice near at hand 
asked if he had anything “by Edwin Reardon.” The 
novelist turned in astonishment; that any casual mortal 
should inquire for his books seemed incredible. Of course 
there was nothing by that author in the library, and he 
who had asked the question walked out again. On the 
morrow Reardon encountered this same man at a lonely 
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part of the shore; he looked at him, and spoke a word or 
two of common civility; they got into conversation, with 
the result that Edwin told the story of yesterday. The 
stranger introduced himself as Harold Biffen, an author ~ 
in a small way, and a teacher whenever he could get 
pupils; an abusive review had interested him in Reardon’s 
novels, but as yet he knew nothing of them but the names. 

Their tastes were found to be in many respects sym- 
pathetic, and after returning to London they saw each 
other frequently. Biffen was always in dire poverty, and 
lived in the oddest places; he had seen harder trials than 
even Reardon himself. The teaching by which he partly 
lived was of a kind quite unknown to the respectable 
tutorial world. In these days of examinations, numbers 
of men in a poor fashion—clerks chiefly—conceive a hope ~ 
that by “passing” this, that, or the other formal test they 
may open for themselves a new career. Not a few such 
persons nourish preposterous ambitions; there are ware- 
house clerks privately preparing (without any means or 
prospect of them) for a call to the Bar, drapers’ assistants 
who “go in” for the preliminary examination of the Col- 
lege of Surgeons, and untaught men innumerable who de- 
sire to procure enough show of education to be eligible 
for a curacy. Candidates of this stamp frequently ad- 
vertise in the newspapers for cheap tuition, or answer ad- 
vertisements which are intended to appeal to them; they 
pay from sixpence to half a crown an hour—rarely as 
much as the latter sum. Occasionally it happened that 
Harold Biffen had three or four such pupils in hand, and 
extraordinary stories he could draw from his large ex- 
perience in this sphere. 

Then as to his authorship——But shortly after the dis- 
cussion of Greek metres he fell upon the subject of his 
literary projects, and, by no means for the first time, 
developed the theory on which he worked. 

“I have thought of a new way of putting it. What 
I really aim at is an absolute realism in the sphere of the 
ignobly decent. The field, as I understand it, is a new 
one; I don’t know any writer who has treated ordinary 
vulgar life with fidelity and seriousness. Zola writes de- 
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liberate tragedies; his vilest figures become heroic from 
the place they will fill in a strongly imagined drama. I 
want to deal with the essentially unheroic, with the day-to- 
day life of that vast majority of people who are at the 
mercy of paltry circumstance. Dickens understood the 
possibility of such work, but his tendency to melodrama 
on the one hand, and his humour on the other, prevented 
him from thinking of it. An instance, now. As I came 
along by Regent’s Park half an hour ago a man and a girl 
were walking close in front of me, love-making; I passed 
them slowly and heard a good deal of their talk—it was 
part. of the situation that they should pay no heed to a 
stranger’s proximity. Now, such a love-scene as that has 
absolutely never been written down; it was entirely de- 
cent, yet vulgar to the mth power. Dickens would have 
made it ludicrous—a gross injustice. Other men who 
deal with low-class life would perhaps have preferred 
idealising 1t—an absurdity. For my own part, I am going 
to reproduce it verbatim, without one single impertinent 
suggestion of any point of view save that of honest re- 
porting. The result will be something unutterably tedious. 
Precisely. That is the stamp of the ignobly decent life. 
If it were anything but tedious it would be untrue. I 
_ speak, of course, of its effect upon the ordinary reader.” 

“T couldn’t do it,” said Reardon. 

“Certainly you couldn’t. You—well, you are a psy- 
chological realist in the sphere of culture. You are im- 
patient of vulgar circumstances.” 

“In a great measure because my life has been martyred 
by them.” 

“And for that very same reason J delight in them,” 
cried Biffen. ‘You are repelled by what has injured you; 
I am attracted by it. This divergence is very interesting ; 
but for that, we should have resembled each other so 
closely. You know that by temper we are rabid idealists, 
both of us.” 

' “T suppose so.” 

“But let me go on. I want, among other things, to 
insist upon the fateful power of trivial incidents. No one 
has yet dared to do this seriously. It has often been done 
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in farce, and that’s why farcical writing so often makes 
one melancholy. You know my stock instances of the kind 
of thing I mean. There was poor Allen, who lost the 
most valuable opportunity of his life because he hadn’t a 
clean shirt to put on; and Williamson, who would prob- 
ably have married that rich girl but for the grain of dust 
that got into his eye and made him unable to say or do 
anything at the critical moment.” 

Reardon burst into a roar of laughter. 

“There you are!” cried Biffen, with friendly annoy- 
ance. “You take the conventional view. If you wrote of 
these things you would represent them as laughable.” 

“They are laughable,” asserted the other, “however seri- 
ous to the persons concerned. The mere fact of grave 
issues in life depending on such paltry things is mon- 
strously ludicrous. Life is a huge farce, and the advantage 
of possessing a sense of humour is that it enables one to 
defy fate with mocking laughter.” 

“That’s all very well, but it isn’t an original view. I 
am not lacking in sense of humour, but I prefer to treat 
these aspects of life from an impartial standpoint. The 
man who laughs takes the side of a cruel omnipotence, if 
one can imagine such a thing. I want to take no side at 
all; simply to say, Look, this is the kind of thing that 
happens.” 

“T admire your honesty, Biffen,” said Reardon, sighing. 
“You will never sell work of this kind, yet you have the 
courage to go on with it because you believe in it.” 

“T don’t know; I may perhaps sell it some day.” 

“Tn the meantime,” said Reardon, laying down his pipe, 
“suppose we eat a morsel of something. I’m rather hun- 
ive 

In the early days of his marriage Reardon was wont to 
offer the friends who looked in on Sunday evening a 
substantial supper ; by degrees the meal had grown simpler, 
until now, in the depth of his poverty, he made no pretence 
of hospitable entertainment. It was only because he knew 
that Biffen as often as not had nothing whatever to eat 
that he did not hesitate to offer him a slice of bread and 
butter and a cup of tea. They went into the back room, 
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and over the Spartan fare continued to discuss aspects of 
fiction. 

“TI shall never,” said Biffen, “write anything like a 
dramatic scene. Such things do happen in life, but so 
very rarely that they are nothing to my purpose. Even 
when they happen, by-the-by, it is in a shape that would 
be useless to the ordinary novelist; he would have to cut 
away this circumstance, and add that. Why? I should 
like to know. Such conventionalism results from stage 
necessities. Fiction hasn’t yet outgrown the influence of 
the stage on which it originated. Whatever a man writes 
for effect is wrong and bad.” 

“Only in your view. There may surely exist such a 
thing as the art of fiction.” 

“It is worked out. We must have a rest from it. You, 
now—the best things you have done are altogether in con- 
flict with novelistic conventionalities. It was because that 
blackguard review of ‘On Neutral Ground’ clumsily hinted 
this that I first thought of you with interest. No, no; 
let us copy life. When the man and woman are to meet 
for a great scene of passion, let it all be frustrated by one 
or other of them having a bad cold in the head, and so on. 
Let the pretty girl get a disfiguring pimple on her nose 
just before the ball at which she is going to shine. Show 
the numberless repulsive features of common decent life. 
Seriously, coldly; not a hint of facetiousness, or the thing 
becomes different.” 

About eight o’clock Reardon heard his wife’s knock at 
the door. On opening, he saw not only Amy and the 
servant, the latter holding Willie in her arms, but with 
them Jasper Milvain. 

“T have been at Mrs. Yule’s,’ Jasper explained as he 
came in. “Have you anyone here?” 

“Biffen.” 

“Ah, then we’ll discuss realism.” 

“That’s over for the evening. Greek metres also.” 

“Thank Heaven!” 

The three men seated themselves with joking and laugh- 
ter, and the smoke of their pipes gathered thickly in the 
little room. It was half an hour before Amy joined them. 
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Tobacco was no disturbance to her, and she enjoyed the 
kind of talk that was held on these occasions; but it an- 
noyed her that she could no longer play the hostess at a 
merry supper-table. 

“Why ever are you sitting in your overcoat, Mr. 
Biffen?” were her first words when she entered. 

“Please excuse me, Mrs. Reardon. It happens to be 
more convenient this evening.” 

She was puzzled, but a glance from her husband warned 
her not to pursue the subject. : 

Biffen always behaved to Amy with a sincerity of re- 
spect which had made him a favourite with her. To him, 
poor fellow, Reardon seemed supremely blessed. That a 
struggling man of-letters should have been able to marry, 
and such a wife, was miraculous in Biffen’s eyes. A 
woman’s love was to him the unattainable ideal; already 
thirty-five years old, he had no prospect of ever being 
rich enough to assure himself a daily dinner ; marriage was 
wildly out of the question. Sitting here, he found it very 
difficult not to gaze at Amy with uncivil persistency. Sel- 
dom in his life had he conversed with educated women, 
and the sound of this clear voice was always more de- 
lightful to him than any music. 

Amy took a place near to him, and talked in her most 
charming way of such things as she knew interested him. 
Biffen’s deferential attitude as he listened and replied was 
in strong contrast with the careless ease which marked 
Jasper Milvain. The realist would never smoke in Amy’s 
presence, but Jasper puffed jovial clouds even whilst she 
was conversing with him, 

“Whelpdale came to see me last night,’ remarked Mil- 
vain, presently. “His novel is refused on all hands. He 
talks of earning a living as a commission agent for some 
sewing-machine people.” 

“T can’t understand how his book should be positively 
refused,” said Reardon. “The last wasn’t altogether a 
failure.” 

“Very nearly. And this one consists of nothing but a 
series of conversations between two people. It is really a 
dialogue, not a novel at all. He read me some twenty 
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pages, and I no longer wondered that he couldn’t sell it.” 

“Oh, but it has considerable merit,” put in Biffen. “The 
talk is remarkably true.” 

“But what’s the good of talk that leads to nothing?” 
protested Jasper. 

“It’s a bit of real life.” 

“Yes, but it has no market value. You may write what 
you like, so long as people are willing to read you. Whelp- 
dale’s a clever fellow, but he can’t hit a practical line.” 

_. “Like some other people I have heard of,” said Rear- 
don, laughing. 

“But the odd thing is, that he always strikes one as 
practical-minded. Don’t you feel that, Mrs. Reardon?” 

He and Amy talked for a few minutes, and Reardon, 
seemingly lost in meditation, now and then observed them 
from the corner of his eye. 

At eleven o’clock husband and wife were alone again. 

“You don’t mean to say,” exciaimed Amy, “that Biffen 
has sold his coat?” 

“Or pawned it.” 

“But why not the overcoat?” 

“Partly, I should think, because it’s the warmer of the 
two; partly, perhaps, because the other would fetch more.” 

“That poor man will die of starvation some day, Ed- 
| win.” 

“T think it is not impossible.” ‘ 

“T hope you gave him something to eat?” 

“Oh yes. But I could see he didn’t like to take as 
much as he wanted. I don’t think of him with so much 
pity as I used to; that’s a result of suffering oneself.” 

Amy set her lips and sighed. 


CHAPTERexd 
RESPITE 


Tue last volume was written in fourteen days. In this 
achievement Reardon rose almost to heroic pitch, for he 
had much to contend with beyond the mere labour of 
composition. Scarcely had he begun when a sharp attack 
of lumbago fell upon him; for two or three days it was 
torture to support himself at the desk, and he moved about 
like a cripple. Upon this ensued headaches, sore-throat, 
general enfeeblement. And before the end of the fort- 
night it was necessary to think of raising another small 
sum of money; he took his watch to the pawnbroker’s 
(you can imagine that it would not stand as security for 
much), and sold a few more books. All this notwithstand- 
ing, here was. the novel at length finished. When he had 
written “The End” he lay back, closed his eyes, and let 
time pass in blankness for a quarter of an hour. 

It remained to determine the title. But his brain re- 
fused another effort; after a few minutes’ feeble search 
he simply took the name of the chief female character, 
Margaret Home. That must do for the book. Already, 
with the penning of the last word, all its scenes, per- 
sonages, dialogues had slipped away into oblivion; he 
knew and cared nothing more about them. 

“Amy, you will have to correct the proofs for me. 
Never as long as I live will I look upon a page of this 
accursed novel. It has all but killed me.” 

“The point is,” replied Amy, “that here we have it 
complete. Pack it up and take it to the publishers’ to- 
morrow morning.” 

“T will.” 

“And—you will ask them to advance you a few pounds ?” 

sf must: - 

But that undertaking was almost as hard to face as a 
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re-writing of the last volume would have been. Reardon 
had such superfluity of sensitiveness that, for his own 
part, he would far rather have gone hungry than ask for 
money not legally his due. To-day there was no choice. 
In the ordinary course of business it would be certainly 
a month before he heard the publishers’ terms, and per- 
haps the Christmas season might cause yet more delay. 
Without borrowing, he could not provide for the expenses. 
of more than another week or two. 

His parcel under his arm, he entered the ground-floor 
office, and desired to see that member of the firm with 
whom he had previously had personal relations. This 
gentleman was not in town; he would be away for a few 
days. Reardon left the manuscript, and came out into 
the street again. 

He crossed, and looked up at the publishers’ windows 
from the opposite payement. “Do they suspect in what 
wretched circumstances I am? Would it surprise them 
to know all that depends upon that budget of paltry 
scribbling? I suppose not; it must be a daily experience 
with them. Well, I must write a begging letter.” 

It was raining and windy. He went slowly homewards, 
and was on the point of entering the public door of the 
flats when his uneasiness became so great that he turned 
and walked past. If he went in, he must at once write 
his appeal for money, and he felt that he could not. The 
degradation seemed too great. 

Was there no way of getting over the next few weeks? 
Rent, of course, would be due at Christmas, but that 
payment might be postponed; it was only a question of 
buying food and fuel. Amy had offered to ask her mother 
for a few pounds; it would be cowardly to put this task 
upon her now that he had promised to meet the difficulty 
himself. What man in all London could and would lend 
him money? He reviewed the list of his acquaintances, 
but there was only one to whom he could appeal with 
the slightest hope—that was Carter. 

Half an hour later he entered that same hospital door 
through which, some years ago, he had passed as a half- 
starved applicant for work. The matron met him. 
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“Is Mr. Carter here?’ ‘, 

“No, sir. But we expect him any minute. Will you 
wait ?” 

He entered the familiar office, and sat down. At the 
table where he had been wont to work, a young clerk was 
writing. If only all the events of the last few years could 
be undone, and he, with no soul dependent upon him, be 
once more earning his pound a week in this room! What 
a happy man he was in those days! 

Nearly half an hour passed. It is the common experi- ~ 
ence of beggars to have to wait. Then Carter came in 
with quick step; he wore a heavy ulster of the latest” 
fashion, new gloves, a resplendent silk hat; his cheeks 
were rosy from the east wind. 

' “Ha, Reardon! How do? how do? Delighted to see 
you!” 

“Are you very busy?” 

“Well, no, not particularly. A few cheques to sign, 
and we're just getting out our Christmas appeals. You 
remember ?” 

He laughed gaily. There was a remarkable freedom 
from snobbishness in this young man; the fact of Rear- 
don’s intellectual superiority had long ago counteracted 
Carter’s social prejudices. 

“T should like to have a word with you.” 

“Right you are!” 

They went into a small inner room. Reardon’s pulse 
beat at fever-rate; his tongue was cleaving to his palate. 

“What is it, old man?” asked the secretary, seating him- 
self and flinging one of his legs over the other. “You 
look rather seedy, do you know. Why the deuce don’t you 
and your wife look us up now and then?” 

“I’ve had a hard pull to finish my novel.” 

“Finished, is it? I’m glad to hear that. When’ll it 
be out? I'll send scores of people to Mudie’s after it.” 

“Thanks; but I don’t think much of it, to tell you the 
truth.” 

“Oh, we know what that means.” 

Reardon was talking like an automaton. It seemed to 
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him that he turned screws and pressed levers for the 

utterance of his next words. 

“T may as well say at once what I have come for. 
Could you lend me ten pounds for a month—in fact, until 
I get the money for my book?” 

The secretary’s countenance fell, though not to that ex- 
pression of utter coldness which would have come naturally 
under the circumstances to a great many vivacious men. 
He seemed genuinely embarrassed. 

_~ “By Jove! I—confound it! To tell you the truth, I 
haven’t ten pounds to lend. Upon my word, I haven't, 
Reardon! These infernal housekeeping expenses! I 

‘don’t mind telling you, old man, that Edith and I have 
been pushing the pace rather.” He laughed, and thrust 
his hands down into his trousers-pockets. ‘We pay such 
a darned rent, you know—hundred and _ twenty-five. 
We've only just been saying we should have to draw it 
mild for the rest of the winter. But [’m infernally sorry; 
upon my word [ am.” | 

“And I am sorry to have annoyed you by the unsea- 
sonable request.” 

“Devilish seasonable, Reardon, I assure you!” cried the 
secretary, and roared at his joke. It put him into a 
better temper than ever, and he said at length: “I suppose 
a fiver wouldn’t be much use?—For a month, you say ?— 
I might manage a fiver, I think.” 

“Tt would be very useful. But on no account if 

“No, no; I could manage a fiver, for a month. Shall 
I give you a cheque?” 

“T’m ashamed-——” 

“Not a bit of it! TIl go and write the cheque.” 

Reardon’s face was burning. Of the conversation that 
followed when Carter again presented himself he never 
recalled a word. The bit of paper was crushed together 
in his hand. Out in the street again, he all but threw it 
away, dreaming for the moment that it was a ’bus ticket 
or a patent medicine bill. 

He reached home much after the dinner hour. Amy 
was surprised at his long absence. 

“Got anything °” she asked. 
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Aves? 

It was half his intention to deceive her, to say that 
the publishers had advanced him five pounds. But that 
would be his first word of untruth to Amy, and why 
should he be guilty of it? He told her all that had hap- 
pened. The result of this frankness was something that 
he had not anticipated; Amy exhibited profound vexa- 
tion. 

“Oh, you shouldn't have done that!’ she exclaimed. 
“Why didn’t you come home and tell me? I would have 
gone to mother at once.” 

“But does it matter?” 

“Of course it does,’ she replied sharply. “Mr. Carter 
will tell his wife, and how pleasant that is!” 

“T never thought of that. And perhaps it wouldn’t have 
seemed to me so annoying as it does to you.” 

“Very likely not.” 

She turned abruptly away, and stood at a distance in 
gloomy muteness. 

“Well,” she said at length, “there’s no helping it now. 
Come and have your dinner.” 

“You have taken away my appetite.” 

“Nonsense! I suppose you’re dying of hunger.” 

They had a very uncomfortable meal, exchanging few 
words. On Amy’s face was a look more resembling bad 
temper than anything Reardon had ever seen there. After 
dinner he went and sat alone in the study. Amy did not 
come near him. He grew stubbornly angry; remember- 
ing the pain he had gone through, he felt that Amy’s be- 
haviour to him was cruel. She must come and speak 
when she would. 

At six o’clock she showed her face in the doorway .and 
asked if he would come to tea. 

“Thank you,” he replied, “I had rather stay here.” 

“As you please.” : 

And he sat alone until about nine. It was only then 
he recollected that he must send a note to the publishers, 
calling their attention to the parcel he had left. He wrote 
it, and closed with a request that they would let him hear 


Pegi PLT i. 161 


as soon as they conveniently could. As he was putting 
on his hat and coat to go out and post the letter Amy 
opened the dining-room door. 

“You're going out?” 

So Vie 

“Shall you be long ?” 

“T think not.” 

He was away only a few minutes. On returning he 
went first of all into the study, but the thought of Amy 
alone in the other room would not let him rest. He 
looked in and saw that she was sitting without a fire. 

“You can’t stay here in the cold, Amy.” 

“T’m afraid I must get used to it,” she replied, affecting 
to be closely engaged upon some sewing. 

That strength of character which it had always delighted 
him to read in her features was become an ominous hard- 
ness. He felt his heart sink as he looked at her. 

“Ts poverty going to have the usual result in our case?” 
he asked, drawing nearer. 

“T never pretended that I could be indifferent to it.” 

“Still, don’t you care to try and resist it?” 

She gave no answer. As usual in conversation with an 
aggrieved woman it was necessary to go back from the 
general to the particular. . 

“T’m afraid,” he said, “that the Carters already knew 
pretty well how things were going with us.” 

“That’s a very different thing. But when it comes to 
asking them for money “ 

“T’m very sorry. I would rather have done anything 
if I had known how it would annoy you.” 

“Tf we have to wait a month, five pounds will be very 
little use to us.” 

She detailed all manner of expenses that had to be 
met—outlay there was no possibility of avoiding so long 
as their life was maintained on its present basis. 

“However, you needn’t trouble any more about it. [ll 
see to it. Now you are free from your book try to rest.” 

“Come and sit by the fire. There’s small chance of rest 
‘for me if we are thinking unkindly of each other.” 
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A doleful Christmas. Week after week went by and 
Reardon knew that Amy must have exhausted the money 
he had given her. But she made no more demands upon 
him, and necessaries were paid for in the usual way. He 
suffered from a sense of humiliation; sometimes he found 
it difficult to look in his wife’s face. 

When the publishers’ letter came it contained an offer 
of seventy-five pounds for the copyright of “Margaret 
Home,” twenty-five more to-be paid if the sale in three- 
volume form should reach a certain number of copies. 

Here was failure put into unmistakable figures. Rear- 
don said to himself that it was all over with his profession 
of authorship. The book could not possibly succeed even 
to the point of completing his hundred pounds; it would 
meet with universal contempt, and indeed deserved noth- 
ing better. 

“Shall you accept this?” asked Amy, after dreary si- 
lence. 

“No one else would offer terms as good.” 

“Will they pay you at once?” 

“T must ask them to.” 

Well, it was seventy-five pounds in hand. The cheque 
came as soon as it was requested, and Reardon’s face 
brightened for the moment. Blessed money! root of all 
good, until the world invent some saner economy. 

“How much do you owe your mother?” he inquired, 
without looking at Amy. 

“Six pounds,” she answered coldly. 

“And five to Carter; and rent, twelve pounds ten. We 
shall have a matter of fifty pounds to go on with.” 


CHAPTER Xi 
WORK WITHOUT HOPE 


THE prudent course was so obvious that he marvelled 
at Amy’s failing to suggest it. For people in their cir- 
cumstances to be paying a rent of fifty pounds when a 
home could be found for half the money was recklessness ; 
there would be no difficulty in letting the flat for this 
last year of their lease, and the cost of removal would be 
trifling. The mental relief of such a change might enable 
him to front with courage a problem in any case very 
difficult, and, as things were, desperate. Three months 
ago, in a moment of profoundest misery, he had proposed 
this step; courage failed him to speak of it again, Amy’s 
look and voice were too vivid in his memory. Was she 
not capable of such a sacrifice for his sake? Did she 
prefer to let him bear all the responsibility of whatever 
might result from a futile struggle to keep up appear- 
ances ° 

Between him and her there was no longer perfect con- 
fidence. Her silence meant reproach, and—whatever 
might have been the case before—there was no doubt that 
she now discussed him with her mother, possibly with 
other people. It was not likely that she concealed his own 
opinion of the book he had just finished; all their ac- 
quaintances would be prepared to greet its publication 
with private scoffing or with mournful shaking of the 
head. His feeling towards Amy entered upon a new 
phase. The stability of his love was a source of pain; 
condemning himself, he felt at the same time that he was 
wronged. A coldness which was far from representing 
the truth began to affect his manner and speech, and Amy 
did not seem to notice it, at all events she made no kind 
of protest. They no longer talked of the old subjects, 
but of those mean concerns of material life which formerly 
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they had agreed to dismiss as quickly as possible. Their 
relations to each other—not long ago an inexhaustible topic 
—would not bear spoken comment; both were too con- 
scious of the danger-signal when they looked that way. 

In the time of waiting for the publishers’ offer, and now 
again when he was asking. himself how he should use the 
respite granted him, Reardon spent his days at the British 
Museum. He could not read to much purpose, but it was 
better to sit here among strangers than seem to be idling 
under Amy’s glance. Sick of imaginative writing, he 
turned to the studies which had always been most con- 
genial, and tried to shape out a paper or two like those 
he had formerly disposed of to editors. Among his un- 
used material lay a mass of notes he had made in a reading 
of Diogenes Laertius, and it seemed to him now that he 
might make something saleable out of these anecdotes of 
the philosophers. In a happier mood he could have writ- 
ten delightfully on such a subject—not learnedly, but in 
the strain of a modern man whose humour and sensibility 
find free play among the classic ghosts; even now he was 
able to recover something of the light touch which had 
given value to his published essays. 

Meanwhile the first number of The Current had ap- 
peared, and Jasper Milvain had made a palpable hit. 
Amy spoke very often of the article called “Typical 
Readers,” and her interest in its author was freely mani- 
fested. Whenever a mention of Jasper came under her 
notice she read it out to her husband. Reardon smiled 
and appeared glad, but he did not care to discuss Mil- 
vain with the same frankness as formerly. 

One evening at the end of January he told Amy what 
he had been writing at the Museum, and asked her if she 
would care to hear it read. 

“I began to wonder what you were doing,’ she re- 
plied. 

“Then why didn’t you ask me?” 

“T was. rather afraid to.” 

“Why afraid?” 

“It would have seemed like reminding you that—you 
know what | mean.” 
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“That a month or two more will see us at the same 
crisis again. Still, I had rather you had shown an interest 
in my doings.” 

After a pause Amy asked: 

“Do you think you can get a paper of this kind ac- 
cepted ?” 

“Tt isn’t impossible. I think it’s rather well done. Let 
me read you a page 

“Where will you send it?” she interrupted. 

, Lo The Wayside.” 

“Why not to The Current? Ask Milvain to introduce 
you to Mr. Fadge. They pay much better, you know.” 

“But this isn’t so well suited for Fadge. And I much 
prefer to be independent, as long as it’s possible.” 

“That’s one of your faults, Edwin,’ remarked his wife, 
mildly. “It’s only the strongest men that can make their 
way independently. You ought to use every means that 
offers.” 

“Seeing that I am so weak?” 

“T didn’t think it would offend you. I only meant 

“No, no; you are quite right. Certainly, I am one of 
the men who need all the help they can get. But I assure 
you, this thing won’t do for The Current.” 

“What a pity you will go back to those musty old times! 
Now think of that article of Milvain’s. If only you could 
do something of that kind! What do people care about 
Diogenes and his tub and his lantern?” 

“My dear girl, Diogenes Laertius had neither tub nor 
lantern, that I know of. You are making a mistake; but 
it doesn’t matter.” 

“No, I don’t think it does.”” The caustic note was not 
very pleasant on Amy’s lips. ‘Whoever he was, the mass 
of readers will be frightened by his name.” 

“Well, we have to recognise that the mass of readers 
will never care for anything I do.” 

“You will never convince me that you couldn’t write in 
a popular way if you tried. I’m sure you are quite as 
clever as Milvain——” 

Reardon made an impatient gesture. 

“Do leave Milvain aside for a little! He and I are as 
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unlike as two men could be. What’s the use of constantly 
comparing us?” 

Amy looked at him. He had never spoken to her so 
brusquely. . : 

“How can you say that I am constantly comparing 
your” 

“If not in spoken words, then in your thoughts.” 

“That’s not a very nice thing to say, Edwin.” 

“You make it so unmistakable, Amy. What I mean is, 
that you are always regretting the difference between him 
and me. You lament that I can’t write in that attractive 
way. Well, I lament it myseli—for your sake. I wish | 
I had Milvain’s peculiar talent, so that I could get reputa- 
tion and money. But I haven’t, and there’s an end of it. 
It irritates a man to be perpetually told of his disadvan- 
tages.” 

“T will never mention Milvain’s name again,’ said 
Amy, coldly. 

“Now that’s ridiculous, and you know it.” 

“T feel the same about your irritation. I can’t see that I 
have given any cause for it.” 

“Then we'll talk no more of the matter.” 

Reardon threw his manuscript aside, and opened a book. 
Amy never asked him to resume his intention of reading 
what he had written. 

However, the paper was accepted. It came out in The 
Wayside for March, and Reardon received seven pounds 
ten for it. By that time he had written another thing of 
the same gossipy kind, suggested by Pliny’s Letters. The 
pleasant occupation did him good, but there was no possi- 
bility of pursuing this course. ‘Margaret Home” would 
be published in April; he might get the five-and-twenty 
pounds contingent upon a certain sale, yet that could in 
no case be paid until the middle of the year, and long 
before then he would be penniless. His respite drew to 
an end. 

But now he took counsel of no one; as far as it was 
possible he lived in solitude, never seeing those of his 
acquaintances who were outside the literary world, and 
seldom even his colleagues. Milvain was so busy that he 
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had only been able to look in twice or thrice since Christ- 
mas, and Reardon nowadays never went to Jasper’s lodg- 
ings. 

He had the conviction that all was over with the happi 
ness of his married life, though how the events which were 
to express this ruin would shape themselves he could not 
foresee. Amy was revealing that aspect of her character 
to which he had been blind, though a practical man would 
_ have perceived it from the first; so far from helping him 
to support poverty, she perhaps would even refuse to share 
it with him. He knew that she was slowly drawing apart; 
already there was a divorce between their’ minds, and he 
tortured himself in uncertainty as to how far he retained 
her affections. A, word of tenderness, a caress, no longer 
met with response from her; her softest mood was that of 
mere comradeship. All the warmth of her nature was 
“ expended upon the child; Reardon learnt how easy it is 
for a mother to forget that both parents have a share in 
her offspring. 

He was beginning to dislike the child. But for Willie’s 
existence Amy would still love him with undivided heart; 
not, perhaps, so passionately as once, but still with lover’s 
love. And Amy understood—or, at all events, remarked 
—this change in him. She was aware that he seldom asked 
“a question about Willie, and that he listened with in- 
difference when she spoke of the little fellow’s progress. 
In part offended, she was also in part pleased. 

But for the child, mere poverty, he said to himself, 
should never have sundered them. In the strength of his 
passion he could have overcome all her disappointments ; 
and, indeed, but for that new care, he would most likely 
never have fallen to this extremity of helplessness. It 
is natural in a weak and sensitive man to dream of possi- 
bilities disturbed by the force of circumstance. For one 
hour which he gave to conflict with his present difficulties, 
Reardon spent many in contemplation of the happiness 
that might have been. 

Even yet, it needed but a little money to redeem all. 
Amy had no extravagant aspirations; a home of simple 
refinement and freedom from anxiety would restore her 
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to her nobler self. How could he find fault with her? 
She knew nothing of such sordid life as he had gone 
through, and to lack money for necessities seemed to her 
degrading beyond endurance. Why, even the ordinary 
artisan’s wife does not suffer such privations as hers at 
the end of the past year. For lack of that little money 
his life must be ruined. Of late he had often thought 
about the rich uncle, John Yule, who might perhaps leave 
something to Amy; but the hope was so uncertain. And 
supposing such a thing were to happen; would it be per- 
fectly easy to live upon his wife’s bounty—perhaps ex- 
hausting a small capital, so that, some years hence, their 
position would be no better than before? Not long ago, 
he could have taken anything from Amy’s hand; would it 
be so simple since the change that had come between ~ 
them ? 

Having written his second magazine-article (it was re- 
jected by two editors, and he had no choice but to hold it 
over until sufficient time had elapsed to allow of his again 
trying The Wayside), he saw that he must perforce plan 
another novel. But this time he was resolute not to un- 
dertake three volumes. The advertisements informed him 
that numbers of authors were abandoning that procrustean 
system; hopeless as he was, he might as well try his 
chance with a book which could be written in a few 
weeks. And why not a glaringly artificial story with a 
sensational title? It could not be worse than what he had 
last written. 

So, without a word to Amy, he put aside his purely 
intellectual work and began once more to search for a 
“plot.” This was towards the end of February. The 
proofs of “Margaret Home” were coming in day by day; 
Amy had offered to correct them, but after all he pre- 
ferred to keep his shame to himself as long as possible, 
and with a hurried reading he dismissed sheet after sheet. 
His imagination did not work the more happily for this 
repugnant task; still, he hit at length upon a conception 
which seemed absurd enough for the purpose before him. 
Whether he could persevere with it even to the extent of 
one volume was very doubtful. But it should not be said 
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of him that he abandoned his wife and child to penury 
without one effort of the kind that Milvain and Amy 
herself had recommended. 

Writing a page or two of manuscript daily, and with 
several holocausts to retard him, he had done nearly a 
quarter of the story when there came a note from Jasper 
telling of Mrs. Milvain’s death. He handed it across the 
breakfast table to Amy, and watched her as she read it. 

“T suppose it doesn’t alter his position,’ Amy remarked, 
without much interest. 

“T suppose not appreciably. He told me once his mother 
had a sufficient income; but whatever she leaves will go 
to his sisters, I should think. He has never said much 
tome’ 

Nearly three weeks passed before they heard anything 
more from Jasper himself; then he wrote again, from the 
country, saying that he proposed bringing his sisters to 
live in London. Another week, and one evening he ap- 
peared at the door. 

A want of heartiness in Reardon’s reception of him 
might have been explained as gravity natural under the 
circumstances. But Jasper had before this become con- 

- scious that he was not welcomed here quite so cheerily as 
in the old days. He remarked it distinctly on that eve- 
‘ning when he accompanied Amy home from Mrs. Yule’s; 
since then he had allowed his pressing occupations to be 
an excuse for the paucity of his visits. It seemed to him 
perfectly intelligible that Reardon, sinking into literary 
insignificance, should grow cool to a man entering upon a 
successful career; the vein of cynicism in Jasper enabled 
him to pardon a weakness of this kind, which in some 
measure flattered him. But he both liked and respected 
Reardon, and at present he was in the mood to give ex- . 
pression to his warmer feelings. 

“Vour book is announced, I see,” he said with an accent 
of pleasure, as soon as he had seated himself. 

“T didn’t know it.” 

“Ves, ‘New novel by the author of “On Neutral 
Ground.” ’ Down for the sixteenth of April. And I have 
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a proposal to make about it. Will you let me ask Fadge to 
have it noticed in ‘Books of the Month,’ in the May 
Current?” 

“T strongly advise you to let it take its chance. The 
book isn’t worth special notice, and whoever undertook to 
review it for Fadge would either have to lie, or stultify 
the magazine.” 

Jasper turned to Amy. 

“Now what is to be done with a man like this? What 
is one to sav to him, Mrs. Reardon?” : 

“Edwin dislikes the book,’ Amy replied, carelessly. 

“That has nothing to do with the matter. We know 
quite well that in anything he writes there’ll be something 
for a well-disposed reviewer to make a good deal of. If 
Fadge will let me, I should do the thing myself.” 

Neither Reardon nor his wife spoke. 

“Of course,” went on Milvain, looking at the former, 
“Gf you had rather I left it alone te 

“T had much rather. Please don’t say anything about 
rag 

There was an awkward silence. Amy broke it by say- 
ing: 

“Are your sisters in town, Mr. Milvain?” 

“Yes. We came up two days ago. I found lodgings 
for them not far from Mornington Road. Poor girls! 
they don’t quite know where they are, yet. Of course 
they will keep very quiet for a time, then I must try to 
get friends for them. Well, they have one already—your 
cousin, Miss Yule. She has already been to see them.” 

“T’m very glad of that.” 

Amy took an opportunity of studying his face. There 
was again a silence as if of constraint. Reardon, glancing 
.at his wife, said with hesitation: 

“When they care to see other visitors, I’m sure Amy 
would be very glad ‘“s 

“Certainly!” his wife added. 

“Thank you very much. Of course I knew I could 
depend on Mrs. Reardon to show them kindness in that 
way. But let me speak frankly of something. My sisters 
have made quite a friend of Miss Yule, since she was down 
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there last year. Wouldn’t that’”—he turned to Amy— 
“cause you a little awkwardness ?” 

Amy had a difficulty in replying. She kept her eyes 
on the ground. 

“You have no quarrel with your cousin,’ remarked 
Reardon. 

“None whatever. It’s only my mother and my uncle.” 

“T can’t imagine Miss Yule having a quarrel with any- 
one,” said Jasper. Then he added quickly: “Well, things 
must shape themselves naturally. We shall see. For the 
present they wiil be fully occupied. Of course it’s best 
that they should be. I shall see them every day, and Miss 
Yule will come pretty often, I dare say.” 

Reardon caught Amy’s eye, but at once looked away 
again. 

“My word!” exclaimed Milvain, after a moment’s medi- 
tation. “It’s well this didn’t happen a year ago. The 
girls have no income; only a little cash to go on with. 
We shall have our work set. It’s a precious lucky thing 
that I have just got a sort of footing.” 

Reardon muttered an assent. 

“And what are you doing now?” Jasper inquired sud- 
denly. 

- “Writing a one-volume story.” 

“T’m glad to hear that. Any special plan for its publica- 
tion?” 

SOINTi@iess . 

“Then why not offer it to Jedwood? He’s publishing a 
series of one-volume novels. You know of Jedwood, 
don’t you?) He was Culpepper’s manager ; started business 
about half a year ago, and it looks as if he would do well. 
He married that woman—what’s her name?’—Who wrote 
‘Mr. Henderson’s Wives’ ?” 

“Never heard of it.” 

“Nonsense !—Miss Wilkes, of course. Well, she mar- 
ried this fellow Jedwood, and there was a great row about 
something or other between him and her publishers. Mrs. 
Boston Wright told me all about it. An astonishing woman 
that; a cyclopedia of the day’s small talk. I’m quite a 
favourite with her; she’s promised to help the girls all 
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she can. Well, but I was talking about Jedwood. Why 
not offer him this book of yours? He’s eager to get hold 
of the new writers. Advertises hugely; he has the whole 
back page of The Study about every other week. I sup- 
pose Miss Wilkes’s profits are paying for it. He has just 
given Markland two hundred pounds for a paltry little 
tale that would scarcely swell out to a volume. Markland 
told me-himself. You know that I’ve scraped an ac- 
quaintance with him? Oh! I suppose I haven’t seen you 
since then. He’s a dwarfish fellow with only one eye. 
Mrs. Boston Wright cries him up at every opportunity.” 

“Who is. Mrs. Boston Wright?” asked Reardon, laugh- 
ing impatiently. 

“Edits The English Girl, you know. She’s had an 
extraordinary life. Was born in Mauritius—no, Ceylon 
—I forget; some such place. Married a sailor at fifteen. 
Was shipwrecked somewhere, and only restored to life 
after terrific efforts :—her story leaves it all rather vague. 
Then she turns up as a newspaper correspondent at the 
Cape. Gave up that, and took to some kind of farming, 
I forget where. Married again (first husband lost in 
aforementioned shipwreck), this time a Baptist minister, 
and began to devote herself to soup-kitchens in Liverpool. 
Husband burned to death, somewhere. She’s next dis- 
covered in the thick of literary society in London. A 
wonderful woman, I assure you. Must be nearly fifty, 
‘but she looks twenty-five.” 

He paused, then added impulsively: 

“Let me take you to one of her evenings—nine on 
Thursday. Do persuade him, Mrs. Reardon?” 

Reardon shook his head. 

“No, no. I should be horribly out of my element.” 

“T can’t see why. You would meet all sorts of well- 
known people; those you ought to have met long ago. 
Better still, let me ask her to send an invitation for both 
of you. I’m sure you’d like her, Mrs. Reardon. There’s 
a good deal of humbug about her, it’s true, but some 
solid qualities as well. No one has a word to say against 
her. And it’s a splendid advertisement to have her for a 
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friend. She’lf talk about your books and articles till all 
is blue.” 

Amy gave a questioning look at her husband. But 
Reardon moved in an uncomfortable way. 

“We'll see about it,’ he said. “Some day, perhaps.” 

“Let me know whenever you feel disposed. But about 
Jedwood: I happen to know a man who reads for him.” 

“Heavens !’’ cried Reardon. ‘“Who don’t you know?” 

“The simplest thing in the world. At present it’s a 
large part of my business to make acquaintances. Why, 
look you; a man who has to live by miscellaneous writing 
couldn’t get on without a vast variety of acquaintances. 
One’s own brain would soon run dry; a clever fellow 
knows how to use the brains of other people.” 

Amy listened with an unconscious smile which expressed 
keen interést. 

“Oh,” pursued Jasper, “when did you see Whelpdale 
last?” 

“Haven't seen him for a long time.” 

“You don’t know what he’s doing? The fellow has set 
up as a ‘literary adviser. He has an advertisement in 
The Study every week. “To Young Authors and Literary 
Aspirants’—something of the kind. ‘Advice given on 
choice of subjects, MSS. read, corrected and recom- 
mended to publishers. Moderate terms.’ A fact! And 
what’s more, he made six guineas in the first fortnight; so 
he says, at all events. Now that’s one of the finest jokes 
I ever heard. A man who can’t get anyone to publish his 
own books makes a living by telling other people how to 
write !” 

“But it’s a confounded swindle!” 

“Oh, I don’t know. He’s capable of correcting the 
grammar of ‘literary aspirants,’ and as for recommend- 
ing to publishers—well, anyone can recommend, I sup- 
pose.” 

Reardon’s indignation yielded to laughter. 

“It’s not impossible that he may thrive by this kind of 
thing.” 

“Not at all,’ assented Jasper. 

Shortly after this, he looked at his watch. 
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“T must be off, my friends. I have something to write 
before I can go to my truckle-bed, and it’ll take me three 
hours at least. (Good-bye, old man. Let me know when 
your story’s finished, and we’ll talk about it. And think 
about Mrs. Boston Wright; oh, and about that review in 
The Current. 1 wish you'd let me do it. Talk it over 
with your guide, philosopher, and friend.” 

He indicated Amy, who laughed in a forced way. 

When he was gone, the two sat without speakfng for 
several minutes. 

“Do you care to make friends with those girls?” asked 
Reardon at length. 

“T suppose in decency I must call upon them?” 

“T suppose so.” 

“You may find them very agreeable.” 

> Oh yes.” 

They conversed with their own thoughts for a while. 
Then Reardon burst out laughing. 

“Well, there’s the successful man, you see. Some day 
he’ll live in a mansion, and dictate literary opinions to 
the universe.” _ 

“How has he offended you?” 

“Offended me? Not at all. I am glad of his cheerful 
prospects.” 

“Why should you refuse to go among those people? It 
might be good for you in several ways.” 

“Tf the chance had come when I was publishing my 
best work, I dare say I shouldn’t have refused. But I 
certainly shall not present myself as the author of ‘Mar- 
garet Home,’ and the rubbish ’'m now writing.” 

“Then you must cease to write rubbish.” 

“Yes. I must cease to write altogether.” 

“And do what ?” 

“T wish to Heaven I knew!” 


CHAPTER XIII 
A WARNING 


In the spring list of Mr. Jedwood’s publications, an- 
nouncement was made of a new work by Alfred Yule. 
It was called “English Prose in the Nineteenth Century,” 
and consisted of a number of. essays (several of which 
had already seen the light in periodicals) strung into con- 
tinuity. The final chapter dealt with contemporary writers, 
more especially those who served to illustrate the author’s 
theme—that journalism is the destruction of prose style: 
on certain popular writers of the day there was an out- 
pouring of gall which was not likely to be received as 
though it were sweet ointment. The book met with rather 
severe treatment in critical columns; it could scarcely be 
ignored (the safest mode of attack when one’s author has 
no expectant public), and only the most skilful could 
write of it in a hostile spirit without betraying that some 
of its strokes had told. An evening newspaper which 
piqued itself on independence indulged in laughing appre- 
ciation of the polemical chapter, and the next day printed 
a scornful letter from a thinly-disguised correspofident 
who assailed both book and reviewer. For the moment 
people talked more of Alfred Yule than they had done 
since his memorable conflict with Clement Fadge. 

The publisher had hoped for this. Mr. Jedwood was 
an energetic and sanguine man, who had entered upon his 
business with a determination to rival in a year or so the 
houses which had slowly risen into commanding stability. 
He had no great capital, but the stroke of fortune which 
had. wedded him to a popular novelist enabled him to 
count on steady profit from one source, and boundless 
faith in his own judgment urged him to an initial outlay 
which made the prudent shake their heads. He talked 
much of “the new era,” foresaw revolutions in publishing 
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and bookselling, planned every week a score of untried 
ventures which should appeal to the democratic generation 
just maturing ; in the meantime, was ready to publish any- 
thing which seemed likely to get talked about. 

The May number of The Current, in its article headed 
“Books of the Month,” devoted about half a page to “Eng- 
lish Prose in the Nineteenth Century.” This notice was 
a consummate example of the flippant style of attack. 
Flippancy, the most hopeless form of intellectual vice, 
was a characterising note of Mr. Fadge’s periodical; his 
monthly comments on publications were already looked for 
with eagerness by that growing class of readers who care 
for nothing but what can be made matter of ridicule. 
The hostility of other reviewers was awkward and ineffec- 
tual compared with this venomous banter, which enter- 
tained by showing that in the book under notice there was. 
neither entertainment nor any other kind of interest. To 
assail an author without increasing the number of his 
readers is the perfection of journalistic skill, and The 
Current, had it stood alone, would fully have achieved 
this end. As it was, silence might have been better tac- 
tics. But Mr. Fadge knew that his enemy would smart 
under the poisoned pin-points, and that was something 
gained. 

On the day that The Current appeared, its treatment of 
Alfred Yule was discussed in Mr. Jedwood’s private office. 
Mr. Quarmby, who had intimate relations with the pub- 
lisher, happened to look in just as a young man (one of 
Mr. Jedwood’s “readers”’) was expressing a doubt whether 
Fadge himself was the author of the review. 

“But there’s Fadge’s thumb-mark all down the page,” 
cried Mr. Quarmby. 

“He inspired the thing, of course; but if rather think 
it was written by that fellow Milvain.” 

“Think so?” asked the publisher. 

“Well, I know with certainty that the notice of Mark- 
land’s novel is his writing, and I have reasons for suspect- 
ing that he did Yule’s book as well.” 

“Smart youngster, that,” remarked Mr. Jedwood. 
“Who is he, by-the-by ?” 
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“Somebody’s illegitimate son, I believe,” replied the 
source of trustworthy information, with a laugh. “Den- 
ham says he met him in New York a year or two ago, 
under another name.” 

“Excuse me,” interposed Mr. Quarmby, “there’s some 
mistake in all that.” 

He went on to state what he knew, from Yule himself, 
concerning Milvain’s history. Though in this instance a 
corrector, Mr. Quarmby took an opportunity, a few hours 
later, of informing Mr. Hinks that the attack on Yule in 
The Current was almost certainly written by young Mil- 
vain, with the result that when the rumour reached Yule’s 
ears it was delivered as an undoubted and well-known 
fact. 

It was a month prior to this that Milvain made his call 
upon Marian Yule, on the Sunday when her fafher was 
absent. When told of the visit, Yule assumed a manner 
of indifference, but his daughter understood that he was 
annoyed. With regard to tae sisters who would shortly 
be living in London, he merely said that Marian must 
behave as discretion directed her. If she wished to invite 
the Miss Milvains to St. Paul’s Crescent, he only begged 
that the times and seasons of the household might not be 
disturbed. 

As her habit was, Marian took refuge in silence. Noth- 
ing could have been more welcome to her than the prox- 
imity of Maud and Dora, but she foresaw that her own 
home would not be freely open to them; perhaps it might 
be necessary to behave with simple frankness, and let her 
friends know the embarrassments of the situation. But 
that could not be done in the first instance; the unkind- 
ness would seem too great. A day after the arrival of 
the girls, she received a note from Dora, and almost at 
once replied to it by calling at her friends’ lodgings. A 
week after that, Maud and Dora came to St. Paul’s Cres- 
cent; it was Sunday, and Mr. Yule purposely kept away 
from home. They had only been once to the house since 
then, again without meeting Mr. Yule. Marian, however, 
visited them at their lodgings frequently; now and then 
she met Jasper there. The latter never spoke of her 
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father, and there was no question of inviting him to re- 
peat his call. : 

In the end, Marian was obliged to speak on the subject 
with her mother. Mrs. Yule offered an occasion by ask- 
ing when the Miss Milvains were coming again. 

“T don’t think I shall ever ask them again,’ Marian 
replied. 

Her mother understood, and looked troubled. 

“T must tell them how it is, that’s all,” the girl went on. 
“They are sensible; they won’t be offended with me.” 

“But your father has never had anything to say against 
them,” urged Mrs.’ Yule. “Not a word to me, Marian. 
I’d tell you the truth if he had.” 

“Tt’s too disagreeable, all the same. I can’t invite 
them here with pleasure. Father has grown prejudiced 
against them all, and he won’t change. No, I shall just 
tell them.” 

“Tt’s very hard for you,” sighed her mother. “If I 
thought I could do any good by speaking—but I can’t, 
my dear.” 

“T know it, mother. Let us go on as we did before.” 

The day after this, when Yule came home about the 
hour of dinner, he called Marian’s name from within the 
study. Marian had not left the house to-day; her work 
had been set, in the shape of a long task of copying from 
disorderly manuscript. She left the sitting-room in obe- 
dience to her father’s summons. 

“Here’s something that will afford you amusement,” 
he said, holding to her the new number of The Current, 
and indicating the notice of his book. 

She read a few lines, then threw the thing on to the 
table. 

“That kind of writing sickens me,” she exclaimed, 
with anger in her eyes. “Only base and heartless people 
can pate in that way. You surely won’t let it trouble 
you! 

“Oh, not for a moment,” her father answered, with 
exaggerated show of calm. “But I am surprised that 
you don’t see the literary merit of the work. I thought 
it would distinctly appeal to you.” 
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There was a strangeness in his voice, as well as in the 
words, which caused her to look at him inquiringly. She 
knew him well enough to understand that such a notice 
would irritate him profoundly ; but why should he go out 
of his way to show it her, and with this peculiar acerbity 
of manner? 

“Why do-you say that, father ?” 

“Tt doesn’t occur to you who may probably have writ- 
tenrit?” 

She could not miss his meaning ; astonishment held her 
mute for a moment, then she said: 

“Surely Mr. Fadge wrote it himself?’ 

“T am told not. [ am informed on very good authority 
that one of his young gentlemen has the credit of it.” 

“You refer, of course, to Mr. Milvain,” she replied 
quietly. “But I think that can’t be true.” 

He looked keenly at her. He had expected a more de- 
cided protest. 

“T see no reason for disbelieving it.” 

“TI see every reason, until I have your evidence.” 

This was not at all Marian’s natural tone in argument 
with him. She was wont to be submissive. 

“T was told,” he continued, hardening face and voice, 
“by someone who had it from Jedwood.” 

Yule was conscious of untruth in this statement, but 
his mood would not allow him to speak ingenuously, and 
he wished to note the effect upon Marian of what he said. 
There were two beliefs in him: on the one hand, he rec- 
ognised Fadge in every line of the writing; on the other, 
he had a perverse satisfaction in convincing himself that 
it was Milvain who had caught so successfully the mas- 
ter’s manner. He was not the kind of man who can re- 
sist an opportunity of justifying, to himself and others, 
a course into which he has been led by mingled feelings, 
all more or less unjustifiable. 

“How should Jedwood know?” asked Marian. 

Yule shrugged his shoulders. 

“As if these things didn’t get about among editors and 
publishers !”’ 

“Tn this case, there’s a mistake.” 
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“And why, pray?” His voice trembled with choler. 
“Why need there be a mistake?” 

“Because Mr. Milvain is quite incapable of reviewing 
your book in such a spirit.” 

“There is your mistake, my girl. Milvain will do any- 
thing that’s asked of him, provided he’s well enough 
paid.” 

Marian reflected. When she raised her eyes again 
they were perfectly calm. 

“What has led you to think that?” 

“Don’t I know the type of man? WNoscitur ex socus— 
have you Latin enough for that?” 

“You'll find that you are misinformed,’ Marian re- 
plied, and therewith went from the room. 

She could not trust herself to converse longer. A re- 
sentment such as her father had never yet excited in her 
—such, indeed, as she had seldom, if ever, conceived— 
threatened to force utterance for itself in words which 
would change the current of her whole life. She saw 
her father in his worst aspect, and her heart was shaken 
by an unnatural revolt from him. Let his assurance of 
what he reported be ever so firm, what right had he to 
make this use of it? His behaviour was spiteful. Sup- 
pose he entertained suspicions which seemed to make it 
his duty to warn her against Milvain, this was not the 
way to go about it. A father actuated by simple motives 
of affection would never speak and look thus. 

It was the hateful spirit of literary rancour that ruled 
him; the spirit that made people eager to believe all evil, 
that blinded and maddened. Never had she felt so 
strongly the unworthiness of the existence to which she 
was condemned. That contemptible review, and now her 
father’s ignoble passion—such things were enough to 
make all literature appear a morbid excrescence upon 
human life. 

Forgetful of the time, she sat*in her bedroom ‘until a 
knock at the door, and her mother’s voice, admonished 
her that dinner was waiting. An impulse all but caused 
her to say that she would rather not go down for the 
meal, that she wished to be left alone. But this would 
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be weak peevishness. She just looked at the glass to see 
that her face bore no unwonted signs, and descended to 
take her place as usual. 

Throughout the dinner there passed no word of con- 
versation. Yule was at his blackest; he gobbled a few 
mouthfuls, then occupied himself with the evening paper. 
On rising, he said to Marian: 

“Have you copied the whole of that?” 

The tone would have been uncivil if addressed to an 
impertinent servant. 

“Not much more than half,” was the cold reply. 

“Can you finish it to-night?’ 

“I’m afraid not. I am going out.” 

“Then I must do it myself.” 

And he went to the study.: 

Mrs. Yule was in an anguish of nervousness. 

“What is it, dear?” she asked of Marian, in a pleading 
whisper. “Oh, don’t quarrel with your father! Don’t!” 

“T can’t be a slave, mother, and I can’t be treated un- 
justly.” ; 

“What is it? Let me go and speak to him.” 

elesimo use: Weilanttiverim terror,’ 

For Mrs. Yule this was unimaginable disaster. She 
had never dreamt that Marian, the still, gentle Marian, 
could be driven to revolt. And it had come with the sud- 
denness of a thunderclap. She wished to ask what had 
taken place between father and daughter in the brief in- 
terview before dinner; but Marian gave her no chance, 
quitting the room upon those last trembling words. 

The girl had resolved to visit her friends, the sisters, 
and tell them that in future they must never come to see 
her at home. But it was no easy thing for her to stifle 
her conscience, and leave her father to toil over that 
copying which had need of being finished. Not her will, 
but her exasperated feeling, had replied to him that she 
would not do the work; already it astonished her that she 
had really spoken such words. And as the throbbing of her 
pulses subsided, she saw more clearly into the motives of 
this wretched tumult which possessed her. Her mind 
was harassed with a fear lest in defending Milvain she 
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had spoken foolishly. Had he not himself said to her 
that he might be guilty of base things, just to make his 
way? Perhaps it was the intolerable pain of imagining 
that he had already made good his words, which robbed 
her of self-control and made her meet her father’s rude- 
ness with defiance. 

Impossible to carry out her purpose; she could not de- 
liberately leave the house and spend some hours away 
with the thought of such wrath and misery left behind 
her. Gradually she was returning to her natural self; 
fear and penitence were chill at her heart. 

She went down to the study, tapped, and entered. 

“Father, I said something that I did not really mean. 
Of course I shall go on with the copying and finish it as 
soon as possible.” 

“You will do nothing of the kind, my girl.” He was 
in his usual place, already working at Marian’s task; he 
spoke in a low, thick voice. “Spend your evening as 
you choose, I have no need of you.” 

“T behaved very ill-temperedly. Forgive me, father.” 

“Have the goodness to go away. You hear me?” 

His eyes were inflamed, and his discoloured teeth 
showed themselves savagely. Marian durst not, really 
durst not approach him. She hesitated, but once more a 
sense of hateful injustice moved within her, and she went 
away as quietly as she had entered. ; 

She said to herself that now it was her perfect right 
to go whither she would. But the freedom was only in 
theory; her submissive and timid nature kept her at home 
—and upstairs in her own room: for, if she went to sit 
with her mother, of necessity she must talk about what 
had happened, and that she felt unable to do. Some 
friend to whom she could unbosom all her sufferings 
would now have been very precious to her, but Maud 
and Dora were her only intimates, and to them she might 
not make the full confession which gives solace. 

Mrs. Yule did not venture to intrude upon her daugh- 
ter’s privacy. That Marian neither went out nor showed 
herself in the house proved her troubled state, but the 
mother had no confidence in her power to comfort. At 
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the usual time she presented herself in the study with her 
husband’s coffee; the face which was for an instant 
turned to her did not invite conversation, but distress 
obliged her to speak. 

“Why are you cross with Marian, Alfred ?” 

“You had better ask what she means by her extraor- 
dinary behaviour.” 

A word of harsh rebuff was the most she had ex- 
pected. Thus encouraged, she timidly put another ques- 
tion. 

“How has she behaved ?” 

“T suppose you have ears ?” 

“But wasn’t there something before that? You spoke 
so angry to her.” 

“Spoke so angry, did I? She is out, I suppose?” 

“No, she hasn’t gone out.” 

“That'll do. Don’t disturb me any longer.” 

She did not venture to linger. 

The breakfast next morning seemed likely to pass 
without any interchange of words. But when Yule was. 
pushing back his chair, Marian—who looked pale and ill 
—addressed a question to him about the work she would 
ordinarily have ‘pursued to-day at the Reading-room. 
He answered in a matter-of-fact tone, and for a few 
minutes they talked on the subject much as at any other 
time. Half an hour after, Marian set forth for the 
Museum in the usual way. Her father stayed at home. 

It was the end of the episode for the present. Marian 
felt that the best thing would be to ignore what had hap- 
pened, as her father evidently purposed doing. She had 
asked his forgiveness, and it was harsh in him to have 
repelled her; but by now she was able once more to take 
into consideration all his trials and toils, his embittered 
temper and the new wound he had received. That he 
should resume his wonted manner was sufficient evidence 
of regret on his part. Gladly she would have unsaid her 
resentful words; she had been guilty of a childish out- 
burst of temper, and perhaps had prepared worse suf- 
ferings for the future. 

And yet, perhaps it was as well that her father should 
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be warned. She was not all submission, he might try her 
beyond endurance; there might come a day when per- 
force she must stand face to face with him, and make it 
known she had her own claims upon life. It was as well 
he should hold that possibility in view. 

This evening no work was expected of her. Not long 
_after dinner she prepared for going out; to her mother 

she mentioned she should be back about ten o’clock. 

“Give my kind regards to them, dear—if you like to,” 
said Mrs. Yule just above her breath. 

“Certainly I will,” 


CHAPTER XIV 
RECRUITS 


MarrAn walked to the nearest point of Camden Road, 
and there waited for an omnibus, which conveyed her to 
within easy reach of the street where Maud and Dora 
Milvain had their lodgings. This was at the north-east 
of Regent’s Park, and no great distance from Morning- 
ton Road, where Jasper still dwelt. 

On learning that the young ladies were at home and 
alone, she ascended to the second floor and knocked. 

“That’s right!’ exclaimed Dora’s pleasant voice, as 
the door opened and the visitor showed herself. And 
then came the friendly greeting which warmed Marian’s 
heart, the greeting which until lately no house in London 
could afford her. 

The girls looked oddly out of place in this second-floor 
sitting-room, with its vulgar furniture and paltry orna- 
ments. Maud especially so, for her fine figure was well 
displayed by the dress of mourning, and her pale, hand- 
some face had as little congruence as possible with a 
background of humble circumstances. Dora impressed 
one as a simpler nature, but she too had distinctly the 
note of refinement which was out of harmony with these 
surroundings. They occupied only two rooms, the sleep- 
ing-chamber being double-bedded; they purchased food 
for themselves and prepared their own meals, excepting 
dinner. During the first week a good many tears were 
shed by both of them; it was not easy to transfer them- 
selves from the comfortable country home to this bare 
corner of lodgers’ London. Maud, as appeared at the 
first glance, was less disposed than her sister to make the 
best of things; her countenance wore an expression rather 
of discontent than of sorrow, and she did not talk with 
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On the round table lay a number of books; when dis- 
turbed, the sisters had been engaged in studious reading. 

“I’m not sure that I do right in coming again so soon,” 
said Marian as she took off her things. “Your time is 
precious.” 

“So are you,” replied Dora, laughing. “It’s only under 
protest that we work in the evening when we have been 
“hard at it all day.” 

“We have news for you, too,” said Maud, who sat 
languidly on an uneasy chair. 

“Good, I hope?” 

“Someone called to see us yesterday. I dare say you 
can guess who it was.” 

“Amy, perhaps?” 

Pec 

“And how did you like her?” 

The sisters seemed to have a difficulty in answering. 
Dora was the first to speak. 

“We thought she was sadly out of spirits. Indeed she 
told us that she hasn’t been very well lately. But I think 
we shall like her if we come to know her better.” 

“It was rather awkward, Marian,” the elder sister ex- 
plained. “We felt obliged to say something about Mr. 
Reardon’s books, but we haven’t read any of them yet, 
you know, so I just said that I hoped soon to read his 
new novel. ‘I suppose you have seen reviews of it? 
she asked at once. Of course 1 ought to have had the 
courage to say no, but I admitted that I had seen one or 
two—Jasper showed us them. She looked very much 
annoyed, and after that we didn’t find much to talk 
about.” 

“The reviews are very disagreeable,” said Marian with 
a troubled face. “I have read the book since I saw you 
the other day, and I’m afraid it isn’t good, but I have 
seen many worse novels more kindly reviewed.” 

“Jasper says it’s because Mr. Reardon has no friends 
among the journalists.” 

“Still,” replied Marian, “I’m afraid they couldn’t have 
given the book much praise, if they wrote honestly. Did 
Amy ask you to go and see her?” 
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“Yes, but she said it was uncertain how long they 
would be living at their present address. And really we 
can’t feel sure whether we should be welcome or not just 
now.” 

Marian listened with bent head. She too had to make 
known to her friends that they were not welcome in her 
own home; but she knew not how to utter words which 
would sound so unkind. 

“Your brother,” she said after a pause, “will soon find 
suitable friends for you.” 

“Before long,” replied Dora, with a look of amuse- 
ment, “he’s going to take us to call on Mrs. Boston 
Wright. I hardly thought he was serious at first, but he 
says he really means it.” 

Marian grew more and more silent. At home she had 
felt that it would not be difficult to explain her troubles 
to these sympathetic girls, but now the time had come 
for speaking, she was oppressed by shame and anxiety. 
True, there was no absolute necessity for making the con- 
fession this evening, and if she chose to resist her father’s 
prejudice, things might even go on in a seemingly nat- 
ural way. But the loneliness of her life had developed in 
her a sensitiveness which could not endure situations such 
as the present; difficulties which are of small account to 
people who take their part in active social life, harassed 
her to the destruction of all peace. Dora was not long in 
noticing the dejected mood which had come upon her 
friend. 

“What’s troubling you, Marian?” 

“Something I can hardly bear to speak of. Perhaps it 
will be the end of your friendship for me, and I should 
find it very hard to go back to my old solitude.” 

The girls gazed at her, in doubt at first whether she 
spoke seriously. 

“What can you mean?” Dora exclaimed. “What crime 
have you been committing?” 

Maud, who leaned with her elbows on the table, 
searched Marian’s face curiously, but said nothing. 

“Has Mr. Milvain shown you the new number of The 
Current?”’.Marian went on to'ask. 
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They replied with a negative, and Maud added: 

“He has nothing in it this month, except a review.” 

“A review?” repeated Marian in a low voice. 

“Yes; of somebody’s novel.” 

“Markland’s,” supplied Dora. 

Marian drew a breath, but remained for a moment 
with her eyes cast down. 

“Do go on, dear,” urged Dora. “What ever are you 
going to tell us?” 

“There’s a notice of father’s book,’ continued the 
other, “a very ill-natured one; it’s written by the editor, 
Mr. Fadge. Father and he have been very unfriendly 
for a long time. Perhaps Mr. Milvain has told you some- 
thing about it?” 

Dora replied that he had. 

“T don’t know how it is in other professions,’ Marian 
resumed, “but I hope there is less envy, hatred and 
malice than in this of ours. The name of literature is 
often made hateful to me by the things | hear and read. 
My father has never been very fortunate, and many 
things have happened to make him bitter against the men 
who succeed; he has often quarrelled with people who 
were at first his friends, but never so seriously with any- 
one as with Mr. Fadge. His feeling of enmity goes so 
far that it includes even those who are in any way asso- 
ciated with Mr. Fadge. I am sorry to say’—she looked 
with painful anxiety from one to the other of her hearers 
—‘this has turned him against your brother, and——” 

Her voice was checked by agitation. 

“We were afraid of this,” said Dora, in a tone’ of 
sympathy. 

“Jasper feared it might be the case,’ added Maud, 
more coldly, though with friendliness. 

“Why I speak of it at all,’ Marian hastened to say, “is 
because I am so afraid it should make a difference be- 
tween yourselves and me.” 

“Oh! don’t think that!” Dora exclaimed. 

“T am so ashamed,’ Marian went on in an uncertain 
tone, “but I think it will be better if I don’t ask you to 
come and see me. It sounds ridiculous; it is ridiculous 
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and shameful. I couldn’t complain if you refused to 
have anything more to do with me.” 

“Don’t let it trouble you,” urged Maud, with perhaps a 
trifle more of magnanimity in her voice than was need- 
ful. “We quite understand. Indeed, it shan’t make any 
difference to us.” 

But Marian had averted her face, and could not meet 
these assurances with any show of pleasure. Now that 
the step was taken she felt that her behaviour had been 
very weak. Unreasonable harshness such as her father’s 
ought to have been met more steadily; she had no right 
to make it an excuse for such incivility to her friends. 
Yet only in some such way as this could she make known 
to Jasper Milvain how her father regarded him, which 
she felt it necessary to do. Now his sisters would tell 
him, and henceforth there would be a clear understand- | 
ing on both sides. That state of things was painful to 
her, but it was better than ambiguous relations. 

“Jasper is very sorry about it,” said Dora, glancing 
rapidly at Marian. 

“But his connection with Mr. Fadge came about in 
such a natural way,” added the eldest sister. “And it 
was impossible for him to refuse opportunities.” 

“Impossible; I know,’ Marian replied earnestly. 
“Don’t think that I wish to justify my father. But I can 
understand him, and it must be very difficult for you to 
do so. You can’t know, as I do, how intensely he has 
suffered in these wretched, ignoble quarrels. If only 
you will let me come here still, in the same way, and still 
be as friendly to me. My home has never been a place 
to which I could have invited friends with any comfort, 
even if I had had any to invite. There were always rea- 
sons—but I can’t speak of them.” 

“My dear Marian,’ appealed Dora, “don’t distress 
yourself so! Do believe that nothing whatever has hap- 
pened to change our feeling to you. Has there, Maud?” 

“Nothing whatever. We are not unreasonable girls, 
Marian.” 

“T am more grateful to you than I can say.” 

It had seemed as if Marian must give way to the emo- 
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tions which all but choked her voice; she overcame them, 
however, and presently was able to talk in pretty much 
her usual way, though when she smiled it was but faintly. 
Maud tried to lead her thoughts in another direction by 
speaking of work in which she and Dora were engaged. 
Already the sisters were doing a new piece of compila- 
tion for Messrs. Jolly and Monk; it.was more exacting 
than their initial task for the book-market, and would 
take a much longer time. 

A couple of hours went by, and Marian had just 
spoken of taking her leave, when a man’s step was heard 
rapidly ascending the nearest flight of stairs. 

“Here’s Jasper,’ remarked Dora, and in a moment 
there sounded a short, sharp summons at the door. 

Jasper it was; he came in with radiant face, his eyes 
blinking before the lamp-light. 

“Well. girls! Ha! how do you do, Miss Yule? I had 
just the vaguest sort of expectation that you might be 
here. It seemed a likely night; I don’t know why. I 
say, Dora, we really must get two or three decent easy- 
chairs for your room. I’ve seen some outside a second- 
hand furniture shop in Hampstead Road, about six shill- 
ings apiece. There’s no sitting on chairs such as these.” 

That on which he tried to dispose himself, when he had 
flung aside his trappings, creaked and shivered ominously. 

“You hear? I shall come plump on to the floor, if I 
don’t mind. My word, what a day I have had! I’ve 
just been trying what I really could do in one day if I 
worked my hardest. Now just listen; it deserves to be 
chronicled for the encouragement of aspiring youth. I 
got up at 7.30, and whilst I breakfasted I read through a 
volume I had to review. By 10.30 the review was writ- 
ten—three-quarters of a column of the Evening Budget.” 

“Who is the unfortunate author?” interrupted Maud, 
caustically. 

“Not unfortunate at all. I had to crack him up; other- 
wise I couldn’t have done the job so quickly. It’s the 
easiest thing in the world to write laudation; only an in- 
experienced grumbler would declare it was easier to find 
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fault. The book was Billington’s ‘Vagaries’; pompous 
idiocy, of course, but he lives in a big house and gives 
dinners. Well, from 10.30 to 11, I smoked a cigar and 
reflected, feeling that the day wasn’t badly begun. At 
eleven, | was ready to write my Saturday causerie for the 
Will o the Wisp; it took me till close upon one o’clock, 
which was rather too long. I can’t afford more than an 
hour and a half for that job. At one, I rushed out to a 
dirty little eating-house in Hampstead Road. Was back 
again by a quarter to two, having in the meantime 
sketched a paper for The West End. Pipe in mouth, I 
sat down to leisurely artistic work; by five, half the paper 
was done; the other half remains for to-morrow. From 
five to half-past I read four newspapers and two maga- 
zines, and from half-past to a quarter to six I jotted 
down several ideas that had come to me whilst reading. 
At six I was again.in the dirty eating-house, satisfying a 
ferocious hunger. Home once more at 6.45, and for two 
hours wrote steadily at a long affair I have in hand for 
The Current. Then I came here, thinking hard all the 
way. What say you to this? Have I earned a night’s 
repose ?” 

“And what’s the value of it all?’ asked Maud. 

“Probably from ten to twelve guineas, if I calculated.” 

“T meant, what was the literary value of it,” said his 
sister, with a smile. 

“Equal to that of the contents of a mouldy nut.” 

“Pretty much what I thought.” 

“Oh, but it answers the purpose,” urged Dora, “and 
it does no one any harm.” 

“Honest journey-work!” cried Jasper. “There are 
few men in London capable of such a feat. Many a fel- 
low could write more in quantity, but they couldn’t com- 
mand my market. It’s rubbish, but rubbish of a very 
special kind, of fine quality.” 

Marian had not yet spoken, save a word or two in 
replv to Jasper’s greeting ; now and then she just glanced 
at him, but for the most part her eyes were cast down. 
Now Jasper addressed her. 

“A year ago, Miss Yule, I shouldn’t have believed my- 
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self capable of such activity. In fact, I wasn’t capable of 
teethens ' 

“You think such work won’t be too great a strain upon 
you?” she asked. 

“Oh, this isn’t a specimen day, you know. To-morrow 
I shall very likely do nothing but finish my West End 
article, in an easy two or three hours. There’s no know- 
ing; I might perhaps keep up the high pressure if I tried. 
But then I couldn’t dispose of all the work. Little by 
little—or perhaps rather quicker than that—I shall ex- 
tend my scope. For instance, I should like to do two or 
three leaders a week for one of the big dailies. I can’t 
attain unto that just yet.” 

“Not political leaders °” 

“By no means. That’s not my line. The kind of thing 
in which one makes a column out of what would fill six 
lines of respectable prose. You call a cigar a ‘convoluted 
weed,’ and so on, you know; that passes for facetious- 
ness. I’ve never really tried my hand at that style yet; I 
shouldn’t wonder if I managed it brilliantly. Some day 
T’ll write a few exercises; just take two lines of some 
good prose-writer, and expand them into twenty, in half 
a dozen different ways. Excellent mental gymnastics!” 

Marian listened to his flow of talk for a few minutes 
longer, then took the opportunity of a brief silence to 
rise and put on her hat. Jasper observed her, but with- 
out rising; he looked at his sisters in a hesitating way. 
At length he stood up, and declared that he too must be 
off. This coincidence had happened once before when 
he met Marian here in the evening. 

“At all events, you won’t do any more work to-night,” 
said Dora. 

“No; I shall read a page of something or other over a 
glass of whisky, and seek the sleap of a man who has 
done his duty.” 

“Why the whisky?” asked Maud. 

“Do you grudge me such poor salace?” 

»ii.don’t see the-neediof it? 

“Nonsense, Maud!” exclaimed her sister. “He needs 
a little stimulant when he works so-hard.” 
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Each of the girls gave Marian’s hand a significant pres- 
sure as she took leave of them, and begged her to come 
again as soon as she had a free evening. There was 
gratitude in her eyes. 

The evening was clear, and not very cold. 

“It’s rather late for you to go home,” said Jasper, as’ 
they left the house. “May I walk part of the way with 
you?” 

Marian replied with a low “Thank you.” 

“T think you get on pretty well with the girls, don’t 
you?” 

“T hope they are as glad of my friendship as I am of 
theirs.” 

“Pity to see them in a place like that, isn’t it? They 
ought to have a good house, with plenty of servants. It’s 
bad enough for a civilised man to have to rough it, but I 
hate to see women living in a sordid way. Don’t you 
think they could both play their part in a drawing-room, 
with a little experience?” 

“Surely there’s no doubt of it.” 

“Maud would look really superb if she were hand- 
somely dressed. She hasn’t a common face, by any 
means. And Dora is pretty, I think. Well, they shall go 
and see some people before long. The difficulty is, one 
' doesn’t like it to be known that they live in such a crib; 
but I daren’t advise them to go in for expense. One can’t 
be sure that it would repay them, though Now, in 
my own case, if I could get hold of a few thousand pounds 
I should know how to use it with the certainty of return; 
it would save me, probably, a clear ten years of life; I 
mean, I should go at a jump to what I shall be ten years 
hence without the help of money. But they have such a 
miserable little bit of capital, and everything is still so un- 
certain. One daren’t speculate under the circumstances.” 

Marian made no reply. 

“You think I talk of nothing but money?” Jasper said 
suddenly, looking down into her face. 

“T know too well what it means to be without money.” 

“Yes, but—you do just a little despise me?” 
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“Tndeed, I don’t, Mr. Milvain.” 

“Tf that is sincere, I’m very glad. I take it in a friendly 
sense. I am rather despicable, you know; it’s part of my 
business to be so. But a friend needn’t regard that. There 
is the man apart from his necessities.” 

The silence was then unbroken till they came to the 
lower end of Park Street, the junction of roads which 
lead to Hampstead, to Highgate, and to Holloway. 

“Shall you take an omnibus?’ Jasper asked. 

She hesitated. 

“Or will vou give me the pleasure of walking on with 
you? You are tired, perhaps?” 

“Not the least.” 

For the rest of her answer she moved forward, and they 
crossed into the obscurity of Camden Road. 

“Shall I be doing wrong, Mr. Milvain,” Marian began — 
in a very low voice, “if 1 ask you about the authorship of 
soinething in this month’s Current?” 

“V’m afraid I know what you refer to. There’s no rea- 
son why | shouldn’t answer a question of the kind.” 

“It was Mr. Fadge himself who reviewed my father’s 
book ?” 

“It was—confound him! I don’t know another man 
who could have done the thing so vilely well.” 

“T suppose he was only replying to my father’s attack 
upon him and his friends.” 

“Your father’s attack is honest and straightforward 
and justifiable and well put. I read that chapter of his 
book with huge satisfaction. But has anyone suggested 
that another than Fadge was capable of that masterpiece ?” 

“Yes. 1 am told that Mr. Jedwood, the publisher, has 
somehow made a mistake.” 

“Jedwood? And what mistake ?” 

“Father heard that you were the writer.” 

“IT?” Jasper stopped short. They were in the rays of 
a street-lamp, and could see each other’s faces. “And he 
believes that?” 

“T’m afraid so.” 

“And you believe—believed it ?” 

“Not for a moment.” ‘chal 
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“T shall write a note to Mr. Yule.” 

Marian was silent a while, then said: 

“Wouldn’t it be better if you found a way of letting 
Mr. Jedwood know the truth?” 

“Perhaps you are right.” 

Jasper was very grateful for the suggestion. In that 
moment he had reflected how rash it would be to write to 
Alfred Yule on such a subject, with whatever prudence in 
expressing himself. Such a letter, coming under the notice 
of the great Fadge, might do its writer serious harm. 

/ Yes.< you fare right,” he repeated. “T’lly stop ‘that 
rumour at its source. I can’t guess how it started; for 
aught I know, some enemy hath done this, though I don’t 
quite discern the motive. Thank you very much for tell- 
ing me, and still more for refusing to believe that I could 
treat Mr. Yule in that way, even as a matter of business. 
When I said that I was despicable, I didn’t mean that I 
could sink quite to such a point as that. If only because it 
was your father “4 

He checked himself, and they walked on for several 
yards without speaking. 

“In that case,” Jasper resumed at length, “your father 
doesn’t think of me in a very friendly way?” 

“He scarcely could a 

“No, no. And I quite understand that the mere fact 
of my working for Fadge would prejudice him against 
me. But that’s no reason, I hope, why you and I shouldn’t 
be friends?” 

“T hope not.” 

“T don’t know that my friendship is worth much,” Jas- 
per continued, talking into the upper air, a habit of his 
when he discussed his own character. “I shall go on as I 
have begun, and fight for some of the good things of life. 
But your friendship is valuable. If I am sure of it, I shall 
be at all events within sight of the better ideals.” 

Marian walked on with her eyes upon the ground. To 
her surprise she discovered presently that they had all but 
reached St. Paul’s Crescent. 

“Thank you for having come so far,” she said pausing. 

“Ah, you are nearly home. Why, it seems only a few 
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minutes since we left the girls. Now I'll run back to the 
whisky of which Maud disapproves.” 

“May it do you good!” said Marian with a laugh. 

A speech of this kind seemed unusual upon her lips. 
Jasper smiled as he held her hand and regarded her. 

“Then you can speak in a joking way?” 

“Do I seem so very dull?” 

“Dull, by no means. But sage and sober and reticent— 
and exactly what I like in my friend, because it contrasts 
with my own habits. All the better that merriment lies 
below it. Good-night, Miss Yule.” 

He strode off, and in a minute or two turned his head 
to look at the slight figure passing into darkness. 

Marian’s hand trembled as she tried to insert her latch- 
key. When she had closed the door very quietly behind 
her she went to the sitting-room; Mrs. Yule was just lay- 
ing aside the sewing on which she had occupied herself 
throughout the lonely evening. 

‘“T’m rather late,” said the girl, in a voice of subdued 
jovousness.. 

“Yes; I was getting a little uneasy, dear.” 

“Oh, there’s no danger.” 

“You have been enjoying yourself, I can see.” 

“T have had a pleasant evening.” 

In the retrospect it seemed the pleasantest she had yet 
spent with her friends, though she had set out in such a 
different mood. Her mind was relieved of two anxieties; 
she felt sure that the girls had not taken ‘Il what she told 
them, and there was no longer the least coubt concerning 
the authorship of that review in The Current. 

She could confess to herself now that the assurance 
from Jasper’s lips was not superfluous. He might have 
weighed profit against other considerations, and have 
written in that way of her father; she had not felt that 
absolute confidence which defies every argument from 
human frailty. And now she asked herself if faith of 
that unassailable kind is ever possible; is it not only the 
poet’s dream, the far ideal? 

Marian often went thus far in her speculation. Her 
candour was allied with clear insight into the possibilities 


RECRUITS 197 


of falsehood; she was not readily the victim of illusion; 
thinking much, and speaking little, she had not come to 
her twenty-third year without perceiving what a distance 
lay between a girl’s dream of life as it might be and life as 
it is. Had she invariably disclosed her thoughts, she 
would have earned the repute of a very sceptical and 
slightly cynical person. 

But with what rapturous tumult of the heart she could: 
abandon herself to a belief in human virtues when their 
suggestion seemed to promise her a future of happiness! 

Alone in her room she sat down only to think of Jasper 
Milvain, and extract from the memory of his words, his 
looks, new sustenance for her hungry heart. Jasper was 
the first man who had ever evinced a man’s interest in her. 
Until she met him she had not known a look of compli- 
ment or a word addressed to her emotions. He was as 
far as possible from representing the lover of her imagina- 
tion, but from the day of that long talk in the fields near 
Wattleborough the thought of him had supplanted dreams. 
On that day she said to herself: I could love him if he 
cared to seek my love. Premature, perhaps; why, yes, but 
one who is starving is not wont to feel reluctance at the 
suggestion of food. The first man who had approached 
_ her with display of feeling and energy and youthful self- 
confidence ; handsome too, it seemed to her. Her woman- 
hood went eagerly to meet him. 

Since then she had made careful study of his faults. 
Each conversation had revealed to her new weakness and 
follies. With the result that her love had grown to a 
reality. 

He was so human, and a youth of all but monastic se- 
clusion had prepared her to love the man who aimed with 
frank energy at the joys of life. A taint of pedantry 
would have repelled her. She did not ask for high intel- 
lect or great attainments; but vivacity, courage, determina- 
tion to succeed were delightful to her senses. Her ideal 
would not have been a literary man at all; certainly not a 
man likely to be prominent in journalism; rather a man of 
action, one who had no restraints of commerce or official 
routine. But in Jasper she saw the qualities that attracted 
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her apart from the accidents of his position. Ideal per- 
sonages do not descend to girls who have to labour at the 
British Museum; it seemed a marvel to her, and ot good 
augury, that even such a man as Jasper should have crossed 
her path. 

It was as though years had passed since their first meet- 
ing. Upon her return to London had followed such long 
_ periods of hopelessness. Yet whenever they encountered 
each other he had look and speech for her with which 
surely he did not greet every woman. From the first his 
way of regarding her had shown frank interest. And at 
length had come the confession of his “respect,” his desire 
to be something more to her than a mere acquaintance, It 
was scarcely possible that he should speak as he several 
times had of late if he did not wish to draw her towards 
him. 

That was the hopeful side of her thoughts. It was easy 
to forget for a time those words of his which one might 
think were spoken as distinct warning ; but they crept into 
the memory, unwelcome, importunate, as soon as imagina- 
tion had built its palace of joy. Why did he always recur 
to the subject of money? “I shall allow nothing to come 
in my way’; he once said that as if meaning, “certainly 
not a love affair with a girl who is penniless.” He em- 
phasised the word “friend,” as if to explain that he offered 
and asked nothing more than friendship. 

But it only meant that he would not be in haste to de- 
clare himself. Of a certainty there was conflict between 
his ambition and his love, but she recognised her power 
over him and exulted in it. She had observed his hesi- 
tancy this evening, before he rose to accompany her from 
the house; her heart laughed within her as the desire drew 
him. And henceforth such meetings would be frequent, 
with each one her influence would increase. How kindly 
fate had dealt with her in bringing Maud and Dora to 
London! 

It was within his reach to marry a woman who would 
bring him wealth. He had that in mind; she understood it 
too well. But not one moment’s advantage would she re- 
linquish. He must choose her in her poverty, and be con- 
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tent with what his talents could earn for him. Her love 
gave her the right to demand this sacrifice; let him ask for 
her love, and the sacrifice would no longer seem one, so 
passionately would she reward him. 

He would ask it. To-night she was full of a rich con- 
fidence, partly, no doubt, the result of reaction from her 
miseries. He had said at parting that her character was so 
well suited to his; that he liked her. And then he had 
pressed her hand so warmly. Before long he would ask 
her love. ; 

The unhoped was all but granted her. She could labour 
on in the valley of the shadow of books, for a ray of 
dazzling sunshine might at any moment strike into its 
musty gloom, 
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CHAPTER XV 
THE LAST RESOURCE 


THE past twelve months had added several years to Ed- 
win Reardon’s seeming age; at thirty-three he would gen- 
erally have been taken for forty. His bearing, his per- 
sonal habits, were no longer those of a young man; he 
walked with a stoop and pressed noticeably on the stick he 
carried ; it was rare for him to show the countenance which 
tells of present cheerfulness or glad onward-looking ; there, . 
was no spring in his step; his voice had fallen to a lower 
key, and often he spoke with that hesitation in choice of 
words which may be noticed in persons whom defeat has 
made self-distrustful. Ceaseless perplexity and dread 
gave a wandering, sometimes a wild, expression to his eyes. 

He seldom slept, in the proper sense of the word; as a 
rule, he was conscious all through the night of “a kind of 
fighting’ between physical weariness and wakeful toil of 
the mind. It often happened that some wholly imaginary 
obstacle in the story he was writing kept him under a 
sense of effort throughout the dark hours; now and again 
he woke, reasoned with himself, and remembered clearly 
that the torment was without cause, but the short relief 
thus afforded soon passed in the recollection of real dis- 
tress. In his unsoothing slumber he talked aloud, fre- 
quently wakening Amy; generally he seemed to be hold- 
ing a dialogue with someone who had imposed an intoler- 
able task upon him; he protested passionately, appealed, 
argued in the strangest way about the injustice of what 
was demanded. Once Amy heard him begging for money 
—positively begging, like some poor wretch in the street; 
it was horrible, and made her shed tears; when he asked 
what he had been saying, she could not bring herself to 
tell him. 

When the striking clocks summoned him remorselessly 
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to rise and work he often reeled with dizziness. It seemed 
to him that the greatest happiness attainable would be to 
creep into some dark, warm corner, out of the sight and 
memory of men, and lie there torpid, with a blessed half- 
consciousness that death was slowly overcoming him. Of 
all the sufferings collected into each four-and-twenty hours 
this of rising to a new day was the worst. 

The one-volume story which he had calculated would 
take him four or five weeks was with difficulty finished in 
two months. March winds made an invalid of him; at one 
time he was threatened with bronchitis, and for several 
days had to abandon even the effort to work. In previous 
winters he had been wont to undergo a good deal of 
martyrdom from the London climate, but never in such 
a degree as now; mental illness seemed to have enfeebled 
his body. : 

It was strange that he succeeded in doing work of any 
kind, for he had no hope from the result. This one last 
effort he would make, just to complete the undeniableness 
of his failure, and then literature should be thrown be- 
hind him; what other pursuit was possible to him he knew 
not, but perhaps he might discover some mode of earning 
a livelihood. Had it been a question of gaining a pound 
a week, as in the old days, he might have hoped to obtain 
some clerkship like that at the hospital, where no commer- 
cial experience or aptitude was demanded; but in his pres- 
ent position such an income would be useless. Could he 
. take Amy and the child to live in a garret? On less than 
a hundred a year it was scarcely possible to maintain out- 
ward decency. Already his own clothing began to declare 
him poverty-stricken, and but for gifts from her mother 
Amy would have reached the like pass. They lived in 
dread of the pettiest casual expense, for the day of pen- 
nilessness was again approaching. 

Amy was oftener from home than had been her custom. 
Occasionally she went away soon after breakfast, and 
spent the whole day at her mother’s house. “It saves 
food,” she said with a bitter laugh, when Reardon once ex- 
pressed surprise that she should be going again so soon. 
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“And gives you an opportunity of bewailing your hard 
fate,” he returned coldly. ; 

The reproach was ignoble, and he could not be surprised 
that Amy left the house without another word to him. 
Yet he resented that, as he had resented her sorrowful 
‘ jest. The feeling of unmanliness in his own position tor- 
tured him into a mood of perversity. Through the day he 
wrote only a few lines, and on Amy’s return he resolved 
not to speak to her. There was a sense of repose in this 
change of attitude; he encouraged himself in the view 
that Amy was treating him with cruel neglect. She, sur- 
prised that her friendly questions elicited no answer, 
looked into his face and saw a sullen anger of which hith- 
erto Reardon had never seemed capable. Her indignation 
took fire, and she left him to himself. 

For a day or two he persevered in his muteness, utter- 
ing a word only when it could not be avoided. Amy was 
at first so resentful that she contemplated leaving him to 
his ill-temper and dwelling at her mother’s house until he 
chose to recall her. But his face grew so haggard in fixed 
misery that compassion at length prevailed over her in- 
jured pride. Late in the evening she went to the study, 
and found him sitting unoccupied. 

“Edwin 2 

“What do you want?” he asked indifferently. 

“Why are you behaving to me like this ?” 

“Surely it makes no difference to you how I behave? 
You can easily forget that I exist, and live your own life.” 

“What have I done to make this change in you?” 

“Ts it a change?” 

“You know it is.” 

“How did I behave before?” he asked, glancing at her. 

“Like yourself—kindly and gently.” 

“If I always did so, in spite of things that might have 
embittered another man’s temper, I think it deserved 
some return of kindness from you.” 

“What ‘things’ do you mean ?” 

“Circumstances for which neither of us is to blame.” 

“T am not conscious of having failed in kindness,” said 
‘Amy, distantly. 
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“Then that only shows that you have forgotten your 
old self, and utterly changed in your feeling to me. When 
we first came to live here could you have imagined your- 
self leaving me alone for long, miserable days, just be- 
cause I was suffering under misfortunes? You have 
shown too plainly that you don’t care to give me the help 
even of a kind word. You get away from me as often as 
you can, as if to remind me that we have no longer any 
interests in common. Other people are your confidants; 
you speak of me to them as if I were purposely dragging 
you down into a mean condition.” 

“How can you know what I say about you?” 

“Tsn’t it true?” he asked, flashin ry gl t 
: . ; g an angry glance a 

Se 

“Tt is not true. Of course I have talked to mother 
about our difficulties; how could I help it?” 

“And to other people.” 

“Not in a way that you could find fault with.” 

“In a way that makes me seem contemptible to them. 
You show them that I have made you poor and unhappy, 
and you are glad to have their sympathy.” 

“What you mean is, that I oughtn’t to see anyone. 
There’s no other way of avoiding such a reproach as this. 
So long as I don’t laugh and sing before people, and 
~ assure them that things couldn’t be more hopeful, I shall 
be asking for their sympathy, and against you. I can’t 
understand your unreasonableness.” 

“T’m afraid there is very little in me that you can under- 
stand. So long as my prospects seemed bright, you could 
sympathise readily enough; as soon as ever they darkened, 
something came between us. Amy, you haven’t done your 
duty. Your love hasn’t stood the test as it should have 
done. You have given me no help; besides the burden of 
cheerless work I have had to bear that of your growing 
coldness. I can’t remember one instance when you have 
spoken to me as a wife might—a wife who was something 
more than a man’s housekeeper.” 

The passion in his voice and the harshness of the accu- 


sation made her unable to reply. 
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“You said rightly,” he went on, “that I have always 
been kind and gentle. I never thought I could speak to 
you, or feel to you, in any other way. But I have under- 
gone too much, and you have deserted me. Surely it was 
too soon to do that. So long as I endeavoured my utmost, 
and loved you the same as ever, you might have remem- 
bered all you once said to me. You might have given me 
help, but you haven’t cared to.” 

The impulses which had part in this outbreak were 
numerous and complex. He felt all that he expressed, 
but at the same time it seemed to him that he had the 
choice between two ways of uttering his emotion, the ten- 
derly appealing and the sternly reproachful; he took the 
latter course because it was less natural to him than the 
former. His desire was to impress Amy with the bitter 
intensity of his sufferings ; pathos and loving words seemed 
to have lost their power upon her, but perhaps if he yielded 
to that other form of passion she would be shaken out of 
her coldness. The stress of injured love is always tempted 
to speech which seems its contradiction. Reardon had the 
strangest mixture of pain and pleasure in flinging out 
these first words of wrath that he had ever addressed to 
Amy; they consoled him under the humiliating sense of 
his weakness, and yet he watched with dread his wife’s 
countenance as she listened to him. He hoped to cause 
her pain eaual to his own, for then it would be in his 
power at once to throw off this disguise, and soothe her 
with every softest word his heart could suggest. That 
she had really ceased to love him he could not, durst not, 
believe; but his nature demanded frequent assurance of 
affection. Amy had abandoned too soon the caresses of 
their ardent time; she was absorbed in her maternity, and 
thought it enough to be her husband’s friend. Ashamed 
to make appeal directly for the tenderness she no longer 
offered, he accused her of utter indifference, of abandon- 
ing him and all but betraying him, that in self-defence she 
might show what really was in her heart. 

But Amy made no movement towards him. 

“How can you say that I have deserted you?” she re- 
turned, with cold indignation. ‘When did I refuse to 
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share your poverty? When did I grumble at what we 
have had to go through?” 

“Ever sinc: the troubles really began you have let me 
know what your thoughts were, even if you didn’t speak 
them. You have never shared my lot willingly. I can’t 
recall one word of encouragement from you, but many, 
many which made the struggle harder for me.” 

“Then it would be better for you if I went away alto- 
gether, and left you free to do the best for yourself. If 
that is what you mean by all this, why not say it plainly? 
I won't be a burden to you. Someone will give me a 
home.” 

“And you would leave me without regret? Your only 
care would be that you were still bound to me?” 

“You must think of me what you like. I don’t care to 
defend myself.” 

“You won't admit, then, that I have anything to com- 
plain of ? I seem to you simply in a bad temper without a 
cause?” 

“To tell you the truth, that’s just what I do think. 
I came here to ask what I had done that you were 
angry with me, and you break ,out furiously with all 
sorts of vague reproaches. You have much to endure, 
I know that, but it’s no reason why you should turn 
"against me. I have never neglected my duty. Is the duty 
all on my side? I believe there are very few wives who 
would be as patient as I have been.” 

Reardon gazed at her for a moment, then turned away. 
The distance between them was greater than he had 
thought, and now he repented of having given way to an 
impulse so alien to his true feelings; anger only estranged 
her, whereas by speech of a different kind he might have 
won the caress for which he hungered. 

Amy, seeing that he would say nothing more, left him 
to himself. 

It grew late in the night. The fire had ‘gone out, but 
Reardon still sat in the cold room. Thoughts of self-de- 
struction were again haunting him, as they had done dur- 
ing the black months of last year. If he had lost Amy’s 
love, and all through the mental impotence which would 
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make it hard for him even to earn bread, why should he 
still live? Affection for his child had no weight with him; 
it was Amy’s child rather than his, and he had more fear 
than pleasure in the prospect of Willie’s growing to man- 
hood. 

He had just heard the workhouse clock strike two when, 
without the warning of a footstep, the door opened. Amy 
came in; she wore her dressing-gown, and her hair was 
arranged: for the night. 

“Why do you stay here?” she asked. 

It was not the same voice as before. He saw that her 
- eyes were red and swollen. 

“Have you been crying, Amy?” 

“Never mind. Do you know what time it is?” 

He went towards her. 

“Why have you been crying?” 

“There are many things to cry for.” 

“Amy, have you any love for me still, or has poverty 
robbed me of it all?’ 

“T have never said that I didn’t love you. Why do you 
accuse me of such things?” 

He took her in his arms and held her passionately and 
kissed her face again and again. Amy’s tears broke forth 
anew. 

“Why should we come to such utter ruin?” she sobbed. 
“Oh, try, try if you can’t save us even yet! You know 
without my saying it that I do love you; it’s dreadful to 
me to think all our happy life should be at an end, when 
we thought of such a future together. Is it impossible? 
Can’t you work as you used to and succeed as we felt 
confident you would? Don’t despair yet, Edwin; do, do 
try, whilst there’s still time!” 

“Darling, darling—if only I could!” 

“I have thought of something, dearest. Do as you pro- 
posed last year; find a tenant for the flat whilst we still 
have a little money, and then go away into some quiet 
country place, where you can get back your health and live 
for very little, and write another book—a good book, 
that'll bring you reputation again. I and Willie can go 
and live at mother’s for the summer months. Do this! It 
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would cost you so little, living alone, wouldn’t it? You 
would know that I was well cared for; mother would be 
willing to have me for a few months, and it’s easy to 
explain that your health has failed, that you’re obliged to 
go away for a time.” 

“But why shouldn’t you go with me, if we are to let 
this place?” 

“We shouldn’t have enough money. I want to free 
your mind from the burden whilst you are writing. And 
what is before us if we go on in this way? You don’t 
think you will get much for what you’re writing now, do 
you?” 

Reardon shook his head. 

“Then how can we live even to the end of the year? 
Something must be done, you know. If we go into poor 
lodgings, what hope is there that you'll be able to’ write 
anything good?” 

“But, Amy, I have no faith in my power of 

“Oh, it would be different! A few days—a week or 
a fortnight of real holiday in this spring weather. Go 
to some seaside place. How is it possible that ail your 
talents should have left you? It’s only that you have 
been so anxious and in such poor health. You say I don’t 
love you, but I have thought and thought what would be . 
‘best for you to do, how you could save yourself. How 
can you sink down to the position of a poor clerk in some 
office? That can’t be your fate, Edwin; it’s incredible. 
Oh, after such bright hopes, make one more effort! Have 
you forgotten that we were to go to the South together— 
you were to take me to Italy and Greece? How can that 
ever be if you fail utterly in literature? How can you 
ever hope to earn more than bare sustenance at any other 
kind of work?” 

He all but lost consciousness of her words in gazing at 
the face she held up to his. 

“You love me? Say again that you love me!” 

“Dear, I love you with all my heart. But I am so 
afraid of the future. I can’t bear poverty; I have found 
that I can’t bear it. And I dread to think of your be- 
coming only an ordinary man 4 


” 
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Reardon laughed. 

“But I am not ‘only an ordinary man, Amy! If I 
never write another line, that won’t undo what I have 
done. It’s little enough, to be sure; but you know what 
I am. Do you only love the author in me? Don’t you 
think of me apart from all that I may do or not do? If 
I had to earn my living as a clerk, would that make me 
a clerk-in soul?” 

“You shall not fall to that! It would be too bitter a 
shame to lose all you have gained in these long years of 
work. Let me plan for you; do as I wish. You are to 
be what we hoped from the first. Take all the summer 
months. How long will it be before you can finish this 
short book?” 

“A week or two.” 

“Then finish it, and see what you can get for it. And ~ 
try at once to find a tenant to take this place off our 
hands; that would be twenty-five pounds saved for the 
rest of the year. ou could live on so little by yourself, 
couldn’t you?” 

“Oh, on ten shillings a week, if need be.” 

“But not to starve yourself, you know. Don’t you 
feel that my plan is a good one? When I came to you 
to-night I meant to speak of this, but you were so 
cruel of 

“Forgive me, dearest love! I was half a madman. You 
have been so cold to me for a long time.” 

“T have been distracted. It was as if we were drawing 
nearer and nearer to the edge of a cataract.” 

“Have you spoken to your mother about this?” he 
asked uneasily. 

‘““No—not exactly this. But I know she will help us in 
this way.” 

He had seated himself, and was holding her in his 
arms, his face laid against hers. 

“T shall dread to part from you, Amy. That’s such 
a dangerous thing to do. It may mean that we are never 
to live as husband and wife again.” 

“But how could it? It’s just to prevent that danger. 
If we go on here till we have no money—what’s before us 
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then? Wretched lodgings at the best. And I am afraid 
to think ot that. I can’t trust myself if that should come 
to pass.” 

“What do you mean?” he asked anxiously. 

“IT hate poverty so. It brings out all the worst things 
in me; you know I have told you that before, Edwin?” 

“But you would never forget that you are my wife?” 

“IT hope not. But—I can’t think of it; I can’t face it! 
That would be the very worst than can befall us, and 
we are going to try our utmost to escape from it. Was 
there ever a man who did as much as you have done in 
literature and then sank into hopeless poverty ?” 

“Oh, many!” 

“But at your age, | mean. Surely not at your age?” 

“I’m afraid there have been such poor fellows. Think 
how often one hears of hopeful beginnings, new reputa- 
tions, and then—you hear no more. Of course it gen- 
erally means that the man has gone into a different career ; 
but sometimes, sometimes we 

“What ?”” 

“The abyss.” He pointed downward. “Penury and 
despair and a miserable death.” 

“Oh, but those men haven’t a wife and child! They 
would struggle——” 

“Darling, they do struggle. But it’s as if an ever in- 
creasing weight were round their necks; it drags them 
lower and lower. ‘The world has no pity on a man who 
can’t do or produce something it thinks worth money. 
You may be a divine poet, and if some good fellow doesn’t 
take pity on you you will starve by the roadside. Society 
is as blind and brutal as fate. I have no right to complain 
of my own ill-fortune; it’s my own fault (in a sense) 
that I can’t continue as well as I began; if I could write 
books as good as the early ones I should earn money. 
For all that, it’s hard that I must be kicked aside as 
worthless just because I don’t know a trade.” 

“It shan’t be! I have only to look into your face to 
know that you will succeed after all. Yours iis the kind 
of face that people come to know in portraits.” 

He kissed her hair, and her eyes, and her mouth. 
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“How well I remember your saying that before! Why 
have you grown so good to me all at once, my Amy? 
Hearing you speak like that I feel there’s nothing beyond 
my reach. But I dread to go away from you. If I find 
that it is hopeless; if I am alone somewhere, and know 
that the effort is all vain 2 

a Thenvr’ 

“Well, I can leave you free. If I can’t support you, 
it will be only just that I should give you back your free- 
dom.” 

“T don’t understand 

She raised herself, and looked into his eyes. 

“We won’t talk of that. If you bid me go on with 
the struggle, I shall do so.” 

Amy had hidden her face, and lay silently in his arms 
for a minute or two. Then she murmured: j 

“Tt is so cold here, and so late. Come!” 

“So early. There goes three o’clock.” 


” 


The next day they talked much of this new project. 
As there was sunshine Amy accompanied her husband 
for his walk in the afternoon; i: was long since they had 
been out together. An open carriage that passed, followed 
by two young girls on horseback, gave a familiar direc- 
tion to Reardon’s thoughts. 

“If one were as rich as those people! They pass so 
close to us; they see us, and we see them; but the distance 
between is infinity. They don’t belong to the same world 
as we poor wretches. They see everything in a different 
light; they have powers which would seem supernatural 
if we were suddenly endowed with them.” 

“Of course,” assented his companion with a sigh. 

“Just fancy, if one got up in the morning with the 
thought that no reasonable desire that occurred to one 
throughout the day need remain ungratified! And that 
it would be the same, any day and every day, to the end 
of one’s life! Look at those houses; every detail, within 
and without, luxurious. To have such a home as that!” 

“And they are empty creatures who live there.” 

“They do live, Amy, at all events. Whatever may be 
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their faculties, they all have free scope. I have often 
stood staring at houses like these until I couldn’t believe 


that the people owning them were mere human beings. 


like myself. The power of money is so hard to realise; 
one who has never had it marvels at the completeness with 
which it transforms every detail of life. Compare what 
we call our home with that of rich people; it moves one 
to scornful laughter. I have no sympathy with the stoical 
point of view; between wealth and poverty is just the 
difference between the whole man and the maimed. If 
my lower limbs are paralysed I may still be able to think, 
but then there is such a thing in life as walking. Asa 
poor devil I may live nobly; but one happens to be made 
with faculties of enjoyment, and those have to fall into 
atrophy. To be sure, most rich people don’t understand 
their happiness; if they did, they would move and talk 
like gods—which indeed they are.” 

Amy’s brow was shadowed. A wise man, in Rear- 
don’s pos:tion, would not have chosen this subject to 
dilate upon. 

“The difference,’ he went on, “between the man with 
money and the man without is simply this: the one thinks, 
‘How shall I use my life?’ and the other, ‘How shall I 
_ keep myself alive?’ A physiologist ought to be able to 
discover some curious distinction between the brain of a 
person who has never given a thought to the means of 
subsistence, and that of one who has never known a day 
free from such cares. There must be some special cerebral 
development representing the mental anguish kept up by 
poverty.” 

“T should say,” put in Amy, “that it affects every 


function of the brain. It isn’t a special point of suffering, 


but a misery that colours every thought.” 

“True. Can I think of a single subject in all the sphere 
of my experience without the consciousness that I see it 
through the medium of poverty? I have no enjoyment 
which isn’t tainted by that thought, and I can suffer no 
pain which it doesn’t increase. The curse of poverty is 
to the modern world just what that of slavery was to the 
ancient. Rich and destitute stand to each other as free 


212 NEW GRUB STREET 


man and bond. You remember the line of Homer I have 
often quoted about the demoralising effect of enslavement ; 
poverty degrades in the same way.” 

“It has had its effect upon me—I know that too well,” 
said Amy, with bitter frankness. 

Reardon glanced at her, and wished to make some 
reply, but he could not say what was in his thoughts. 

He worked on at his story. Before he had reached 
the end of it, “Margaret Home” was published, and one 
day arrived a parcel containing the six copies to which 
an author is traditionally entitled. Reardon was not so 
old in authorship that he could open the packet without a 
slight flutter of his pulse. The book was tastefully got 
up; Amy exclaimed with pleasure as she caught sight of 
the cover and lettering. 

“Tt may succeed, Edwin. It doesn’t look like a book 
that fails, does it?” 

She laughed at her own childishness. But Reardon 
had opened one of the volumes, and was glancing over 
the beginning of a chapter. 

“Good God!” he cried. “What hellish torment it was 
to write that page! I did it one morning when the fog 
was so thick that I had to light the lamp. It brings cold 
sweat to my forehead to read the words. And to think 
that people will skim over it without a suspicion of what 
it cost the writer !—What execrable style! A potboy could 
write better narrative.” 

“Who are to have copies?” 

“No one, if [ could help it. But I suppose your mother 
will expect one?” 

“And— Milvain ?” 

“T suppose so,” he replied, indifferently. “But not un- 
less he asks for it. Poor old Biffen, of course; though 
it'll make him despise me. Then one for ourselves. That 
leaves two—to light the fire with. We have been rather 
short of fire-paper since we couldn’t afford our daily 
newspaper.” 

“Will you let me give one to Mrs. Carter ?” 

“As you please.” 

He took one set and added it to the row of his pro- 
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ductions which stood on a topmost shelf. Amy laid her 
hand upon his shoulder, and contemplated the effect of 
_ this addition. 

“The works of Edwin Reardon,” she said, with a smile. 

“The work, at all events—rather a different thing, un- 
fortunately. Amy, if only I were back at the time when 
I wrote ‘On Neutral Ground,’ and yet had you with me! 
How full my mind was in those days! Then I had only 
to look, and I saw something; now I strain my eyes, but 
can make out nothing more than nebulous grotesques. I 
used to sit down knowing so well what I had to say; now 
I strive to invent, and never come at anything. Suppose 
you pick up a needle with warm, supple fingers; try to do 
it when your hand is stiff and numb with cold; there’s 
the difference between my manner of work in those days 
and what it is now.” 

“But you are going to get back your health. You will 
write better than ever.” 

“We shall see. Of course there was a great deal of 
miserable struggle even then, but I remember it as insig- 
nificant compared with the hours of contented work. I 
seldom did anything in the mornings except think and 
prepare; towards evening I felt myself getting ready, and 
at last I sat down with the first lines buzzing in my head. 
' And I used to read a great deal at the same time. Whilst 
I was writing ‘On Neutral Ground’ I went solidly through 
the ‘Divina Commedia,’ a canto each day. Very often I 
wrote till after midnight, but occasionally | got my quan- 
tum finished much earlier, and then I used to treat myself 
to a ramble about the streets. I can recall exactly the 
places where some of my best ideas came to me. You 
remember the scene in Prendergast’s lodgings? That 
flashed on me late one night as I was turning out of 
Leicester Square into the slum that leads to Clare Mar- 
ket; ah, how well I remember! And I went home to my 
garret in a state of delightful fever, and scribbled notes 
furiously before going to bed.” 

“Don’t trouble; it’ll all come back to you.” 

“But in those days I hadn’t to think of money. I could 
look forward and see provision for my needs. I never 
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asked myself what I should get for the book; I assure 
you, that never came into my head—never. The work 
was done for its own sake. No hurry to finish it; if I 
felt that I wasn’t up to the mark, I just waited till the 
better mood returned. ‘On Neutral Ground’ took me 
seven months; now I have to write three volumes in nine 
weeks, with the lash stinging on my back if I miss a day.” 

He brooded for a little. 

“I suppose there must be some rich man somewhere 
who has read one or two of my books with a certain in- 
terest. If only I could encounter him and tell him plainly 
what a cursed state | am in, perhaps he would help me to 
some means of earning a couple of pounds a week. One 
has heard of such things.” 

“In the old days.” 

“Yes. I doubt if it ever happens now. Coleridge 
wouldn’t so easily meet with his Gillman nowadays. Well, 
I am not a Coleridge, and I don’t ask to be lodged under 
any man’s roof; but if I could earn money enough to 
leave me good long evenings unspoilt by fear of the 
workhouse ¥ 

Amy turned away, and presently went to look after her 
little boy. 

A few days after this they had a visit from Milvain. 
He came about ten o’clock in the evening. 

“T’m not going to stay,” he announced. ‘But where’s 
my copy of ‘Margaret Home’? I am to have one, I 
suppose ?”’ 

“T have no particular desire that you should read it,” 
‘returned Reardon. 

“But I have read it, my dear fellow. Got it from the 
library on the day of publication; I had a suspicion that 
you wouldn’t send me a copy. But I must possess your 
opera omnia.” 

“Here it is. Hide it away somewhere—You may as 
well sit down for a few minutes.” 

“T confess I should like to talk about the book, if you 
don’t mind. It isn’t so utterly and damnably bad as you 
make out, you know. The misfortune was that you had 
_ to make three volumes of it. If 1 had leave to cut it 
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down to one, it would do you credit. The motive is good 
enough.” 

“Yes. Just good enough to show how badly it’s man- 
aged.” 

Milvain began to expatiate on that well-worn topic, the 
evils of the three-volume system. 

“A triple-headed monster, sucking the blood of English 
novelists. One might design an allegorical cartoon for 
a comic literary paper. By-the-by, why doesn’t such a 
thing exist >—a weekly paper treating of things and peo- 
ple literary in a facetious spirit. It would be caviare to 
the general, but might be supported, I should think. The 
editor would probably be assassinated, though.” 

“For anyone in my position,” said Reardon, “how is it 
possible to abandon the three volumes? It is a question 
of payment. An author of moderate repute may live on 
a yearly three-volume novel—I mean the man who is 
obliged to sell his book out and out, and who gets from 
one to two hundred pounds for it. But he would have to 
produce four one-volume novels to obtain the same in- 
come; and I doubt whether he could get so many pub- 
lished within the twelve months. And here comes in the 
benefit of the libraries; from the commercial point of 
_ view the libraries are indispensable. Do you suppose 
the public would support the present number of novelists 
if each book had to be purchased? A sudden change to 
that system would throw three-fourths of the novelists 
out of work.” 

“But there’s no reason why the libraries shouldn’t circu- 
late novels in one volume.” 

“Profits would be less, I suppose. People would take 
the minimum subscription.” 

“Well, to go to the concrete,.what about your own 
one-volume ?” 

“All but done.” 

“And you'll offer it to Jedwood? Go and see him 
personally. He’s a very decent fellow, I believe.” 

Milvain stayed only half an hour. The days when he 
was wont to sit and talk at large through a whole evening 
were no more; partly because of his diminished leisure, 
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but also for a less simple reason—the growth of some- 
thing like estrangement between him and Reardon. 

“You didn’t mention your plans,” said Amy, when the 
visitor had been gone some time. 

“Nox 

Reardon was content with the negative, and his wife 
made no further remark. 

The result of advertising the flat was that two or three 
persons called to make inspection. One of them, a man ~ 
of military appearance, showed himself anxious to come 
to terms; he was willing to take the tenement from next 
- quarter-day (June), but wished, if possible, to enter 
upon possession sooner than that. 

“Nothing could be better,’ said Amy in colloquy with 
her husband. “If he will pav for the extra time, we 
shall be only too glad.” 

Reardon mused and looked gloomy. He could not 
bring himself to regard te experiment before him with 
hopefulness, and his heart sank at the thought of parting 
from Amy. 

“You are very anxious to get rid of me,” he answered, 
trving to smile. 

“Yes, [ am,” she exclaimed; “but simply for your own 
good, as you know very well.” 

“Suppose I can’t sell this book?” 

“You will have a few pounds. Send your ‘Pliny’ 
article to The Wayside. If vou come to an end of all 
your money, mother shal! lend you some.” 

“Tam not very likely to do much work in that case.” 

“Oh, but you will sell the book. You'll get twenty 
pounds for it, and that alone would keep you for three 
months. Think—three months of the best part of the 
year at the seaside! Oh, you will do wonders!” 

The furniture was to be housed at Mrs. Yule’s. Neither 
of them durst speak of selling it; that would have 
sounded too ominous. As for the locality of Reardon’s 
retreat, Amy herself had suggested Worthing, which she 
knew from a visit a few years ago; the advantages were 
its proximity to London, and the likelihood that very 
cheap lodgings could be found either in the town or near 


PES LASTORES OCR CE 217 


it. One room would suffice for the hapless author, and 
his expenses, beyond a trifling rent, would be confined to. 
mere food. Oh yes, he might manage on considerably 
less than a pound a week. 

Amy was in much better spirits than for a long time; 
she appeared to have convinced herself that there was 
no doubt of the issue of this perilous scheme; that her 
husband would write a notable book, receive a satisfac- 
tory price for it, and so re-establish their home. Yet her 
moods varied greatly. After all, there was delay in the 
letting of the flat, and this caused her annoyance. It 
was whilst the negotiations were still pending that she 
made her call upon Maud and Dora Milvain; Reardon 
did not know of her intention to visit them until it had 
been carried out. She mentioned what she had done in 
almost a casual manner. 

“T had to get it over,’ she said, when Reardon exhib- 
ited surprise, “and I don’t think I made a very favourable 
impression.”’ 

“You told them, I suppose, what we are going to do?” 

“No; I didn’t say a word of it.” 

“But why not? It can’t be kept a secret. Milvain 
will have heard of it already, I should think, from your 
mother.” 

“From mother? But it’s the rarest thing for him to 
go there. Do you imagine he is a constant visitor? I 
thought it better to say nothing until the thing is actually 
done. Who knows what may happen?” 

She was in a strange, nervous state, and Reardon re- 
garded her uneasily. He talked very little in these days, 
and passed hours in dark reverie. His book was finished, 
and he awaited the publisher’s decision. 


CHAPTER XVI 
REJECTION 


One of Reardon’s minor worries at this time was the 
fear that by chance he might come upon a review of 
“Margaret Home.’ Since the publication of his first 
book he had avoided as far as possible all knowledge of 
what the critics had to say about him; his nervous tem- 
perament could not bear the agitation of reading these 
remarks, which, however inept, define an author and his 
work to so many people incapable of judging for them- 
selves. No man or woman could tell him anything in the 
way of praise or blame which he did not already know 
quite well; commendation was pleasant, but it so often 
aimed amiss, and censure was for the most part so un- 
intelligent... In the case of this latest novel he dreaded the 
sight of a review as he would have done a gash from a 
rusty knife. The judgments could not but be damna- 
tory, and their expression in journalistic phrase would 
disturb his mind with evil rancour. No one would have 
insight enough to appreciate the nature and cause of 
his book’s demerits; every comment would be wide of 
the mark; sneer, ridicule, trite objection would but madden 
him, with a sense of injustice. 

His position was illogical—one result of the moral 
weakness which was allied with his esthetic sensibility. 
Putting aside the worthlessness of current reviewing, the 
critic of an isolated book has of course nothing to do with 
its author’s state of mind and body any more than with 
the condition of his purse. Reardon would have granted 
this, but he could not command his emotions. He was 
in passionate revolt against the base necessities which 
compelled him to put forth work in no way representing 


his healthy powers, his artistic criterion. Not he had 
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written this book, but his accursed poverty. To assail 
him as the author was, in his feeling, to be guilty of 
brutal insult. When by ill-hap a notice in one of the 
daily papers came under his eyes, it made his blood boil 
with a fierceness of hatred only possible to him in a pro- 
foundly morbid condition; he could not steady his hand 
for half an hour after. Yet his particular critic only 
said what was quite true—that the novel contained not a 
single striking scene and not one living character; Rear- 
don had expressed himself about it in almost identical 
terms. But he saw himself in the position of one sickly 
and all but destitute man against a relentless world, and 
every blow directed against him appeared dastardly. He 
could have cried “Coward!” to the writer who wounded 
him. 

The would-be sensational story which was now in Mr. 
Jedwood’s hands had perhaps more merit than “Margaret 
Home”; its brevity, and the fact that nothing more was 
aimed at than a concatenation of brisk events, made it not 
unreadable. But Reardon thought of it with humiliation. 
If it were published as his next work it would afford final 
proof to such sympathetic readers as he might still retain 
that he had hopelessly written himself out, and was now 
_ endeavouring to adapt himself to an inferior public. In 
spite of his dire necessities he now and then hoped that 
Jedwood might refuse the thing. 

At moments he looked with sanguine eagerness to the 
three or four months he was about to spend in retire- 
ment, but such impulses were the mere outcome of his 
nervous disease. He had no faith in himself under pres- 
ent conditions; the permanence of his sufferings would 
mean the sure destruction of powers he still possessed, 
though they were not at his command. Yet he believed 
that his mind was made up as to the advisability of trying 
this last resource; he was impatient for the day of de- 
parture, and in the interval merely killed time as best he 
might. He could not read, and did not attempt to gather 
ideas for his next book; the delusion that his mind was 
resting made an excuse to him for the barrenness of day 
after day. His ‘Pliny’ article had been despatched to The 
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Wayside, and would possibly be accepted. But he did not 
trouble himself about this or other details; it was as 
though his mind could do nothing more than grasp the 
bald fact of impending destitution; with the steps towards 
that final stage he seemed to have little concern. 

One evening he set forth to make a call upon Harold 
Biffen, whom he had not seen since the realist called to 
acknowledge the receipt of a copy of “Margaret Home” 
left at his lodgings when he was out. Biffen resided in 
Clipstone Street, a thoroughfare discoverable in the dim 
district which lies between Portland Place and Totten- 
ham Court Road. On knocking at the door of the lodg- 
ing-house, Reardon learnt that his friend was at home. 
He ascended to the third storey and tapped at a door 
which allowed rays of lamplight to issue from great gaps 
above and below. A sound of voices came from. within, 
and on entering he perceived that Biffen was engaged 
with a pupil. ) 

“They didn’t tell me you had a visitor,” he said. “I'll 
call again later.” 

“No need to go away,” replied Biffen, coming forward 
to shake hands. ‘Take a book for a few minutes. Mr. 
Baker won't mind.” 

It was a very small room, with a ceiling so low that 
the tall lodger could only just stand upright with safety; 
perhaps three inches intervened between his head and the 
plaster, which was cracked, grimy, cobwebby. A small 
scrap of weedy carpet lay in front of the fireplace; else- 
where the chinky boards were unconcealed. The furni- 
ture consisted of a round table, which kept such im- 
perfect balance on its central support that the lamp en- 
trusted to it looked in a dangerous position, of three small 
cane-bottomed chairs, a small wash-hand-stand with sun- 
dry rude appurtenances, and a chair-bedstead which the 
tenant opened at the hour of repose and spread with 
certain primitive trappings at present kept in a cup- 
board. There was no bookcase, but a few hundred bat- 
tered volumes were arranged some on the floor and some 
on a rough chest. The weather was too characteristic of 
an English spring to make an empty grate agreeable to 
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the eye, but Biffen held it an axiom that fires were un- 
seasonable after the first of May. 

The individual referred to as Mr. Baker, who sat at 
the table in the attitude of a student, was a robust, hard- 
featured, black-haired young man of two- or three-and- 
twenty ; judging from his weather-beaten cheeks and huge 
hands, as well as from the garb he wore, one would have 
presumed that study was not his normal occupation. 
There was something of the riverside about him; he might 
be a dockman, or even a bargeman. He looked intelligent, 
however, and bore himself with much modesty. 

“Now do endeavour to write in shorter sentences,” 
said Biffen, who sat down by him and resumed the lesson, 
Reardon having taken up a volume. “This isn’t bad—it 
isn’t bad at all, I assure you; but you have put all you 
had to say into three appalling periods, whereas you ought 
to have made about a dozen.” 

“There it is, sir; there it -is!” exclaimed the man, 
smoothing his wiry hair. “If can’t break it up. The 
thoughts come in a lump, if I may say so. To break it up 
—there’s the art of compersition.” 

Reardon could not refrain from a glance at the speaker, 
and Biffen, whose manner was very grave and kindly, 
turned to his friend with an explanation of the difficulties 
‘with which the student was struggling. 

“Mr. Baker is preparing for the examination of the 
Outdoor Customs Department. One of the subjects 1s 
English composition, and really, you know, that isn’t 
quite such a simple matter as some people think.” 

Baker beamed upon the visitor with a homely, good- 
natured smile. 

“T can make headway with the other things, sir,” he 
said, striking the table lightly with his clenched fist. 
“There’s handwriting, there’s orthography, there’s arith- 
metic; I’m not afraid of one of ’em, as Mr. Biffen ’Il tell 
you, sir. But when it comes to compersition, that brings 
out the sweat on my forehead, I do assure you.’ 

“You're not the only man in that case, Mr. Baker,” 
replied Reardon. 

“It’s thought a tough job in general, ispitsysit hy 
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“tts indeed.” 

“Two hundred marks for compersition,’ continued the 
man. “Now how many would they have given me for this 
bit of a try, Mr. Biffen?”’ 

“Well, well; I can’t exactly say. But you improve; 
you improve, decidedly. Peg away for another week or 
two.” 

“Oh, don’t fear me, sir! I’m not easily beaten when 
I’ve set my mind on a thing, and I'l] break up the com- 
persition yet, see if I don’t!” 

Again his fist descended upon the table in a way that 
reminded one of the steam-hammer cracking a nut. 

The lesson proceeded for about ten minutes, Reardon, 
under pretence of reading, following it with as much 
amusement as anything. could excite in him nowadays. 
At length Mr. Baker stood up, collected his papers and 
books, and seemed about to depart; but, after certain 
uneasy movements and glances, he said to Biffen in a 
subdued voice: 

“Perhaps I might speak to vou outside the door a 
minute, sir?” 

He and the teacher went out, the door closed, and 
Reardon heard sounds of muffled conversation. In a 
minute or two a heavy footstep descended the stairs, and 
Biffen re-entered the room. 

“Now that’s a good, honest fellow,” he said, in an 
amused tone. “It’s my pay-night, but he didn’t like io 
fork out money before you. A very unusual delicacy in a 
man of that standing. He pays me sixpence for an hour’s 
lesson; that brings me two shillings a week. I some- 
times feel a little ashamed to take his money, but then 
the fact is he’s a good deal better off than I am.” 

“Will he get a place in the Customs, do you think?” 

“Oh, I’ve no doubt of it. If it seemed unlikely, I 
should have told him so before this. To be sure, that’s 
_a point I have often to consider, and once or twice my 

delicacy has asserted itself at the expense of my pocket. 
There was a poor consumptive lad came to me not long 
ago and wanted Latin lessons; talked about going in 
for the London Matric, on his way to the pulpit. I 
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couldn’t stand it. After a lesson or two I told him his 
cough was too bad, and he had no right to study until 
he got into better health; that was better, I think, than 
saying plainly he had no chance on earth. But the food 
I bought with his money was choking me. Oh yes, 
Baker will make his way right enough. A good, modest 
fellow. You noticed how respectfully he spoke to me? 
It doesn’t make any difference to him that I live in a 
garret like this; I’m a man of education, and he can 
separate this fact from my surroundings.” 

“Biffen, why don’t you get some decent position? 
Surely you might.” ° 

“What position? No school would take me; I have 
neither credentials nor conventional clothing. For the 
same reason [ couldn’t get a private tutorship in a rich 
family. No, no; it’s all right. I keep myself alive, and 
I get on with my work.—By-the-by, I’ve decided to vrite 
a book called ‘Mr. Bailey, Grocer.’ ” 

“What’s the idea?” 

“An objectionable word, that. Better say: “What’s 
the reality?’ Well, Mr. Bailey is a grocer in a little street 
by here. I have dealt with him for a long time, and as 
he’s a talkative fellow I’ve come to know a good deal 
about him and his history. He’s fone »f talking about 
the struggle he had in his first year of business. He 
had no money of his own, but he married a woman who 
had saved forty-five pounds out of a cat’s-meat business. 
You should see that woman! A _ hig. coarse, squinting 
creature; at the time of the marriage she was a widow 
and forty-two years old. Now I’m going to tell the true 
story of Mr. Bailey’s marriage and of his progress as a 
grocer. It’ll be a great book—-a great book!” 

He walked up and down the room, fervid with his 
conception. 

“There'll be nothing bestial in it, you know. The de- 
cently ignoble—as I’ve so often said. The thing’ll take 
me a year at least. I shall do it slowly, lovingly. One 
volume, of course; the length of the ordinary French 
novel. There’s something fine in the title, don’t you 
think? ‘Mr. Bailey, Grocer!” 
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“T envy you, old fellow,’ said Reardon, sighing. 
“You have the right fire in you; you have zeal and 
energy. Well, what do you think J have decided to do?” 

“T should like to hear.” 

Reardon gaye an account of his project. The other 
listened gravely, seated across a chair with his arms on 
the back. 

“Your wife is in agreement with this?” 

“Oh yes.” He could not bring himself to say that 
Amy had suggested it. “She has great hopes that the 
change will be just what I need.” 

“T should say so too—if you were going to rest. But 
if you have to set to work at once it seems to me very 
doubtful.” 

“Never mind. For Heaven’s sake don’t discourage me! 
If this fails I think—upon my soul, I think I shall kill 
myself.” ' 

“Pooh!” exclaimed Biffen, gently. ‘With a wife like 
yours?” 

“Just because of that.” 

“No, no; there’ll be some way out of it. By-the-by, I 
passed Mrs. Reardon this morning, but she didn’t see me. 
It was in Tottenham Court Road, and Milvain was with 
her. I felt myself too seedy in appearance to stop and 
speak.” 

“In Tottenham Court Road ?” 

That was not the detail of the story which chiefly held 
Reardon’s attention, yet he did not purposely make a 
misleading remark. His mind involuntarily played this 
trick. 

“IT only saw them just as they were passing,” pursued 
Biffen. ‘Oh, I knew I had something to tell you! Have 
you heard that Whelpdale is going to be married ?” 

‘Reardon shook his head in a preoccupied way. 

“T had a note from him this morning, telling me. He 
asked me to look him up to-night, and he’d let me know 
all about it. Let’s go together, shall we?” 

“T don’t feel much in the humour for Whelpdale. I'll 
well with you, and go on home.” 

“i'o no; come and see him. It’ll do you good to talk 
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a little—But I must positively eat a mouthful before we 
go. I’m afraid you won’t care to join?” 

He opened his cupboard, and brought out a loaf of 
bread and a saucer of dripping, with salt and pepper. 

“Better dripping this than I’ve had for a long time. 
I get it at Mr. Bailey’s—that isn’t his real name, of course. 
He assures me it comes from a large hotel where his 
wife’s sister is a kitchenmaid, and that it’s perfectly pure; 
they very often mix flour with it, you know, and perhaps 
more obnoxious things that an economical man doesn’t 
care to reflect upon. Now, with a little pepper and salt, 
this bread and dripping is as appetising food as I know. 
I often make a dinner of it.” 

“T have done the same myself before now. Do you 
ever buy pease-pudding ?” 

“TI should think so! I get magnificent pennyworths at 
a shop in Cleveland Street, of a very rich quality indeed. 
Excellent faggots they have there, too. I'll give you a 
supper of them some night before you go.” 

Biffen rose to enthusiasm in the contemplation of these 
dainties. He ate his bread and dripping with knife and 
fork; this alwavs made the fare seem more substantial. 

“Ts it very cold out?” he asked, rising from the table. 
“Need I put my overcoat on?” 

This overcoat, purchased second-hand three years ago, 
hung on a door-nail. Comparative ease of circumstances 
had restored to the realist his ordinary indoor garment—a 
morning coat of the cloth called diagonal, rather large 
for him, but in better preservation than the other articles 
of his attire. 

Reardon judging the overcoat necessary, his friend 
carefully brushed it and drew it on with a caution which 
probably had reference to starting seams. Then he put 
into the pocket Itis pipe, his pouch, his tobacco-stopper, 
and his matches, murmuring to himself a Greek iambic 
line which had come into his head d propos of nothing 
obvious. 

“Go out,” he said, “and then I’ll extinguish the lamp. 
Mind the second step down, as usual.” 

They issued into Clipstone Street, turned northward, 
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crossed Euston Road, and came into Albany Street, where, 
in a house of decent exterior, Mr. Whelpdale had his 
present abode. A girl who opened the door requested 
them to walk up to the topmost storey. 

A cheery voice called to them from within the room 
at which they knocked. This lodging spoke more dis- 
tinctly of civilisation than that inhabited by Biffen; it 
contained the minimum supply of furniture needed to 
give it somewhat the appearance of a study, but the articles 
were in good condition. One end of the room was con- 
cealed by a chintz curtain: scrutiny would have dis- 
covered behind the draping the essential equipments of a 
bedchamber. 

Mr. Whelpdale sat by the fire, smoking a cigar. He was 
a plain-featured but graceful and refined-looking man of 
thirty, with wavy chestnut hair and a trimmed beard 
which became him well. At present he wore a dressing- 
gown and was without collar. 

“Welcome, gents both!” he cried facetiously. “Ages 
since I saw you, Reardon. I’ve been reading your new 
book. Uncommonly good things in it here and there—un- 
commonly good.” 

Whelpdale had the weakness of being unable to tell 
a disagreeable truth, and a tendency to flattery which 
had always made Reardon rather uncomfortable in his 
society. Though there was no need whatever of his men- 
tioning “Margaret Home,” he preferred to frame smooth 
fictions rather than keep a silence which might be con- 
strued as unfavourable criticism. 

“In the last volume,” he went on, “I think there are 
one or two things as good as you ever did; I do in- 
deed.” 

Reardon made no acknowledgment of these remarks. 
They irritated him, for he knew their insincerity. Biffen, 
understanding his friend’s silence, struck in on another 
subject. 

“Who is this lady of whom you write to me?” 

“Ah, quite a story! I’m going to be married, Reardon. 
A serious marriage. Light your pipes, and I'll tell you 
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all about it. Startled you, I suppose, Biffen? Unlikely 
news, eh? Some people would call it a rash step, I dare 
say. We shall just take another room in this house, 
that’s all. I think I can count upon an income of a couple 
of guineas a week, and I have plans without end that are 
pretty sure to bring in coin.” 

Reardon did not care to smoke, but Biffen lit his pipe 
and waited with grave interest for the romantic narrative. 
Whenever he heard of a poor man’s persuading a woman 
to share his poverty he was eager of details; perchance 
he himself might yet have that heavenly good fortune. 

“Well,” began Whelpdale, crossing his legs and watch- 
ing a wreath he had just puffed from the cigar, “you know 
all about my literary advisership. The business goes on 
reasonably well. I’m going to extend it in ways I'll ex- 
plain to you presently. About six weeks ago I received 
a letter from a lady who referred to my advertisements, 
and said she had the manuscript of a novel which she 
would like to offer for my opinion. Two publishers had 
refused it, but one with complimentary phrases, and she 
hoped it mightn’t be impossible to put the thing into ac- 
ceptable shape. Of course I wrote optimistically, and 
the manuscript was sent to me. Well, it wasn’t actually 
bad—by Jove! you should have seen some of the things 
I have been asked to recommend to publishers! It wasn’t 
hopelessly bad by any means, and I gave serious thought 
to it. After exchange of several letters I asked the 
authoress to come and see me, that we might save postage- 
stamps and talk things over. She hadn’t given me her 
address: I had to direct to a stationer’s in Bayswater. 
She agreed to come, and did come. I had formed a sort 
of idea, but of course I was quite wrong. Imagine my 
excitement when there came in a very beautiful girl, a 
tremendously interesting girl, about one-and-twenty—just 
the kind of girl that most strongly appeals to me; dark, 
pale, rather consumptive-looking, slender—no, there’s no 
describing her; there really isn’t! You must wait till 
you see her.” 

“T hope the consumption was only a figure of speech,” 
remarked Biffen in his grave way. 
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“Oh, there’s nothing serious the matter, I think. A 
slight cough, poor girl cs 

“The deuce!” interjected Reardon. 

“Oh, nothing, nothing! It'll be all right. Well, now, 
of course we talked over the story—in good earnest, you 
know. Little by little I induced her to speak of herself— 
this, after she’d come two or three times—and she told 
me lamentable things. She was absolutely alone in 
London, and hadn’t had sufficient food for weeks; had 
sold all she could of her clothing; and so on. Her home 
was in Birmingham; she had been driven away by the 
brutality of a stepmother ; a friend lent her a few pounds, 
and she came to London with an unfinished novel. Well, 
you know, this kind of thing would be enough to make 
me soft-hearted to any girl, let alone one who, to begin 
with, was absolutely my ideal. When she began to ex- 
press a fear that | was giving too much time to her, that 
she wouldn’t be able to pay my fees, and so on, I could 
restrain myself no longer. On the spot I asked her to 
marry me. I didn’t practise any deception, mind. I told 
her I was a poor devil who had failed as a realistic novelist 
and was earning bread in haphazard ways; and I explained 
frankly that I thought we might carry on various kinds of 
business together: she might go on with her novel-writ- 
ing, and—so on. But she was frightened; I had been 
too abrupt. That’s a fault of mine, you know; but I” 
was so confoundedly afraid of losing her. And I told 
her as much, plainly.” 

Biffen smiled. 

“This would be exciting,” he said, “if we didn’t know 
the end of the story.” 

“Yes. Pity I didn’t keep it a secret. Well, she wouldn’t 
say yes, but I could see that she didn’t absolutely say 
no. ‘In any case,’ I said, ‘you'll let me see you often? 
Fees be hanged! I'll work day and night for you. I'll 
do my utmost to get your novel accepted.’ And I im- 
plored her to let me lend her a little money. It was very 
difficult to persuade her, but at last she accepted a few 
shillings. I could see in her face that she was hungry. 
Just imagine! A beautiful girl absolutely hungry; it 
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drove me frantic! But that was a great point gained. 
After that we saw each other almost every day, and at 
last—she consented! Did indeed! I can hardly believe it 
yet. We shall be married in a fortnight’s time.” 

“T congratulate you,” said Reardon. 

V0. do I; sighed Bitten. 

“The day before yesterday she went to Birmingham to 
see her father and tell him all about the affair. I agreed 
with her it was as well; the old fellow isn’t badly off, and 
he may forgive her for running away, though he’s under 
his wife’s thumb, it appears. I had a note yesterday. 
She had gone to a friend’s house for the first day. I 
hoped to have heard again this morning—must to-morrow, 
in any case. I live, as you may imagine, in wild excite- 
ment. Of course, if the old man stumps up a wedding- 
present, all the better. But I don’t care; we'll make a 
living somehow. What do you think I’m writing just 
-now? An author’s Guide. You know the kind of thing; 
they sell splendidly. Of course I shall make it a good 
advertisement of my business. Then I have a splendid 
idea. I’m going to advertise: ‘Novel-writing taught in 
ten lessons!’ What do you think of that? No swindle; 
not a bit of it. I am quite capable of giving the ordinary 
man or woman ten very useful lessons. I’ve been work- 
' ing out the scheme; it would amuse you vastly, Reardon. 
The first lesson deals with the question of subjects, local 
colour—that kind of thing. ! gravely advise people, if 
they possibly can, to write of the wealthy middle class; 
that’s the popular subject, you know. Lords and ladies 
are all very well, but the real thing to take is a story about 
people who have no titles, but live in good Philistine style. 
I urge study of horsey matters especially; that’s very im- 
portant. You must be well up, too, in military grades, 
know about Sandhurst, and so on. Boating is an im- 
portant topic. You see? Oh, I shall make a great thing 
of this. I shall teach my wife carefully, and then let her 
advertise lessons to girls; they'll prefer coming to a 
woman, you know.” 

Biffen leant back and laughed noisily. 
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“How much shall you charge for the course?” asked 
Reardon. 

“That'll depend. I shan’t refuse a guinea or two; but 
some people may be made to pay five, perhaps.” 

Someone knocked at the door, and a voice said: 

“A letter for you, Mr. Whelpdale.” 

He started up, and came back into the room with face 
illuminated. 

“Yes, it’s from Birmingham; posted this morning. Look 
what an exquisite hand she writes!” 

He tore open the envelope. In delicacy Reardon and 
Biffen averted their eyes. There was silence for a minute, 
then a strange ejaculation from Whelpdale caused his 
friends to look up at him. He had gone pale, and was 
frowning at the sheets of paper which trembled in his 
hand. 

“No bad news, I hope?” Biffen ventured to say. 

Whelpdale let himself sink into a chair. 

“Now if this isn’t too bad!” he exclaimed in a thick 
voice. “If this isn’t monstrously unkind! I never heard 
anything so gross as this—never !” 

The two waited, trying not to smile. 

“She writes—that she has met an old lover—in Birming- 
ham—that it was with him she had quarrelled—not with 
her father at all—that she ran away to annoy him and 
frighten him—that she has made it up again, and they’re 
going to be married!” 

He let the sheet fall, and looked so utterly woebegone 
that his friends at once exerted themselves to offer such 
consolation as the case admitted of. Reardon thought 
better of Whelpdale for this emotion; he had not believed 
him capable of it. 

“Tt isn’t a case of vulgar cheating!” cried the forsaken 
one presently. “Don’t go away thinking that. She writes 
in real distress and penitence—she does indeed. Oh, the 
devil! Why did I let her go to Birmingham? A fort- 
night more, and I should have had her safe. But it’s 
just like my luck. Do you know that this is the third time 
I’ve been engaged to be married ?—no, by Jove, the fourth! 
And every time the girl has got out of it at the last mo- 
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ment. What an unlucky beast I am! A girl who was 
positively my ideal! I haven’t even a photograph of her 
to show you; but you’d be astonished at her face. Why, 
in the devil’s name, did I let her go to Birmingham ?” 

The visitors had risen. They felt uncomfortable, for 
it seemed as if Whelpdale might find vent for his dis- 
tress in tears. 

“We had better leave you,” suggested Biffen. “It’s 
very hard—it is indeed.” 

“Look here! Read the letter for yourselves! Do!” 

They declined, and begged him not to insist. 

“But I want you to see what kind of girl she “see We 
isn’t a case of farcical deceiving—not a bit of it! She 
implores me to forgive her, and blames herself no end. 
Just my luck! The third—no, the fourth time, by Jove! 
Never was such an unlucky fellow with women. It’s 
because I’m so damnably poor; that’s it, of course!” 

Reardon and his companion succeeded at length in 
getting away, though not till they had heard the virtues 
and beauty of the vanished girl described again and again 
in much detail. Both were in a state of depression as 
they left the house. 

“What think you of this story?’ asked Biffen. “Is 
this possible in a woman of any merit?” 

“Anything is possible in a woman,” Reardon replied, 
harshly. 

They walked in silence as far as Portland Road Station. 
There, with an assurance that he would come to a garret- 
supper before leaving London, Reardon parted from his 
friend and turned westward. 

As soon as he had entered, Amy’s voice called to him. 

“Here’s a letter from Jedwood, Edwin!” 

He stepped into the study. 

“Tt came just after you went out, and it has been all 
I could do to resist the temptation to open ite 

“Why shouldn’t you have opened it?” said her husband, 
carelessly. ; 

He tried to do so himself, but his shaking hand thwarted 
him at first. Succeeding at length, he found a letter in 
the publisher’s own writing, and the first word that caught 


232 NEW Git OB OS 2, tere tT 


his attention was “regret.” With an angry effort to com- 
mand himself he ran through the communication, then 
held it out to Amy. 

She read, and her countenance fell. Mr. Jedwood re- 
gretted that the story offered to him did not seem likely 
to please that particular public to whom his series of one- 
volume novels made appeal. He hoped it would be under- 
stood that, in declining, he by no means expressed an 
adverse judgment on the story itself, &c. 

“Tt doesn’t surprise me,” said Reardon. “I believe he 
is quite right. The thing is too empty to please the better 
kind of readers, yet not vulgar enough to please the 
worse.” 

“But you'll try someone else?” 

“T don’t think it’s much use.” 

They sat opposite each other, and kept silence. Jed- 
wood’s letter slipped from Amy’s lap to the ground. 

“So,” said Reardon, presently, “I don’t see how our 
. plan is to be carried out.” 

“Oh, it must be!’ 

“But how?” 

“You'll get seven or eight pounds from The Wayside. 
And—hadn’t we better sell the furniture, instead of 2 

His look checked her. 

“Tt seems to me, Amy, that your one desire is to get 
away from me, on whatever terms.” 

“Don’t begin that over again!” she exclaimed, fret- 
fully. “If you don’t believe what I say * 

They were both in a state of intolerable nervous tension. 
Their voices quivered, and their eyes had an unnatural 
brightness. 

“Tf we sell the furniture,’ pursued Reardon, “that 
means you'll never come back to me. You wish to save 
yourself and the child from the hard life that seems to 
be before us.” 

“Yes, I do; but not by deserting you. I want you to go 
and work for us all, so that we may live more happily be- 
fore long. Oh, how wretched this is!” 

She burst into hysterical weeping. But Reardon, in- 
stead of attempting to soothe her, went into the next room, 
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where he sat for a long time in the dark. When he re- 
turned Amy was calm again; her face expressed a cold 
misery. 

“Where did you go this morning?” he asked, as if 
wishing to talk of common things. 

“T told you. I went to buy those things for Willie.” 

“Oh yes.” 

There was a silence. 

“Biffen passed you in Tottenham Court Road,” he 
added. 

“IT didn’t see him.” 

“No; he said you, didn’t.” 

“Perhaps,” said Amy, “it was just when I was speak- 
ing to Mr. Milvain.” 

“You met Milvain ?” 

eVies.s 

“Why didn’t you tell me?” 

“T’m sure I don’t know. I can’t mention every trifle 
that happens.” 

“No, of course not.” 

Amy closed her eyes, as if in weariness, and for a min- 
ute or two Reardon observed her countenance. 

“So you think we had better sell the furniture?” 

“T shall say nothing more about it. You must do as 


~ seems best to you, Edwin.” 


“Are you going to see your mother to- “morrow ¢ Pf 

“Yes. I thought you would like to come too.’ 

“No; there’s no good in my going.” 

He again rose, and that night they talked no more of 
their difficulties, though on the morrow (Sunday) it would 
be necessary to decide their course in every detail. 


CHAPTER XVII 
THE PARTING 


Amy did not go to church. Before her marriage she 
had done so as a mere suatter of course, accompanying 
her mother, but Res coa’s attitude with regard to the 
popular religion speedily became her own; she let the 
subject lapse from her m-na 1d cared neither to defend 
nor to attack where dog.-- vas concerned. She had no 
sympathies with mysticism; he nature was strongly prac- 
tical, with something of zeal for intellectual attainment - 
superadded. 

This Sunday morning she was verv busy with domestic 
minutiz. Reardon noticed what looked like preparations 
for packing, and being as little disposed for conversation as 
his wife, he went out and walked for a couple of hours in 
the Hampstead region. Dinner over, Amy at once made 
ready for her journey to Westbourne Park. 

“Then you won’t come?” she said to her husband. 

“No. I shall see your mother before I go away, but 
I don’t care to till you have settled everything.” 

It was half a year since he had met Mrs. Yule. She 
never came to their dwelling, and Reardon could not bring 
himself to visit her. 

“You had very much rather we didn’t sell the furni- 
ture?” Amy asked. 

“Ask your mother’s opinion. That shall decide.” 

“There'll be the expense of moving it, you know. Un- 
less money comes from The Wayside, you'll only have 
two or three pounds left.” 

Reardon made no reply. He was overcome by the 
bitterness of shame. 

“T shall say, then,’ pursued Amy, who spoke with 
averted face, “that I am to go there for good on Tuesday ? 
I mean, of course, for the summer months.” 
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“T suppose so.” 

Then he turned suddenly upon her. 

“Do you really imagine that at the end of the summer 
I shall be a rich man? What do you mean by talking in 
this way? If the furniture is sold to supply me with a 
few pounds for the present, what prospect is there that I 
shall be able to buy new ?” 

“How can we look forward at all?” replied Amy. “It 
has come to the question of how we are to subsist. I 
thought you would rather get money in this way than 
borrow of mother—when she has the expense of keeping 
me and Willie.” 
=. You are right, 

pest:”) 

Amy was in her most practical mood, and would not 
linger for purposeless talk. A few minutes, and Reardon 
was left alone. 

He stood before his bookshelves and began to pick out 
the volumes which he would take away with him. Just 
a few, the indispensable companions of a bookish man 
who still clings to life—his Hlomer, his Shakespeare 

The rest must be sold: He would get rid of them to- 
morrow morning. All together they might bring him a 
couple of sovereigns. 

Then his clothing! Amy had fulfilled all the domestic 
duties of a wife; his wardrobe was in as good a state as 
circumstances allowed. But there was no object in burden- 
ing himself with winter garments, for, if he lived through 
the summer at all, he would be able to repurchase such few 
poor things as were needful; at present he could only 
think of how to get together a few coins. So he made 
a heap of such things as might be sold. 

The furniture? If it must go, the price could scarcely 
be more than ten or twelve pounds; well, perhaps fifteen. 
To be sure, in this way his summer’s living would be 
abundantly provided for. pe 

He thought of Biffen enviously. Biffen, if need be, 
could support life on three or four shillings a week, happy 
in the thought that no mortal had a claim upon him. If 
he starved to death—well, many another lonely man has 
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come to that end. If he preferred to kill himself, who 
would be distressed? Spoilt child of fortune! 

The bells of St. Marylebone began to clang for after- 
noon service. In the idleness of dull pain his thoughts 
followed their summons, and he marvelled that there were 
people who could imagine it a duty or find it a solace to 
go and sit in that twilight church and listen to the dron- 
ing of prayers. He thought of the wretched millions of 
mankind to whom life is so barren that they must needs 
believe in a recompense beyond the grave. For that he 
neither looked nor longed. The bitterness of his lot was 
that this world might be a sufficing paradise to him if 
only he could clutch a poor little share of current coin. 
He had won the world’s greatest prize—a woman’s love— 
but could not retain it because his pockets were empty. 

That he should fail to make a great name, this was 
grievous disappointment to Amy, but this alone would 
not have estranged her. It was the dread and shame of 
penury that made her heart cold to him. And he could 
not in his conscience scorn her for being thus affected by 
the vulgar circumstances of life; only a few supreme 
natures stand unshaken under such a trial, and though 
his love of Amy was still passionate, he knew that her 
place was among a certain class of women, and not on 
the isolated pinnacle where he had at first visioned her. 
It was entirely natural that she shrank at the test of 
squalid suffering. A little money, and he could have 
rested secure in her love, for then he would have been 
able to keep ever before her the best qualities of his 
heart and brain. Upon him, too, penury had its debasing 
effect; as he now presented himself he was not a man to 
be admired or loved. It was all simple and intelligible 
enough—a situation that would be misread only by shallow 
idealism. 

Worst of all, she was attracted by Jasper Milvain’s 
energy and promise of success. He had no ignoble sus- 
picions of Amy, but it was impossible for him not to see 
that she habitually contrasted the young journalist, who 
laughingly made his way among men, with her grave, 
dispirited husband, who was not even capable of holding 
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such position as he had gained. She enjoyed Milvain’s 
conversation, it put her into a good humour; she liked him 
personally, and there could be no doubt that she had ob- 
served a jealous tendency in Reardon’s attitude to his 
former friend—always a harmful suggestion to a woman. 
Formerly she had appreciated her husband’s superiority ; 
she had smiled at Milvain’s commoner stamp of mind 
and character. But tedious repetition of failure had out- 
wearied her, and now she saw Milvain in the sunshine 
of progress, dwelt upon the worldly advantages of gifts 
and a temperament such as his. Again, simple and intel- 
ligible enough. 

Living apart from her husband, she could not be ex- 
pected to forswear society, and doubtless she would see 
Milvain pretty often. He called occasionally at Mrs. 
Yule’s, and would not do so less often when he knew that 
Amy was to be met there. There would be chance en- 
counters like that of yesterday, of which she had chosen 
to keep silence. 

A dark fear began to shadow him. In yielding thus 
passively to stress of circumstances, was he not exposing 
his wife to a danger which outweighed all the ills of 
poverty? As one to whom she was inestimably dear, was 
he right in allowing her to leave him, if only for a few 
‘months? He knew very well that a man of strong char- 
acter would never have entertained this project. He had 
got into the way of thinking of himself as too weak to 
struggle against the obstacles on which Amy insisted, and 
of looking for safety in retreat; but what was to be the 
end of this weakness if the summer did not at all advance 
him? He knew better than Amy could how unlikely it 
was that he should recover the energies of his mind in 
so short a time and under such circumstances; only the 
feeble man’s temptation to postpone effort had made him 
consent to this step, and now that he was all but beyond 
turning back, the perils of which he had thought too little 
forced themselves upon his mind. 

He rose in anguish, and stood looking about him as if 
aid might somewhere be visible. 

Presently there was a knock at the front door, and on 
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opening he beheld the vivacious Mr. Carter. This gentle- 
man had only made two or three calls here since Reardon’s 
marriage; his appearance was a surprise. 

“I hear you are leaving town for a time,” he ex- 
claimed. _ Edith told me yesterday, so I thought I’d look 
you up.” 

He was in spring costume, and exhaled fresh odours. 
The contrast between his prosperous animation and 
Reardon’s broken-spirited quietness could not have been 
more striking. 

“Going away for your health, they tell me. You’ve 
been working too hard, you know. You mustn’t overdo 
it. And where do you think of going to?” 

“Tt isn’t at all certain that I shall go,’ Reardon replied. 
“T thought of a few weeks—somewhere at the seaside.” 

“T advise you to go north,” went on Carter cheerily. 
“You want a tonic, you know. Get up into Scotland and 
do some boating and fishing—that kind of thing. You'd 
come back a new man. Edith and I had a turn up there 
last year, you know; it did me heaps of good.” 

“Oh, I don’t think I should go so far as that.” 

“But that’s just what you want—a regular change, some- 
thing bracing. You don’t look at all well, that’s the fact. 
A winter in London tries any man—it does me, I know. 
I’ve been seedy myself these last few weeks. Edith wants 
me to take her over to Paris at the end of this month, 
and I think it isn’t a bad idea; but I’m so confoundedly 
busy. In the autumn we shall go to Norway, I think; it 
seems to be the right thing to do nowadays. Why shouldn’t 
you have a run over to Norway? They say it can be 
done very cheaply; the steamers take you for next to 
nothing.” 

He talked on with the joyous satisfaction of a man 
whose income is assured, and whose future teems with 
a succession of lively holidays. Reardon could make no 
answer to such suggestions; he sat with a fixed smile on 
his face. 

“Have you heard,” said Carter, presently, “that we’re 
opening a branch of the hospital in the City Road?” 

“No; I hadn’t heard of it.” 
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“It'll only be for out-patients. Open three mornings 
and three evenings alternately.” 

“Who'll represent you there?” 

“T shall look in now and then, of course; there’ll be 
—a clerk, like at the old place.” 

He talked of the matter in detail—of the doctors who 
would attend, and of certain new arrangements to be 
tried. 

“Have you engaged the clerk?’ Reardon asked. 

“Not yet. I think I know a man who'll suit me though.” 

“You wouldn’t be disposed to give me the chance 2” 

Reardon spoke huskily, and ended with a broken laugh. 

“You're rather above my figure nowadays, old man!” 
exclaimed Carter, joining in what he considered the jest. 

“Shall you pay a pound a week?’ 

“Twenty-five shillings. It’ll have to be a man who can 
be trusted to take money from the paying patients.” 

“Well, I am serious. Will you give me the place?” 

Carter gazed at him, and checked another laugh. 

“What the deuce do you mean?” 

“The fact is,’ Reardon replied, “I want variety of oc- 
cupation. I can’t stick at writing for more than a month 
‘or two at a time. It’s because I have tried to do so 
that—well, practically, I have broken down. If you will. 
‘give me this clerkship, it will relieve me from the necessity 
of perpetually writing novels; I shall be better for it in 
every way. You know that I’m equal to the job; you can 
trust me; and I dare say I shall be more useful than 
most clerks you could get.” 

It was done, most happily done, on the first impulse. 
A minute more of pause, and he could not have faced the 
humiliation. His face burned, his tongue was parched. 

“I’m floored!” cried Carter. “I shouldn’t have thought 
—but of course, if you really want it. I can hardly be- 
lieve yet that you’re serious, Reardon.” 

“Why not Will you promise me the work?” 

“Well, yes.” 

“When shall I have to begin?” 

“The place’ll be opened to-morrow week. But how 


about your holiday?” 
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“Oh, let that stand over. It'll be holiday enough to 
occupy myself in a new way. An old way, too; I shall 
enjoy it.’ 

He laughed merrily, relieved beyond measure at having 
come to what seemed an end of his difficulties. For half 
an hour they continued to talk over the affair. 

“Well, it’s a comical idea,’ said Carter, as he took his 
leave, “but you know your own business best.” 

When Amy returned, Reardon allowed her to put the 
child to bed before he sought any conversation. She 
came at length and sat down in the study. 

“Mother advises us not to sell the furniture, 
first words. 

“T’m glad of that, as I had quite made up my mind 
not to.” 

There was a change in his way of speaking which she © 
at once noticed. 

“Have you thought of something?’ 

“Yes. Carter has been here, and he happened to men- 
tion that they’re opening an out-patient department of 
the hospital, in the City Road. He’ll want someone to 
help him there. I asked for the post, and he promised it 
me.” 

The last words were hurried, though he had resolved 
to speak with deliberation. No more feebleness; he had 
taken a decision, and would act upon it as became a 
responsible man. 

“The post?” said Amy. ‘What post?’ 

“In plain English, the clerkship. It'll be the same work 
as 1 used to have—registering patients, receiving their 
‘letters, and so on. The pay is to be five-and-twenty 
shillings a week.” 

Amy sat upright and looked steadily at him. 

vis this aujoke?”’ 

“Far from it, dear. It’s a blessed deliverance.” 

“You have asked Mr. Carter to take you back as a 
clerk?” 

have 

“And you propose that we shall live on twenty-five 
shillings a week ?” 


” 


were her 
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“Oh no! I shali be engaged only three mornings in 
the week and three evenings. In my free time I shall do 
literary work, and no doubt I can earn fifty pounds a 
year by it—if I have your sympathy to help me. To- 
morrow I shall go and look for rooms some distance from 
here; in Islington, I think. We have been living far 
bevond our means; that must come to an end. We'll 
have no more keeping up of sham appearances. If I can 
make my way in literature, well and good; in that case 
our position and prospects will of course change. But 
for the present we are poor people, and must live in a poor 
way. If cur friends like to come and see us, they must 
put aside all snobbishness, and take us as we are. If 
they prefer not to come, there’ll be an excuse in our re- 
moteness.” 

Amy was stroking the back of her hand. After a long 
silence, she said in a very quiet, but very resolute tone: 

“T shall not consent to this.” 

“In that case, Amy, I must do without your consent. 
The rooms will be taken, and our furniture transferred to 


them.” 
“To me that will make no difference,’ returned his 
wife, in the same voice as before. “I have decided— 


as you told me ‘to—to go with Willie to mother’s next 
‘Tuesday. You, of course, must do as you please. I 
should have thought a summer at the seaside would have 
been more helpful to you; but if you prefer to live in 
Islington 2 

Reardon approached her, and laid a hand on her shoul- 
der. 

“Amy, are you my wife, or not?” 

“I am certainly not the wife of a clerk who is paid so 
much a week.” 

He had foreseen a struggle, but without certainty of the 
form Amy’s opposition would take. For himself, he 
meant to be gently resolute, calmly regardless of protest. 
But in a man to whom such self-assertion is a matter of 
conscious effort, tremor of the nerves will always inter- 
fere with the line of conduct he has conceived in ad- 
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vance. Already Reardon had spoken with far more blunt- 
ness than he proposed; involuntarily, his voice slipped 
from earnest determination to the note of absolutism, and,” 
as is wont to be the case, the sound of these strange tones 
instigated him to further utterance of the same kind. 
He lost control of himself; Amy’s last reply went through 
him like an electric shock, and for the moment he was a 
mere husband defied by his wife, the male stung to ex- 
ettion of his brute force against the physically weaker 
BEX. 

“However you regard me, you will do what I think 
fit. I shall not argue with you. If I choose to take 
lodgings in Whitechapel, there you will come and live.” 

He met Amy’s full look, and was conscious of that in 
it which corresponded to his own brutality. She had be- 
come suddenly a much older woman; her cheeks were 
tight drawn into thinness, her lips were bloodlessly hard, 
there was an unknown furrow along her forehead, and 
she glared like the animal that defends itself with tooth 
and claw. 

“Do as you think fit? Indeed!” 

Could Amy’s voice sound like that? Great Heaven! 
With just such accent he had heard a wrangling woman 
retort upon her husband at the street corner. Is there 
then no essential difference between a woman of this 
world and one of that? Does the same nature lie beneath 
such unlike surfaces ? 

He had but to do one thing: to seize her by the arm, 
drag her up from the chair, dash her back again with all 
his force—there, the transformation would be complete, 
they would stand towards each other on the natural foot- 
ing. With an added curse perhaps. 

Instead of that, he choked, struggled for breath, and 
shed tears. 

Amy turned scornfully away from him. Blows and 
a curse would have overawed her, at all events for the 
moment; she would have felt: “Yes, he is a man, and I 
have put my destiny into his hands.”’ His tears moved 
her to a feeling cruelly exultant; they were the sign of 
her superiority. It was she who should have wept, and 
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never in her life had she been further from such display 
of weakness. 

This could not be the end, however, and she had no 
wish to terminate the scene. They stood for a minute 
without regarding each other, then Reardon faced to her. 

“You refuse to live with me, then?” 

“Yes, if this is the kind of life you offer me.” 

“You would be more ashamed to share your husband’s 
misfortunes than to declare to everyone that you had 
deserted him?” 

“T shall ‘declare to everyone’ the simple truth. You 
have the opportunity of making one more effort to save 
us from degradation. You refuse to take the trouble; 
-you prefer to drag me down into a lower rank of life. 
I can’t and won’t consent to that. The disgrace is yours; 
it’s fortunate for me that I have a decent home to go to.” 

“Fortunate for you!—you make yourself unutterably 
contemptible. I have done nothing that justifies you in 
leaving me. It is for me to judge what I can do and 
what I can’t. A good woman would see no degradation 
in what I ask of you. But to run away from me just 
because I am poorer than you ever thought I should 
be +” 

He was incoherent. A thousand passionate things that 
‘he wished to say clashed together in his mind and con- 
fused his speech. Defeated in the attempt to act like 
a strong man, he could not yet recover standing-ground, 
knew not how to tone his utterances. 

“Yes, of course, that’s how you will put it,” said 
Amy. ‘“That’s how you will represent me to your friends. 
My friends will see it in a different light.” 

“They will regard you as a martyr?” 

“No one shall make a martyr of me, you may be sure. 
I was unfortunate enough to marry a man who had no 
delicacy, no regard for my feelings—I am not the first 
woman who has made a mistake of this kind.” 

“No delicacy? No regard for your feelings’—Have I 
always utterly misunderstood you? Or has poverty 
changed you to a woman I can’t recognise ?” 

He came nearer, and gazed desperately into her face. 
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Not a muscle of it showed susceptibility to the old in- 
fluences. 

“Do you know, Amy,” he added in a lower voice, “that 
if we part. now, we part for ever?” 

“T’m afraid that is only too likely.” 

She moved aside. 

“You mean that you wish it. You are weary of me, 
and care for nothing but how to make yourself free.” 

“T shall argue no more. I am tired to death of it.” 

“Then say nothing, but listen for the last time to my 
view of the position we have come to. When I consented 
to leave you for a time, to go away and try to work in 
solitude, I was foolish and even insincere, both to you 
and to myself. I knew that I was undertaking the im- 
possible. It was just putting off the evil day, that was | 
all—putting off the time when I should have to say plainly : 
‘I can’t live by literature, so I must look out for some 
other employment.’ I shouldn’t have been so weak but 
that I knew how you would regard such a decision as 
that. I was afraid to tell the truth—afraid. Now, when 
Carter of a sudden put this opportunity before me, I saw 
all the absurdity of the arrangements we had made. It 
didn’t take me a moment to make up my mind. Any- 
thing was to be chosen rather than a parting from you 
on false pretences, a ridiculous affectation of hope where 
there was no hope.” 

He paused, and saw that his words had no effect upon 
her. 

“And a grievous share of the fault lies with you, Amy. 
You remember very well when I first saw how dark the 
future was. I was driven even to say that we ought to 
change our mode of living; I asked you if you would be 
willing to leave this place and go into cheaper rooms. 
And you know what your answer was. Not a sign in 
you that you would stand by me if the worst came. I 
knew then what I had to look forward to, but I durst 
not believe it. I kept saying to myself: She loves me, 
and as soon as she really understands That was all 
self-deception. If I had been a wise man, I should 
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have spoken to you in a way you couldn’t mistake. I 
should have told you that we were living recklessly, and 
that I had determined to alter it. I have no delicacy? 
No regard for your feelings? Oh, if I had had less! I 
doubt whether you can even understand some of the 
considerations that weighed with me, and made me cow- 
ardly—though I once thought there was no refinement 
of sensibility that you couldn’t enter into. Yes, I was 
absurd enough to say to myself: It will look as if I had 
consciously deceived her; she may suffer from the thought 
that I won her at all hazards, knowing that I should soon 
expose her to poverty and all sorts of humiliation. Im- 
possible to speak of that again; I had to struggle des- 
perately on, trying to hope. Oh! if you knew € 

His voice gave way for an instant. 

“T don’t understand how you could be so thoughtless 
and heartless. You knew that I was almost mad with 
anxiety at times. Surely, any woman must have had the 
impulse to give what help was in her power. How could 
you hesitate? Had you no suspicion of what a relief and 
encouragement it would be to me, if you said: Yes, we 
must go and live in a simpler way? If only as a proof 
that you loved me, how I should have welcomed that! 
You helped me in nothing. You threw all the respon- 
sibility upon me—always bearing in mind, I suppose, that 
there was a refuge for you. Even now, I despise myself 
for saying such things of you, though I know so bitterly 
that they are true. It takes a long time to see you as such 
a different woman from the one | worshipped. In passion, 
I can fling out violent words, but they don’t yet answer 
to my actual feeling. It will be long enough yet before 
I think contemptuously of you. You know that when 
a light is suddenly extinguished, the image of it still shows 
before your eyes. But at last comes the darkness.” 

Amy turned towards him once more. 

“Instead of saying all this, you might be proving that 
I am wrong. Do so, and I will gladly confess it.” 

“That you are wrong? I don’t see your meaning.” 

“You might prove that you are willing to do your ut-. 
most to save me from humiliation.” 
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“Amy, I have done my utmost, T have done more than 
you can imagine.” 

“No. You have toiled on in illness and anxiety1 
know that. But a chance is offered you now of working 
in a better way. ‘Till that is tried, you have: no right to 
give all up and try to drag me down with you,’ 

“T don’t know how to answer, | have told you so 
often You can’t understand me!" 

“Tean! Tecan!’ Her voice trembled for the first time, 
“T know that you are so ready to give in to difficulties, 
Listen to me, and do as I bid you.’ She spoke in the 
strangest tone of command, Tt was command, not ex= 
hortation, but there was no harshness in her voice, “Go 
at once to Mr. Carter, ‘Tell him vou have made a ludicrous 
mistake—in a fit of low spirits; anything vou lke to say, 
Tell him you of course couldn’t dream of becoming his 
clerk. To-night; at once! You understand me, Edwin? 
Go now, this moment.” 

“Have you determined to see fom weak T am? Do 
you wish to be able to despise me more completely still?” 

“Tam determined to be your triend, and to save you 
from yourself. Go at once! Leave all the rest to me, 
If I have let things take their course till now, it shan’t be 
so in future. The responsibility shall be with me, Only 
do as I tell vou.” 

“You know it’s impossible-— 

“It is not! Twill find money. No one shall be allowed 
to say that we are parting; no one has any such idea yet, 
You are going away for your health, just three summer 
months. I have been far more careful of appearances 
than you imagine, but you give me credit for so little, 1 
will find the money you need, until you have written anes 
other book. I promise; I undertake it, Then | will find 
another home for us, of the proper kind, You shall have - 
no trouble. You shall give yourself entirely to intellectual 
things. But Mr, Carter must be told at once, before he 
can spread a report. If he has spoken, he must con- 
tradict what he has said,” 

“But you amaze me, Amy, Do you mean to say that 
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you look upon it as a veritable disgrace, my taking this 
clerkship ?” 

“T do. I can’t help my nature. I am ashamed through 
and through that you should sink to this.” 

“But everyone knows that I was a clerk once!” 

“Very few people know it. And then that isn’t the 
same thing. Jt doesn’t matter what one has been in the 
past. Especially a literary man; everyone expects to 
hear that he was once poor. But to fall from the posi- 
tion you now have, and to take weekly wages—you surely 
can’t know how people of my world regard that.” 

“Of your world? I had thought your world was the 
same as mine, and knew nothing whatever of these im- 
becilities.”’ 

“It is getting late. Go and see Mr. Carter, and after- 
wards I will talk as much as you like.” 

He might perhaps have yielded, but the unemphasised 
contempt in that last sentence was more than he could 
bear. It demonstrated to him more completely than set 
terms could have done what a paltry weakling he would 
appear in Amy’s eyes if he took his hat down from the 
-peg and set out to obey her orders. 

“You are asking too much,” he said, with unexpected 
coldness. “If my opinions are so valueless to you that 
you dismiss them like those of a troublesome child, I 
wonder you think it worth while to try and keep up ap- 
pearances about me. It is very simple: make known to 
everyone that you are in no way connected with the dis- 
grace I have brought upon myself. Put an advertise- 
ment in the newspapers to that effect, if you like—as men 
do about their wives’ debts. I have chosen my part. I 
can’t stultify myself to please you.” 

She knew that this was final. His voice had the true 
ring of shame in revolt. 

“Then go your way, and I will go mine!” 

Amy left the room. 

When Reardon went into the bedchamber an hour 
later, he unfolded a chair bedstead that stood there, threw 
some rugs upon it, and so lay down to pass the night. 
He did not close his eyes. Amy slept for an hour or two 


248 NEW GRUB STREET 


before dawn, and on waking she started up and looked 
anxiously about the room. But neither spoke. 

There was a pretence of ordinary breakfast; the little 
servant necessitated that. When she saw her husband 
preparing to go out, Amy asked him to come into the 
study. 

“How long shall you be away?” she asked, curtly, 

“lt is doubtful. I am going to look for rooms.’ 

“Then no doubt I shall be gone when you come back, 
There’s no object, now, in my staying here till to-morrow.’ 

“As you please.” 

“Do you wish Lizzie still to come?” 

“No. Please to pay her wages and dismiss her. Here 
is some money.” 

“T think you had better let me see to that.” 

He flung the coin on to the table and opened the door. 
Amy stepped quickly forward, and closed it again. 

“This is our good-bye, is it?” she asked, her eyes on 
the ground. 

“As you wish it—yes.” 

“Y-ou will remember that I have not wished it.” 

“In that case, you have only to go with me to the new 
home.” 

ab caw t. 

“Then you have made your choice.” 

She did not prevent~his opening the door this time, 
and he passed out without looking at her. 

His return was at three in the afternoon. Amy and 
the child were gone; the servant was gone. The table 
in the dining-room was spread as if for one person’s 
meal. 

He went into the bedroom. Amy’s trunks had dis- 
appeared. The child’s cot was covered over. In the 
study, he saw that the sovereign he had thrown on to the 
table still lay in the same place. 

: As it was a very cold day he lit a fire. Whilst it burnt 
up he sat reading a torn portion of a newspaper, and be- 
came quite interested in the report of a commercial meet- 
ing inthe City, a thing he would never have glanced at 
under ordinary circumstances. The fragment fell at 
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length from his hands; his head drooped; he sank into a 
troubled sleep. 

About six he had tea, then began the packing of the 
few books that were to go with him, and of such other 
things as could be enclosed in box or portmanteau. After 
a couple of hours of this occupation he could no longer 
resist his weariness, so he went to bed. Before falling 
asleep he heard the two familiar clocks strike eight; this 
evening they were in unusual accord, and the querulous 
notes from the workhouse ‘sounded between the deeper 
ones from St. Marylebone. Reardon tried to remember 
when he had last observed this; the matter seemed to 
have a peculiar interest for him, and in dreams he worried 
himself with a grotesque speculation thence derived. 


CHAPTER) XVIII 
THE OLD HOME 


BerorE her marriage Mrs. Edmund Yule was one of 
seven motherless sisters who constituted the family of a 
dentist slenderly provided in the matter of income. The 
pinching and paring which was a chief employment of 
her energies in those early days had disagreeable effects 
upon a character disposed rather to generosity than the 
reverse; during her husband’s lifetime she had enjoyed 
rather too eagerly all the good things which he put at her . 
command, sometimes forgetting that a wife has duties as 
well as claims, and in her widowhood she indulged a pre- 
tentiousness and querulousness which were the natural, 
but not amiable, results of suddenly restricted circum- 
stances. 

Like the majority of London people, she occupied a 
house of which the rent absurdly exceeded the due pro- 
portion of her income, a pleasant foible turned to such 
good account by London landlords. Whereas she might 
have lived with a good deal of modest comfort, her ex- 
istence was a perpetual effort to conceal the squalid back- 
ground of what was meant for the eyes of her friends 
and neighbours. She kept only two servants, who were - 
so ill paid and so relentlessly overworked that it was sel- 
dom they remained with her for more than three months. 
In dealings with other people whom she perforce em- 
ployed she was often guilty of incredible meanness; as, 
for instance, when she obliged her half-starved dress- 
maker to purchase material for her, and then postponed 
payment alike for that and for the work itself to the last 
possible moment. This was not heartlessness in the strict 
sense of the word; the woman not only knew that her 
behaviour was shameful, she was in truth ashamed of it 
and sorry for her victims. But life was a battle. She 
must either crush or be crushed. With sufficient means, 
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she would have defrauded no one, and would have behaved 
generously to many ; with barely enough for her needs, she 
set her face and defied her feelings, inasmuch as she be- 
lieved there was no choice. ~ 

She would shed tears over a pitiful story of want, 
and without shadow of hypocrisy. It was hard, it was 
cruel; such things oughtn’t to be allowed in a world where 
there were so many rich people. The next day she would 
argue with her charwoman about halfpence, and end by 
paying the poor creature what she knew was inadequate 
and unjust. For the simplest reason: she hadn’t more to 
give, without submitting to privations which she con- 
sidered intolerable. 

But whilst she could be a positive hyena to strangers, 
to those who were akin to her, and those of whom she was 
fond, her affectionate kindness was remarkable. One 
observes this peculiarity often enough; it reminds one 
how savage the social conflict is, in which those little 
groups of people stand serried against their common 
enemies; relentless to all others, among themselves only 
the more tender and zealous because of the ever-impend- 
ing danger. No mother was ever more devoted. Her 
son, a gentleman of quite noteworthy selfishness, had 
board and lodging beneath her roof on nominal terms, and 
under no stress of pecuniary trouble had Mrs. Yule called 
upon him to make the slightest sacrifice on her behalf. 
Iier daughter she loved with profound tenderness, and 
had no will that was opposed to Amy’s. And it was char- 
acteristic of her that her children were never allowed 
to understand of what baseness she often became guilty 
in the determination to support appearances. John Yule 
naturally suspected what went on behind the scenes; on 
one occasion—since Amy’s marriage—he had involuntarily 
overheard a dialogue between his mother and a servant on 
the point of departing which made even him feel ashamed. 
But from Amy every paltriness and meanness had always 
been concealed with the utmost care; Mrs. Yule did not 
scruple to lie heroically when in danger of being detected 
by her daughter. 

Yet this energetic lady had no social ambitions that 


252 NEW GRUB STREET 


pointed above her own stratum. She did not aim at in- 
timacy with her superiors; merely at superiority among 
her intimates. Her circle was not large, but in that circle 
she must be regarded with the respect due to a woman of 
refined tastes and personal distinction. Her little dinners 
might be of rare occurrence, but to be invited must be 
felt a privilege. “Mrs. Edmund Yule” must sound well 
on people’s lips; never be the occasion of those peculiar 
smiles which she herself was rather fond of indulging 
at the mention of other people’s names. 

The question of Amy’s marriage had been her constant 
thought from the time when the little girl shot into a woman 
grown. For Amy no common match, no acceptance of a 
husband merely for money or position. Few men who 
walked the earth were mates for Amy. But years went 
on, and the man of undeniable distinction did not yet 
present himself. Suitors offered, but Amy smiled coldly 
at their addresses, in private not seldom scornfully, and 
her mother, though growing anxious, approved. Then of 
a sudden appeared Edwin Reardon. 

A literary man? Well, it was one mode of distinc- 
tion. Happily, a novelist; novelists now and then had 
considerable social success. Mr. Reardon, it was true, 
did not impress one as a man likely to push forward where 
the battle called for rude vigour, but Amy soon assured 
herself that he would have a reputation far other than 
that of the average successful story-teller. The best peo- 
ple would regard him; he would be welcomed in the 
penetralia of culture; superior persons would say: “Oh, 
I don’t read novels as a rule, but of course Mr. 
Reardon’s ” If that really were to be the case, all 
was well; for Mrs. Yule could appreciate social and in- 
tellectual differences. 

Alas! alas! What was the end of those shining antici- 
pations ? 

First of all, Mrs. Yule began to make less frequent 
mention of “my son-in-law, Mr. Edwin Reardon.” Next, 
she never uttered his name save when inquiries neces- 
sitated it. Then, the most intimate of her intimates re- 
ceived little hints which were not quite easy to interpret. 
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“Mr. Reardon is growing so very eccentric—has an odd 
distaste for society—occupies himself with all sorts of 
out-of-the-way interests. No, I’m afraid we shan’t have 
another of his novels for some time. I think he writes 
anonymously a good deal. And really, such curious ec- 
centricities !’ Many were the tears she wept after her 
depressing colloquies with Amy; and, as was to be ex- 
pected, she thought severely of the cause of these sorrows. 
On the last occasion when he came to her house she re- 
ceived him with such extreme civility that Reardon thence- 
forth disliked her, whereas before he had only thought 
her a good-natured and silly woman. 

Alas for Amy’s marriage with a man of distinction! 
From step to step of descent, till here was downright 
catastrophe. Bitter enough in itself, but most lamentable 
with reference to the friends of the family. How was it 
to be explained, this return of Amy to her home for 
several months, whilst her husband was no further away 
than Worthing? The bald, horrible truth—impossible! 
Yet Mr. Milvain knew it, and the Carters must guess it. 
What colour could be thrown upon such vulgar distress? 

The worst was not yet. It declared itself this May 
morning, when, quite unexpectedly, a cab drove up to 
the house, bringing Amy and her child, and her trunks, 
and her band-boxes, and her what-nots. From the dining- 
room window Mrs. Yule was aware of this arrival, and 
in a few moments she learnt the unspeakable cause. 

She burst into tears, genuine as ever woman shed. 

“There’s no use in that, mother,’ said Amy, whose 
temper was in a dangerous state. “Nothing worse can 
happen, that’s one consolation.” 

“Oh, it’s disgraceful! disgraceful!” sobbed Mrs. Yule. 
“What we are to say I can not think.” 

“T shall say nothing whatever. People can scarcely 
have the impertinence to ask us questions when we have 
shown that they are unwelcome.” 

“But there are some people I can’t help giving some 
explanation to. My dear child, he is not in his right mind. 
I’m convinced of it, there! He is not in his right mind.” 

“That’s nonsense, mother. He is as sane as I am.” 
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“But you have often said what strange things he says 
and does; you know you have, Amy. That talking in his 
sleep; I’ve thought a great deal of it since you told me 
about that. And—and so many other things. My love, 
I shall give it to be understood that he has become so 
very odd in his ways that a 

“T can’t have that,” replied Amy with decision. “Don’t 
you see that in that case I should be behaving very badly ?” 

“T can’t see that at all. There are many reasons, as 
you know very well, why one shouldn’t live with a hus- 
band who is at all suspected of mental derangement. You 
have done your utmost for him. And this would be some 
sort of explanation, you know. I am so convinced that 
there is truth in it, too.” 

“Of course I can’t prevent you from saying what you 
like, but I think it would be very wrong to start a rumour 
of this kind.” 

There was less resolve in this utterance. Amy mused, 
and looked wretched. 

“Come up to the drawing-room, dear,” said her mother, 
for they had held their conversation in the room nearest to 
the house-door. “What a state your mind must be in! 
Oh dear! Oh dear!” 

She was a slender, well-proportioned woman, still pretty 
in face, and dressed in a way that emphasised her abiding 
charms. Her voice. had something of plaintiveness, and 
altogether she was of frailer type than her daughter. 

“Ts my room ready?’ Amy inquired on the stairs. 

“T’m sorry to say it isn’t, dear, as I didn’t expect you 
till to-morrow. But it shall be seen to immediately.” 

This addition-to the household was destined to cause 
grave difficulties with the domestic slaves. But Mrs. 
Yule would prove equal to the occasion. On Amy’s be- 
half she would have worked her servants till they perished 
of exhaustion before her eyes. 

“Use my room for the present,’ she added. “I think 
the girl has finished up there. But wait here; I'll just go 
and see to things.” 

“Things” were not quite satisfactory, as it proved. You 
should have heard the change that came in that sweetly 
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plaintive voice when it addressed the luckless housemaid. 
It was not brutal; not at all. But so sharp, hard, unrelent- 
ing—the voice of the goddess Poverty herself perhaps 
sounds like that. 

Mad? Was he to be spoken of in a low voice, and with 
finger pointing to the forehead? There was something 
ridiculous, as well as repugnant, in such a thought; but 
it kept possession of Amy’s mind. She was brooding 
upon it when her mother came into the drawing-room. 

“And he positively refused to carry out the former 
plan?” 

“Refused. Said it was useless.” 

“How could it be useless? There’s something so un- 
accountable in his behaviour.” 

“T don’t think it unaccountable,” replied Amy. “It’s 
weak and selfish, that’s all. He takes the first miserable 
employment that offers rather than face the hard work 
of writing another book.” 

She was quite aware that this did not truly represent 
her husband’s position. But an uneasiness of conscience 
impelled her to harsh speech. 

“But just fancy!” exclaimed her mother. “What can 
he mean by asking you to go and live with him on twenty- 
five shillings a week? Upon my word, if his mind isn’t 
disordered he must have made a deliberate plan to get 
rid of you.” 

Amy shook her head. 

“You mean,” asked Mrs. Yule, “that he really thinks 
it possible for all of you to be supported on those wages?” 

The last word was chosen to express the utmost scorn. 

“He talked of earning fifty pounds a year by writing.” 

“Even then it could only make about a hundred a year. 
My dear child, it’s one of two things: either he is out of 
his mind, or he has purposely cast you off.” 

Amy laughed, thinking of her husband in the light of 
the latter alternative. 

“There’s no need to seek so far for explanations,” she 
said. “He has failed, that’s all; just like a man might 
fail in any other business. He can’t write like he used 
to. It may be all the result of ill-health; I don’t know. 


256 NEW GRUB STREET 


His last book, you see, is positively refused. He has made 
up his mind that there’s nothing but poverty before him, 
and he can’t understand why I should object to live like 
the wife of a working-man.”’ 

“Well, I only know that he has placed you in an ex- 
ceedingly difficult position. If he had gone away to 
Worthing for the summer we might have made it seem 
natural; people are always ready to allow literary men 
to do rather odd things—up to a certain point. We should 
have behaved as if there were nothing that called for ex- 
planation. But what are we to do now?” 

Like her multitudinous kind, Mrs. Yule lived only in 
the opinions of other people. What others would say was 
her ceaseless preoccupation. She had never conceived 
of life as something proper to the individual ; independence 
in the directing of one’s course seemed to her only pos- 
sible in the case of very eccentric persons, or of such as 
were altogether out of society. Amy had advanced, in- 
-tellectually, far beyond this standpoint, but lack of courage 
disabled her from acting upon her convictions. 

“People must know the truth, I suppose,” she answered 
dispiritedly. 

Now, confession of the truth was the last thing that 
would occur to Mrs. Yule when social relations were con- 
cerned. Her whole existence was based on bold denial of 
actualities. And, as is natural in such persons, she had 
the ostrich instinct strongly developed; though very acute 
in the discovery of her friends’ shams and lies, she de- 
ceived herself ludicrously in the matter of concealing her 
own embarrassments. 

“But the fact is, my dear,’ she answered, “we don’t 
know the truth ourselves. You had better let yourself 
be directed by me. It will be better, at first, if you see as 
few people as possible. I suppose you must say something 
or other to two or three of your own friends; if you take 
my advice you'll be rather mysterious. Let them think 
what they like; anything is better than to say plainly: 
‘My husband can’t support me, and he has gone to work 
as a clerk for weekly wages.’ Be mysterious, darling; 
depend upon it, that’s the safest.” 
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The conversation was pursued, with brief intervals, all 
through the day. In the afternoon two ladies paid a call, 
but Amy kept out of sight. Between six and seven John 
Yule returned from his gentlemanly occupations. As he 
was generally in a touchy temper before dinner had 
soothed him, nothing was said to him of the latest develop- 
ment of his sister’s affairs until late in the evening ; he 
was allow to suppose that Reardon’s departure for the 
seaside had taken place a day sooner than had been ar- 
ranged. 

Behind the dining-room was a comfortable little chamber 
set apart as John’s sanctum; here he smoked and enter- 
tained his male friends, and contemplated the portraits of 
those female ones who would not have been altogether 
at their ease in Mrs. Yule’s drawing-room. Not long 
after dinner his mother and sister came to talk with him 
in this retreat. 

With some nervousness Mrs. Yule made known to him 
what had taken place. Amy, the while, stood by the table, 
and glanced over a magazine that she had picked up. 

“Well, I see nothing to be surprised at,’ was John’s 
first remark. “It was pretty certain he’d come to this. 
But what I want to know is, how long are we to be at 
the expense of supporting Amy and her youngster?” | 

This was practical, and just what Mrs. Yule had ex- 
pected from her son. 

“We can’t consider such things as that,” she replied. 
“You don’t wish, I suppose, that Amy should go and 
live in a back street at Islington, and be hungry every 
other day, and soon have no decent clothes?” 

“T don’t think Jack would be greatly distressed,’ Amy 
put in quietly. 

“This is a woman’s way of talking,” replied John. “I 
want to know what is to be the end of it all? I’ve no doubt 
it’s uncommonly pleasant for Reardon to shift his re- 
sponsibilities on to our shoulders. At this rate I think 


={ shall get married, and live beyond my means until I 
“ean hold out no longer, and then hand my wife over to 


her relatives, with my compliments. It’s about the coolest 
‘business that ever came under my notice.” 
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“But what is to be done?” asked Mrs. Yule. “It’s no 
use talking sarcastically, John, or making yourself dis- 
agreeable.” , 

“We are not called upon to find a way out of the diff- 
cultv. The fact of the matter is, Reardon must get a 
decent berth. Somebody or other must pitch him into the 
kind of place that suits men who can do nothing in par- 
ticular. Carter ought to be able to help, I should think.” 

“You know very well,’ said Amy, “that places of that 
kind are not to be had for the asking. It may be years 
before any such opportunity offers.” 

“Confound the fellow! Why the deuce doesn’t he go 
on with his novel-writing? There’s plenty of money to 
be made out of novels.” 

“But he can’t write, Jack. He has lost his talent.” 

“That’s all bosh, Amy. If a fellow has once got into 
the swing of it he can keep it up if he likes. He might 
write his two novels a year easily enough, just like twenty 
other.men and women. Look here, I could do it myself 
if I weren’t too lazy. And that’s what’s the matter with 
Reardon. He doesn’t care to work.” 

“T have thought that myself,” observed Mrs. Yule. “It 
really is too ridiculous to say that he couldn’t write some 
kind of novels if he chose. Look at Miss Blunt’s last 
book; why, anybody could have written that. I’m sure 
there isn’t a thing in it I couldn’t have imagined myself.” 

“Well, all 1 want. to know is, what’s Amy going to do 
if things don’t alter?” 

“She shall never want a home as long as I have one to 
share with. her.” ; 

John’s natural procedure, when beset by difficulties, was 
to find fault with everyone all round, himself maintaining 
a position of irresponsibility. 

“It’s all very well, mother, but when a girl gets married 
she takes her husband, I have always understood, for bet- 
ter or worse, just as a man takes his wife. To tell the 
truth, it seems to me Amy has put herself in the wrong. 
It’s deuced unpleasant to go and live in back streets, and 
to go without dinner now and then, but girls mustn’t marry 
if they’re afraid to face these things.” 
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“Don’t talk so monstrously, John!’ exclaimed his 
mother. “How could Amy possibly foresee such things? 
The case is quite an extraordinary one.” 

“Not so uncommon, I assure you. Someone was tell- 
ing me the other day of a married lady—well educated and 
blameless—who goes to work at a shop somewhere or 
other because her husband can’t support her.” 

“And you wish to see Amy working in a shop?” 

“No, I can’t say I do. I’m only telling you that her 
bad luck isn’t unexampled. It’s very fortunate for her 
that she has good-natured relatives.” 

Amy had taken a seat apart. She sat with her head 
leaning on her hand. 

“Why don’t you go and see Reardon?’ John asked of 
his mother. 

“What would be the use? Perhaps he would tell me 
to mind my own business.” 

“By jingo! precisely what you would be doing. I think 
you ought to see him and give him to understand that he’s 
behaving in a confoundedly ungentlemanly way. Evi- 
dently he’s the kind of fellow that wants stirring up. I’ve 
half a mind to go and see him myself. Where is this slum 
that he’s gone to live in?” 

“We don’t know his address yet.” 

“So long as it’s not the kind of place where one would 
be afraid of catching a fever, I think it wouldn’t be amiss 
for me to look him up.” 

“You'll do no good by that,” said Amy, indifferently. 

“Confound it! It’s just because nobody does anything 
that things have come to this pass!” 

The conversation was, of course, profitless. John could 
only return again and again to his assertion that Reardon 
must get “a decent berth.”” At length Amy left the room 
in weariness and disgust. 

“T suppose they have quarrelled terrifically,” said her 
brother, as soon as she was gone. 

Slam airaid so.” 

“Well, you must do as you please. But it’s confounded 
hard lines that you should have to keep her and the kid. 
You know J can’t afford to contribute.” 
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“My dear, I haven’t asked you to.” __ 

“No, but you'll have the devil’s own job to make ends 
meet; I know that well enough.” 

“T shall manage somehow.” 

“All right; you’re a plucky woman, but it’s too bad. 
Reardon’s a humbug, that’s my opinion. I shall have a 
talk with Carter about him. I suppose he has transferred 
all their furniture to the slum?” 

“He can’t have removed it. It was only this morning 
that he went to search for lodgings.” 

“Oh, then I tell you what it is; I shall look in there 
the first thing to-morrow morning, and just talk to him 
in a fatherly way. You needn’t say anything to Amy. 
But I see he’s just the kind of fellow that, if everyone 
leaves him alone, he’ll be content with Carter’s five-and- 
twenty shillings for the rest of his life, and never trouble 
his head about how Amy is living.” 

To this proposal Mrs. Yule readily assented. On going 
upstairs she found that Amy had all but fallen asleep 
upon a settee in the drawing-room. 

“You are quite worn out with your troubles,’ 
“Go to bed, and have a good long sleep.” 

Bey Cs Lowell 

The neat, fresh bedchamber seemed to Amy a delightful 
haven of rest. She turned the key in the door with an 
enjoyment of the privacy thus secured such as she had 
never known in her life; for in maidenhood safe solitude 
was a matter of course to her, and since marriage she 
had not passed a night alone. Willie was fast asleep in 
a little bed shadowed by her own. In an impulse of ma- 
ternal love and gladness she bent over the child and cov- 
ered his face with kisses too gentle to awaken him. 

How clean and sweet everything was! It is often said, 
by people who are exquisitely ignorant of the matter, that 
cleanliness is a luxury within reach even of the poorest. 
Very far from that; only with the utmost difficulty, with 
wearisome exertion, with harassing sacrifice, can people 
who are pinched for money preserve a moderate purity in 
their persons and their surroundings. By painful degrees 
Amy had accustomed herself to compromises in this par- 


> 


she said. 
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_ ticular which in the early days of her married life would 


have seemed intensely disagreeable, if not revolting. A 
housewife who lives in the country, and has but a patch 
of back garden, or even a good-sized kitchen, can, if she 
thinks fit, take her place at the wash-tub and relieve her 
mind,on laundry matters ; but to the inhabitant of a minia- 
ture flat in the heart of London anything of that kind is 
out of the question. When Amy began to cut down her 
laundress’s bill, she did it with a sense of degradation. 
One grows accustomed, however, to such unpleasant ne- 
cessities, and already she had learnt what was the minimum 
of expenditure for one who is troubled with a lady’s in- 
stincts. 

No, no; cleanliness is a costly thing, and a troublesome 
thing when appliances and means have to be improvised. 
It was, in part, the understanding she had gained of this 
side of the life of poverty that made Amy shrink in dread 
from the still narrower lodgings to which Reardon in- 
vited her. She knew how subtly one’s self-respect can be 
undermined by sordid conditions. The difference between 
the life of well-to-do educated people and that of the 
uneducated poor is not greater in visible details than in 
the minutiz of privacy, and Amy must have submitted to 
an extraordinary change before it would have been pos- 
sible for her to live at ease in the circumstances which 
satisfy a decent working-class woman. She was prepared 
for final parting from her husband rather than try to 
effect that change in herself. 

She undressed at leisure, and stretched her limbs in 
the cold, soft, fragrant bed. A sigh of profound relief 
escaped her. How good it was to be alone! 

And in a quarter of an hour she was sleeping as peace- 
fully as the child who shared her room. 


At breakfast in the morning she showed a bright, al- 
most a happy face. It was long, long since she had en- 
joyed such a night’s rest, so undisturbed with unwelcome 
thoughts on the threshold of sleep and on awaking. Her 
life was perhaps wrecked, but the thought of that did not 
press upon her; for the present she must enjoy her free- 
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dom. It was like a recovery of girlhood. There are few 
married women who would not, sooner or later, accept 
with joy the offer of some months of a maidenly liberty. 
Amy would not allow herself to think that her wedded life 
was atanend. With a woman’s strange faculty of closing 
her eyes against facts that do not immediately concern 
her, she tasted the relief of the present and let the future 
lie unregarded. Reardon would get out of his difficulties 
sooner or later; somebody or other would help him; that 
was the dim background of her agreeable sensations. 

He suffered, no doubt. But then it was just as well 
that he should. Suffering would perhaps impel him to 
effort. When he communicated to her his new address— 
he could scarcely neglect to do that—she would send a 
not unfriendly letter, and hint to him that now was his 
opportunity for writing a book, as good a book as those | 
which formerly issued from his garret-solitude. If he 
found that literature was in truth a thing of the past 
with him, then he must exert himself to obtain a position 
worthy of an educated man. Yes, in this way she would 
write to him, without a word that could hurt or offend. 

She ate an excellent breakfast, and made known her 
~ enjoyment of it. 

“Tam so glad!” replied her mother. “You have been 
getting quite thin and pale.” 

“Quite consumptive,’ remarked John, looking up from 
his newspaper. “Shall I make arrangements for a daily 
landau at the livery stables round here?” 

“You can if you like,” replied his sister; “it would do 
both mother and me good, and I have no doubt you could 
afford it quite well.” 

“Oh indeed! You’re a remarkable young woman, let 
me tell you. By-the-by, I suppose your husband is break- 
fasting on bread and water?” 

“I hope not, and I don’t think it very likely.” 

“Jack, Jack!” interposed Mrs. Yule, softly. 

Her son resumed, his paper, and at the end of the meal 


rose with an unwonted briskness to make his preparations 
for departure. 


CHAPTER XIX 
THE PAST REVIVED 


Nor would it be true to represent Edwin Reardon as 
rising to the new day wholly disconsolate. He too had 
slept unusually well, and with returning consciousness the 
sense of a burden removed was more instant than that of 
bis loss and all the dreary circumstances attaching to it. 
He had no longer to fear the effects upon Amy of sucha 
grievous change as from their home-like flat to the couple 
of rooms he had taken in Islington; for the moment, this 
relief helped him to bear the pain of all that had happened 
and the uneasiness which troubled him when he reflected 
that his wife was henceforth a charge to her mother. 

Of course for the moment only. He had-no sooner 
begun to move about, to prepare his breakfast (amid the 
relics of last evening’s meal), to think of all the detestable 
work he had to do before to-morrow night, than his heart 
sank again. His position was well nigh as dolorous as 
that of any man who awoke that morning to the brutal 
realities of life. If only for the shame of it! How must 
they be speaking of him, Amy’s relatives, and her friends? 
A. novelist who couldn’t write novels; a husband who 
couldn’t support his wife and child; a literate who made 
eager application for illiterate work at paltry wages—how . 
interesting it would all sound in humorous gossip! And 
what hope had he that things would ever be better with 
him? 

Had he done well? Had he done wisely? Would it 
not have been better to have made that one last effort? 
There came before him a vision of quiet nooks beneath 
the Sussex cliffs, of the long lines of green breakers burst- 
ing into foam; he heard the wave-music, and tasted the 
briny freshness of the sea-breeze. Inspiration, after all, 
would perchance have come him. 

26 
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If Amy’s love had but been of more enduring quality ; 
if she had strengthened him for this last endeavour with 
the brave tenderness of an ideal wife! But he had seen 
such hateful things in her eyes. Her love was dead, and 
she regarded him as the man who had spoilt her hopes of 
happiness. It was only for her own sake that she urged 
him to strive on; let his be the toil, that hers might be 
the advantage if he succeeded. 

“She would be glad if 1 were dead. She would be - 

lad.” 
= He had the conviction of it. Oh yes, she would shed 
tears; they come so easily to women. But to have him 
dead and out of her way; to be saved from her anomalous 
position; to see once more a chance in life; she would 
welcome it. 

But there was no time for brooding. To-day he had | 
to sell all the things that were superfluous, and to make 
arrangements for the removal of his effects to-morrow. 
By Wednesday night, in accordance with his agreement, 
the flat must be free of the new occupier. 

He had taken only two rooms, and fortunately as things 
were. Three would have cost more than he was likely to 
be able to afford for a long time. The rent of the two 
was to be six-and-sixpence; and how, if Amy had con- 
sented to come, could he have met the expenses of their 
living out of his weekly twenty-five shillings? How could 
he have pretended to do literary work in such cramped 
quarters, he who had never been able to write a line save 
in strict seclusion? In his despair he had faced the im- 
possible. Amy had shown more wisdom, though in a 
spirit of unkindness. 

Towards ten o’clock he was leaving the flat to go and 
find people who would purchase his books and old cloth- 
ing and other superfluities; but before he could close the 
door behind him, an approaching step on the stairs caught 
his attention. He saw the shining silk hat of a well- 
equipped gentleman. It was John Yule. ' 

“Ha! Good-morning !” John exclaimed, looking up. “A 
minute or two and I should have been too late, I see.” 
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He spoke in quite a friendly way, and, on reaching the 
landing, shook hands. 

“Are you obliged to go at once? Or could I have a 
word with you?” 

“Come in.” 

They entered the study, which was in some disorder; 
Reardon made no reference to circumstances, but offered 
a chair, and seated himself. 

“Have a cigarette?” said Yule, holding out a box of 
them. 

“No, thank you; I don’t smoke so early.” 

“Then I'll light one myself; it always makes talk easier 
to me. You’re on the point of moving, I suppose?” 

“Yes. 1 ani? 

Reardon tried to speak in quite a simple way, with no 
admission of embarrassment. He was not successful, and 
to his visitor the tone seemed rather offensive. 

“T suppose you'll let Amy know your new address?” 

“Certainly. Why should I conceal it?” 

“No, no; I didn’t mean to suggest that. But you might 
be taking it for granted that—that the rupture was final, 
I thought.” 

There had never been any intimacy between these two 
men. Reardon regarded his wife’s brother as rather snob- 
bish and disagreeably selfish; John Yule looked upon the 
novelist as a prig, and now of late as a shuffling, untrust- 
worthy fellow. It appeared to John that his brother-in- 
law was assuming a manner wholly unjustifiable, and he 
had a difficulty in behaving to him with courtesy. Rear- 
don, on the other hand, felt injured by the turn his visitor’s 
remarks were taking, and began to resent the visit alto- 
gether. 

“T take nothing for granted,” he said coldly. “But I’m 
afraid nothing is to be gained by a discussion of our 
difficulties. The time for that is over.” 

“IT can’t quite see that. It seems to me that the time 
has just come.” 

“Please tell me, to begin with, do you come on Amy’s 
behalf ?” 
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“In a way, yes. She hasn’t sent me, but my mother and 
I are so astonished at what is happening that it was neces- 
sary for one or other of us to see you.” 

“T think it is all between Amy and myself.” 

“Difficulties between husband and wife are generally 
best left to the people themselves, I know. But the fact 
is, there are peculiar circumstances in the present case. It 
can’t be necessary for me to explain further.” 

Reardon could find no suitable words of reply. He 
understood what Yule referred to, and began to feel the 
full extent of his humiliation. 

“You mean, of course ” he began; but his tongue 
failed him. 

“Well, we should really like to know how long it is 
proposed that Amy shall remain with her mother.” 

John was perfectly self-possessed ; it took much to dis- 
turb his equanimity. He smoked his cigarette, which was 
in an amber mouthpiece, and seemed to enjoy its flavour. 
Reardon found himself observing the perfection of the 
young man’s boots and trousers. 

“That depends entirely on my wife herself,’ he replied 
mechanically. 

“How so?” 

“I offer her the best home I can.” 

Reardon felt himself a poor, pitiful creature, and hated 
the well-dressed man who made him feel so. 

“But really, Reardon,” began the other, uncrossing and 
recrossing his legs, “do you tell me in seriousness that you 
expect Amy to live in such lodgings as you can afford 
on a pound a week?” 

“T don’t. I said that I had offered her the best home 
I could. I know it’s impossible, of course.” 

Either he must speak thus, or break into senseless 
wrath. It was hard to hold back the angry words that 
were on his lips, but he succeeded, and he was glad he had 
done so. 

“Then it doesn’t depend on Amy,” said John. 

“T suppose not.” 

“You see no reason, then, why she shouldn’t live as at 
present for an indefinite time?’ 
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To John, whose perspicacity was not remarkable, Rear- 
don’s changed tone conveyed simply an impression of 
bland impudence. He eyed his brother-in-law rather 
haughtily. 

“T can only say,” returned the other, who was become 
wearily indifferent, “that as soon as I can afford a de- 
cent home I shall give my wife the opportunity of re- 
turning to me.’ 

“But, pray, when is that likely to be?” 

John had passed the bounds ; his manner was too frankly 
contemptuous. 

“T see no right you have to examine me in this fashion,” 
Reardon exclaimed. “With Mrs. Yule I should have done 
my best to be patient if she had asked these questions ; but 
you_are not justified in putting them, at all events not in 
this way.” 

“T’m very sorry you speak like this, Reardon,” said 
the other, with calm insolence. “It confirms unpleasant 
ideas, you know.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Why, one can’t help thinking that you are rather too 
much at your ease under the circumstances. It isn’t 
exactly an everyday thing, you know, for a man’s wife 
to be sent back to her own people——” 

Reardon could not endure the sound of these words. 
He interrupted hotly. 

“T can’t discuss it with you. You are utterly unable to 
comprehend me and my position, utterly! It would be 
useless to defend myself. You must take whatever view 
seems to you the natural one.” 

John, having finished his cigarette, rose. 

“The natural view is an uncommonly disagreeable one,” 
he said. ‘However, I have no intention of quarrelling 
with you. I'll only just say that, as I take a share in the 
expenses of my mother’s house, this question decidedly 
concerns me; and I'll add that I think it ought to concern 
you a good deal more than it seems to.” 

Reardon, ashamed already of his violence, paused upon 
these remarks. 

“Tt shall,’ he uttered at length, coldly. “You have put 
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it clearly enough to me, and you shan’t have spoken in 
vain. Is there anything else you wish to say?” 

“Thank you; I think not.” 

They parted with distant civility, and Reardon closed 
the door behind his visitor. 

He knew that his character was seen through a distort- 
ing medium by Amy’s relatives, to some extent by Amy 
herself; but hitherto the reflection that this must always 
be the case when a man of his kind is judged by people 
of the world had strengthened him in defiance. An en- 
deavour to explain himself would be maddeningly hopeless ; 
even Amy did not understand aright the troubles through 
which his intellectual and moral nature was passing, and 
to speak of such experiences to Mrs. Yule or to John 
would be equivalent to addressing them in alien tongues; 
he and they had no common criterion by reference to 
which he could make himself intelligible. The practical 
tone in which John had explained the opposing view of the 
situation made it impossible for him to proceed as he had 
purposed. Amy would never come to him in his poor 
lodgings; her mother, her brother, all her advisers would 
regard such a thing as out of the question. Very well; 
recognising this, he must also recognise his wife’s claim 
upon him for material support. It was not in his power to 
supply her with means sufficient to live upon, but what 
he could afford she should have. 

When he went out, it was with a different purpose from 
that of half an hour ago. After a short search in the 
direction of Edgware Road, he found a dealer in second- - 
hand furniture, whom he requested to come as soon as 
possible to the flat on a matter of business. An hour 
later the man kept his appointment. Having brought him 
into the study, Reardon said: 

“T wish to sell everything in this flat, with a few ex- 
ceptions that I’ll point out to you.” 

“Very good, sir,” was the reply. “Let’s have a look 
through the rooms.” 

That the price offered would be strictly a minimum 
Reardon knew. well enough. The dealer was a rough and 
rather dirty fellow, with the distrustful glance which dis- 
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tinguishes his class. Men of Reardon’s type, when hapless 
enough to be forced into vulgar commerce, are doubly at 
a disadvantage; not only their ignorance, but their sensi- 
tiveness, makes them ready victims of even the least subtle 
man of business. To deal on equal terms with a person 
you must be able to assert with calm confidence that you 
are not to be cheated; Reardon was too well aware that 
he would certainly be cheated, and shrank scornfully from 
the higgling of the market. Moreover, he was in a half- 
frenzied state of mind, and cared for little but to be done 
with the hateful details of this process of ruin. 

He pencilled a list of the articles he must retain for his 
own use; it would of course be cheaper to take a bare 
room than furnished lodgings, and every penny he could 
save was of importance to him. The chair-bedstead, with 
necessary linen and blankets, a table, two chairs, a looking- 
glass—strictly the indispensable things; no need to com- 
plete the list. Then there were a few valuable wedding- 
presents, which belonged rather to Amy than to him; these 
he would get packed and send to Westbourne Park. 

The dealer made his calculation, with many side-glances 
at the vendor. 

“And what may you ask for the lot?” 

“Please to make an offer.” 

“Most of the things has had a good deal of wear 

“T know, I know. Just let me hear what you will give.” 

“Well, if you want a valuation, I say eighteen pound 
ten<”’ 

It was more than Reardon had expected, though much 
less than a man who understood such affairs would have 
obtained. 

“That’s the most you can give?” 

“Wouldn’t pay me to give a sixpence more. You 


bed 


He began to point out defects, but Reardon cut him 
short. 

“Can you take them away at once?” 

“At wunst? Would two o’clock do?” 

“Yes, it would.” 
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“And might you want these other things takin’ any- 
wheres?” 

“Yes, but not till to-morrow. They have to go to Isling- 
ton. What would you do it for?” 

This bargain also was completed, and the dealer went 
his way. Thereupon Reardon set to work to dispose of 
his books; by half-past one he had sold them for a couple 
of guineas. At two came the cart that was to take away 
the furniture, and at four o’clock nothing remained in the ~ 
flat save what had to be removed on the morrow. 

The next thing to be done was to go to Islington, for- 
feit a week’s rent for the two rooms he had taken, and 
find a single room at the lowest possible cost. On the 
way, he entered an eating-house and satisfied his hunger, 
for he had had nothing sin¢e breakfast. It took him a . 
couple of hours to discover the ideal garret; it was found 
at length in a narrow little by-way running out of Upper 
Street. The rent was half a crown a week. 

_ At seven o’clock he sat.down in what once was called 
his study, and wrote the following letter: 


“Enclosed in this envelope you will find twenty pounds. 
I have been reminded that your relatives will be at the 
expense of your support; it seemed best to me to sell 
the furniture, and now I send you all the money I can 
spare at present. You will receive to-morrow a box con- 
taining several things I did not feel justified in selling. 
As soon as | begin to have my payment from Carter, half 
of it shall be sent to you every week. My address is: 
5 Manville Street, Upper Street, Islington. 

—Epwin REARDON.” 


He enclosed the money, in notes and gold, and ad- 
dressed the envelope to his wife. She must receive it this 
very night, and he knew not how to insure that save by 
delivering it himself. So he went to Westbourne Park 
by train, and walked to Mrs. Yule’s house. At this hour 
the family were probably at dinner; yes, the window of 
the dining-room showed lights, within, whilst those of the 
drawing-room were in shadow. After a little hesitation he 
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rang the servants’ bell. When the door opened, he handed 
his letter to the girl, and requested that it might be given 
to Mrs. Reardon as soon as possible. With one more 
hasty glance at the window—Amy was perhaps enjoying 
her unwonted comfort—he walked quickly away. 

As he re-entered what had been his home, its bareness 
made his heart sink. An hour or two had sufficed for this 
devastation ; nothing remained upon the uncarpeted floors 
but the needments he would carry with him into the wil- 
derness, such few evidences of civilisation as the poorest 
cannot well dispense with. Anger, revolt, a sense of out- 
raged love—all manner of confused passions had sustained 
him throughout this day of toil; now he had leisure to 
know how faint he was. He threw himself upon his chair- 
bedstead, and lay for more than an hour in torpor of 
body and mind. 

But before he could sleep he must eat. Though it was 
cold, he could not exert himself to light a fire; there was 
some food still in the cupboard, and he consumed it in 
the fashion of a tired labourer, with the plate on his lap, 
using his fingers and a knife. What had he to do with 
delicacies ¢ 

He felt utterly alone in the world. Unless it were 
Biffen, what mortal would give him kindly welcome under 
any roof? These stripped rooms were symbolical of his 
life; losing money, he had lost everything. “Be thankful 
that you exist, that these morsels of food are still granted 
you. Man has a right to nothing in this world that he 
cannot pay for. Did you imagine that love was an ex- 
ception? Foolish idealist! Love is one of the first things 
to be frightened away by poverty. Go and live upon your 
twelve and sixpence a week, and on your memories of the 

ast.” 

P In this room he had sat with Amy on their return from 
the wedding holiday. “Shall you always love me as you 
do now ?”—“For ever! for ever!’—‘“Even if I disap- 
pointed you? If I failed?’’—‘‘How could that affect my 
love?’ The voices seemed to be lingering still, in a sad, 
faint echo, so short a time it was since those words were 
uttered. 
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His own fault. A man has no business to fail; least of 
all can he expect others to have time to look back upon 
him or pity him if he sink under the stress of conflict. 
Those behind will trample over his body; they can’t help 
it; they themselves are borne onwards by resistless pres- 
sure. 

He slept for a few hours, then lay watching the light 
of dawn as it revealed his desolation. 

The morning’s post brought him a large heavy envelope, 
the aspect of which for a moment puzzled him. But he 
recognised the handwriting, and understood. The editor 
of The Wayside, in a pleasantly-written note, begged to 
return the paper on Pliny’s Letters which had recently 
been submitted to him; he was sorry it did not strike him 
as quite so interesting as the other contributions from 
Reardon’s pen. 

This was a trifle. For the first time he received a re- 
jected piece of writing without distress; he even laughed 
at the artistic completeness of the situation. The money 
would have been welcome, but on that very account he 
might have known it would not come. 


The cart that was to transfer his property to the room 
in Islington arrived about mid-day. By that time he had 
dismissed the last details of business in relation to the flat, 
and was free. to go back to the obscure world whence he 
had risen. He felt that for two years and a half he had 
been a pretender. It was not natural to him to live in 
the manner of people who enjoy an assured income; he 
belonged to the class of casual wage-earners. Back to 
obscurity ! 

Carrying a bag which contained a few things best kept 
in his own care he went by train to King’s Cross, and 
thence walked up Pentonville Hill to Upper Street and his 
own little by-way. Manville Street was not unreasonably 
squalid ; the house in which he had found a home was not 
alarming in its appearance, and the woman who kept it 
had an honest face. Amy would have shrunk in appre- 
hension, but to one who had experience of London garrets 
this was a rather favourable specimen of its kind. The 
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door closed more satisfactorily than poor Biffen’s, for 
instance, and there were not many of those knot-holes in 
the floor which give admission to piercing little draughts; 
not a pane of the window was cracked, not one. A man 
might live here comfortably—could memory be destroyed. 

“There’s a letter come for you,” said the landlady as she 
admitted him. “You'll find it on your mantel.” 

He ascended hastily. The letter must be from Amy, 
as no one else knew his address. Yes, and its contents 
were these: 


“As you have really sold the furniture, I shall accept 
half this money that you send. I must buy clothing for 
myself and Willie. But the other ten pounds I shall re- 
turn to you as soon as possible. As for your offer of 
half what you are to receive from Mr. Carter, that seems 
to me ridiculous; in any-case, I cannot take it. If you 
seriously abandon all further hope from literature, I think 
“it is your duty to make every effort to obtain a position 
suitable to a man of your education —Amy REARDON.” 


Doubtless Amy thought it was her duty to write in this 
way. Not a word of sympathy; he must understand that 
no one was to blame but himself, and that her hardships 
‘were equal to his own. 

In the bag he had brought with him there were writing 
materials. Standing at the mantelpiece, he forthwith 
penned a reply to this letter: 


“The money is for your support, as far as it will go. 
If it comes back to me I shall send it again. If you re- 
fuse to make use of it, you will have the kindness to put 
it aside and consider it as belonging to Willie. The other 
money of which I spoke will be sent to you once a month. 
As our concerns are no longer between us alone, I must 
protect myself against anyone who would be likely to 
accuse me of not giving you what I could afford. For 
your advice I thanx you, but remember that in withdraw- 
ing from me your affection you haye lost all right to offer 
me counsel.” 
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He went out and posted this at once. 

By three o’clock the furniture of his room was arranged. 
He had not kept a carpet; that was luxury, and beyond his 
due. His score of volumes must rank upon the mantel- 
piece ; his clothing must be kept in the trunk. Cups, plates, 
knives, forks, and spoons would lie in the little open 
cupboard, the lowest section of which was for his supply 
of coals. When everything was in order he drew water 
from a tap on the landing and washed himself; then, with 
his bag, went out to make purchases. A loaf of bread, 
butter, sugar, condensed milk; a remnant of tea he had 
brought with him. On returning, he lit as small a fire as 
possible, put on his kettle, and sat down to meditate. 

How familiar it all was to him! And not unpleasant, 
for it brought back the days when he had worked to such 
good purpose. It was like a restoration of youth. 

Of Amy he would not think. Knowing his bitter 
misery, she could write to him in cold, hard words, 
without a touch even of womanly feeling. If ever they 
were to meet again, the advance must be from her side. 
He had no more tenderness for her until she strove to 
FEVIVEe: It: é 

Next morning he called at the hospital to see Carter. 
The secretary’s peculiar look and smile seemed to betray 
a knowledge of what had been going on since Sunday, 
and his first words confirmed this impression of Rear- 
don’s. 

“You have removed, I hear ?” 

“Yes; I had better give you my new address.” 

Reardon’s tone was meant to signify that further re- 
mark on the subject would be unwelcome. Musingly, 
Carter made a note of the address. 

“You still wish to go on with this affair?” 

“Certainly.” 

“Come and have some lunch with me, then, and after- 
wards we'll go to the City Road and talk things over on 
the spot.” 

The vivacious young man was not quite so genial as of 
wont, but he evidently strove to show that the renewal 
of their relations as employer and clerk would make no 
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_ difference in the friendly intercourse which had since been 


established; the invitation to lunch evidently had_ this 
purpose. 

“I suppose,” said Carter, when they were seated in a 
restaurant, “you wouldn’t object to anything better, if a 
chance turned up?” 

“T should take it, to be sure.” 
~ “But you don’t want a job that would occupy all your 
time? You're going on with writing, of course?” 

“Not for the present, I think.” 

“Then you would like me to keep a look-out? I haven’t 
anything in view—nothing whatever. But one hears of 


_ things sometimes.”’ 


“T should be obliged to you if you could help me to any- 
thing satisfactory.” 

Having brought himself to this admission, Reardon felt 
more at ease. To what purpose should he keep up trans- 
parent pretences? It was manifestly his duty to earn as 
much money as he could, in whatever way. Let the man 
of letters be forgotten; he was seeking for remunerative 
employment, just as if he had never written a line. 

Amy did not return the ten pounds, and did not write 
again. So, presumably, she would accept the moiety of 


his earnings; he was glad of it. After paying half a 


crown for rent, there would be left ten shillings. Some- 
thing like three pounds that still remained to him he would 
not reckon; this must be for casualties. Half a sovereign 
was enough for his needs; in the old times he had counted 
it a competency which put his mind quite at rest. 

The day came, and he entered upon his duties in City 
Road. It needed but an hour or two, and all the inter- 
vening time was cancelled; he was back once more in the 
days of no reputation, a harmless clerk, a decent wage- 
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CHAPTER XX 
THE END OF WAITING 


It was more than a fortnight after Reardon’s removal 
to Islington when Jasper Milvain heard for the first time 
of what had happened. He was coming down from the 
office of the Wiill-o’-the-Wisp one afternoon, after a talk 
with the editor concerning a paragraph in his last week’s 
causerie which had been complained of as libellous, and 
which would probably lead to the “case” so much desired. 
by everyone connected with the paper, when someone de- 
scending from a higher storey of the building overtook 
him and laid a hand on his shoulder. He turned and saw 
Whelpdale. 

“What brings you on these premises?” he asked as they 
shook hands. 

“A man I know has just been made sub-editor of Chat, 
upstairs. He has half promised to let me do a column of 
answers to correspondents.” 

“Cosmetics? lashions? Cookery?” 

“T’m not so versatile as all that, unfortunately. No, 
the general information column. ‘Will you be so good 
as to inform me, through the medium of your invaluable 
paper, what was the exact area devastated by the Great 
Fire of London?’—that kind of thing, you know. Hop- 
burn—that’s the fellow’s name—tells me that his prede- 
cessor always called the paper Chat-moss, because of the 
frightful difficulty he had in filling it up each week. By- 
the-by, what a capital column that is of yours in Will-o’- 
the-Wisp. I know nothing like it in English journalism; 
upon my word I don’t!” 

“Glad you like it. Some people are less fervent in their 
admiration.” 

Jasper recounted the affair which had just been under 
discussion in the office. 
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“Tt may cost a couple of thousands, but the advertise- 
ment is worth that, Patwin thinks. Barlow is delighted; 
he wouldn’t mind paying double the money to make those 
people a laughing-stock for a week or two.” 

They issued into the street, and walked on together; 
Milvain, with his keen eye and critical smile, unmistakably 
the modern young man who cultivates the art of success; 
his companion of a less pronounced type, but distinguished 
by a certain subtlety of countenance, a blending of the 
sentimental and the shrewd. 

“Of course you know all about the Reardons?” said 
Whelpdale. 

“Haven’t seen or heard of them lately. What is it?” 

“Then you don’t know that they have parted?” 

parted?’ 

“T only heard about it last night; Biffen told me. Rear- 
don is doing clerk’s work at a hospital somewhere in the 
East-end, and his wife has gone to live at her mother’s 
house.” 

“Ho, ho!” exclaimed Jasper, thoughtfully. “Then the 
crash has come. Of course I knew it must be impending. 
I’m sorry for Reardon.” 

“T’m sorry for his wife.” 

“Trust you for thinking of women first, Whelpdale.” 

“Tt’s in an honourable way, my dear fellow. Ima 
slave to women, true, but all in an honourable way. After 
that last adventure of mine most men would be savage 
and cynical, wouldn’t they, now? I’m nothing of the kind. 
I think no worse of women—not a bit. I reverence them 
as much as ever. There must be a good deal of mag- 
nanimity in me, don’t you think?” 

Jasper laughed unrestrainedly. 

“But it’s the simple truth,’ pursued the other. “You 
should have seen the letter I wrote to that girl at Bir- 
mingham—all charity and forgiveness. | meant it, every 
word of it. I shouldn’t talk to everyone like this, you 
know ; but it’s as well to show a friend one’s best qualities 
now and then.” 

“Ts Reardon still living at the old place?” 

“No, no. They sold up everything and let the flat. He’s 
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in lodgings somewhere or other. I’m not quite intimate 
enough with him to go and see him under the circum- 
stances. But I’m surprised you know nothing about it.” 

“T haven’t seen much of them this year. Reardon— 
well, I’m afraid he hasn’t very much of the virtue you — 
claim for yourself. It rather annoys him to’see me going 
ahead.” 

“Really? His character never struck me in that way.” 

“You haven’t come enough in contact with him. At 
all events, I can’t explain his change of manner in any 
other way. But I’m sorry for him; I am, indeed. At a 
hospital? I suppose Carter has given him the old job 
again?” 

“Don’t know. Biffen doesn’t talk very freely about it; 
there’s a good deal of delicacy in Biffen, you know. A | 
thoroughly good-hearted fellow. And so is Reardon, I 
believe, though no doubt he has his weaknesses.” 

“Oh, an excellent fellow! But weakness isn’t the word. 
Why, I foresaw all this from the very beginning. The 
first hour’s talk I ever had with him was enough to con- 
vince me that he’d never hold his own. But he really 
believed that the future was clear before him; he im- 
agined he’d go on getting more and more for his books. 
An extraordinary thing that that girl had such faith in 
him!” 

They parted soon after this, and Milvain went home- 
ward, musing upon what he had heard. It was his pur- 
pose to spend the whole evening on some work which 
pressed for completion, but he found an unusual difficulty 
in settling to it. About eight o’clock he gave up the effort, 
arrayed himself in the costume of black and white, and 
journeyed to Westbourne Park, where his destination was 
the house of Mrs. Edmund Yule. Of the servant who 
opened to him he inquired if Mrs. Yule was at home, and 
received an answer in the affirmative. 

“Any company with her?” 

“A lady—Mrs. Carter.” 

“Then please to give my name, and ask if Mrs. Yule 
can see me.” 


He was speedily conducted to the drawing-room, where 
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he found the lady of the house, her son, and Mrs. Carter. 
For Mrs. Reardon his eye sought in vain. 

“I’m so glad you have come,” said Mrs. Yule, in a 
confidential tone. “I have been wishing to see you. Of 
course, you know of our sad trouble?” 

“T have heard of it only to-day.” 

“From Mr. Reardon himself?” 

“No; I haven’t seen him.” 

“T do wish you had! We should have been so anxious 
to know how he impressed you.” 

“How he impressed me?” 

~“My mother has got hold of the notion,’ put in John 
Yule, “that he’s not exactly compos mentis. ll admit 
that he went on in a queer sort of way the last time I 
saw him.” 

“And my husband thinks he is rather strange,” re- 
marked Mrs. Carter. 

“He has gone back to the hospital, I understand 

“To a new branch that has just been opened in the City 
Road,” replied Mrs. Yule. “And he’s living in a dreadful 
place—one of the most shocking alleys in the worst part 
of Islington. I should have gone to see him, but I really 
feel afraid; they give me such an account of the place. 
_ And everyone agrees that he has such a very wild look, 
and speaks so strangely.” 

“Between ourselves,” said John, “there’s no use in ex- 
aggerating. He’s living in a vile hole, that’s true, and 
Carter says he looks miserably ill, but of course he may 
be as sane as we are.” 

Jasper listened to all this with no small astonishment. 

“And Mrs. Reardon?” he asked. 

“I’m sorry to say she is far from well,” replied Mrs. 
Yule. “To-day she has been obliged to keep her room. 
You can imagine what a shock it has been to her, It 
came with such extraordinary suddenness. Without a 
word of warning, her husband announced that he had 
taken a clerkship and was going to remove immediately to 
the East-end. Fancy! And this when he had already 
arranged, as you know, to go to the south coast and write 
his next book under the influences of the sea air. He was 
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anything but well; we all knew that, and we had all joined 
in advising him to spend the summer at the seaside. It 
seemed better that he should go alone; Mrs. Reardon 
would, of course, have gone down for a few days now 
and then. And at a moment’s notice everything is 
changed, and in such a dreadful way! I cannot believe 
that this is the behaviour of a sane man!” 

Jasper understood that an explanation of the matter 
might have been given in much more homely terms; it 
was-natural that Mrs. Yule should leave out of sight the 
sufficient, but ignoble, cause of her son-in-law’s behaviour. 

“You see in what a painful position we are placed,” 
continued the euphemistic lady. “It is so terrible even to 
hint that Mr. Reardon is not responsible for his actions, 
yet how are we to explain to our friends this extraordi- - 
narv state of things?” 

“My husband is afraid Mr. Reardon may fall seriously 
ill,’ said Mrs. Carter. “And how dreadful! In such a 
place as that!” ~ 

“It would be so kind of you to go and see him, Mr. 
Milvain,’ urged Mrs. Yule. “We should be so glad to 
hear what you think.” 

“Certainly, I will go,” replied Jasper. “Will you give 
me his address?” 

He remained for an hour, and before his departure the 
subject was discussed with rather more frankness than at 
first; even the word “money” was once or twice heard. 

“Mr. Carter has very kindly promised,” said Mrs. Yule, 
“to do his best to hear of some position that would be 
suitable. It seems a most shocking thing that a success- 
ful author should abandon his career in this deliberate 
way; who could have imagined anything of the kind two 
years ago? But it is clearly quite impossible for him to 
go on as at present—if there is really no reason for be- 
lieving his mind disordered.” 

A cab was summoned for Mrs. Carter, and she took her 
leave, suppressing her native cheerfulness to the tone of 
the occasion. A minute or two after, Milvain left the 
house. 

He had walked perhaps twenty yards, almost to the end 
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have mattered. But there was generally someone else 
present. Your words had their effect; I can see that 
now. It’s very much owing to you that I am deserted, 
now that there’s no hope of my ever succeeding.” 

Jaspet’s first impulse was to meet this accusation with 
indignant denial, but a sense of compassion prevailed. 
It was so painful to see the defeated man wandering at 
night near the house where his wife and child were com- 
fortably sheltered; and the tone in which he spoke re- 
vealed such profound misery. 

“That’s a most astonishing thing to say,” Jasper replied. 
“Of course | know nothing of what has passed between 
you and your wife, but I feel certain that I have no more 
to do with what has happened than any other of your ac- 
quaintances.” 

“You may feel as certain as you will, but your words: 
and your example have influenced my wife against me. 
You didn’t intend that; 1 don’t suppose it for a moment. 
It’s my misfortune, that’s all.” 

“That I intended nothing of the kind, you need hardly 
say, I should think. But you are deceiving yourself in 
the strangest way. I’m afraid to speak plainly; I’m afraid 
of offending you. But can you recall something that I 
said about the time of your marriage? You didn’t like it 
then, and certainly it won't be pleasant to you to remember 
it now. If you mean that your wife has grown unkind 
to you because you are unfortunate, there’s no need to 
examine into other people’s influence for an explanation 
of that.” 

Reardon turned his face towards the speaker. 

_ “Then you have always regarded my wife as a woman 
likely to fail me in time of need?” 

“I don’t care to answer a question put in that way. If 
we are no longer to talk with the old friendliness, it’s far 
better we shouldn’t discuss things such as this.” 

“Well, practically you have answered. Of course I 
remember those words of yours that you refer to. Whether 
you were right or wrong doesn’t affect what I say.” 

He spoke with a dull doggedness, as though mental 
fatigue did not allow him to say more. 
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a mixes impossible to argue such a charge,” said Milvain. 

I am convinced it isn’t true, and that’s all I can answer. 
‘But perhaps you think this extraordinary influence of 
mine is still being used against you?” 

“T know nothing about it,” Reardon replied, in the 
same unmodulated voice. ; 

“Well, as I have told you, this was my first visit to 
Mrs. Yule’s since your wife has been there, and I didn’t 
see her; she isn’t very well, and keeps her room. I’m 
glad it happened so—that I didn’t meet her. Henceforth 
I shall keep away from the family altogether, so long, at 
all events, as your wife remains with them. Of course I 
shan’t tell anyone why; that would be impossible. But 
you shan’t have to fear that Iam decrying you. By Jove! 
an amiable figure you make of me!” 

“I have said what I didn’t wish to say, and what I 
oughtn’t to have said. You must misunderstand me; I 
can’t help it.” 

Reardon had been walking for hours, and was, in 
truth, exhausted. He became mute. Jasper, whose mis- 
representation was wilful, though not maliciously so, also 
fell into silence; he did not believe that his conversations 
with Amy had seriously affected the course of events, 
_ but he knew that he had often said things to her in private 
which would scarcely have fallen from his lips if her hus- 
band had been present—little depreciatory phrases, wrong 
rather in tone than in terms, which came of his irresistible 
desire to assume superiority whenever it was possible. 
He, too, was weak, but with quite another kind of weak- 
ness than Reardon’s. His was the weakness of vanity, 
which sometimes leads a man to commit treacheries of 
which he would believe himself incapable. Self-accused, 
he took refuge in the pretence of misconception, which 
again was a betrayal of littleness. 

They drew near to Westbourne Park station. 

“You are living a long way from here,’ Jasper said, 
coldly. “Are you going by train?” 

“No. You said my wife was ill?” 

“Oh, not ill. At least, I didn’t understand that it was 
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anything serious. Why don’t you walk back to the 
house ?” 

“I must judge of my own affairs.” 

“True; I beg your pardon. I take the train here, so 
I'll say good-night.” 

They nodded to each other, but did not shake hands. 

A day or two later, Milvain wrote to Mrs. Yule, and 
told her that he had seen Reardon; he did not describe 
the circumstances under which the interview had taken* 
place, but gave it as his opinion that Reardon was in a 
state of nervous illness, and made by suffering quite un- 
like himself. That he might be on the way to positive 
mental disease seemed likely enough. “Unhappily, I my- 
self can be of no use to him; he has not the same friendly 
feeling for me as he used to have. But it is very certain. 
that those of his friends who have the power should exert 
themselves to raise him out of this fearful slough of 
despond. If he isn’t effectually helped, there’s no saying 
what may happen. One thing is certain, I think: he is 
past helping himself. Sane literary work cannot be ex- 
pected from him. It seems a monstrous thing that so 
good a fellow, and one with such excellent brains too, 
should perish by the way when influential people would 
have no difficulty in restoring him to health and useful- 
ness, 

All the months of summer went by. Jasper kept his 
word, and never visited Mrs. Yule’s house; but once in 
July he met that lady at the Carters’, and heard then, 
what he knew from other sources, that the position of 
things was unchanged. In August, Mrs. Yule spent a 
fortnight at the seaside, and Amy accompanied her. Mil- 
vain and his sisters accepted an invitation to visit friends 
at Wattleborough, and were out of town about three 
weeks, the last ten days being passed in the Isle of Wight; 
it was an extravagant holiday, but Dora had been ailing, 
and her brother declared that they would all work better 
for the change. Alfred Yule, with his wife and daugh- 
ter, rusticated somewhere in Kent. Dora and Marian 
exchanged letters, and here is a passage from one written 
by the former: 
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“Jasper has shown himself in an unusually amiable light 
since we left town. I looked forward to this holiday with 
some misgivings, as I know by experience that it doesn’t 
do for him and us to be too much together; he gets tired 
of our company, and then his selfishness—believe me, he 
has a good deal of it—comes out in a way we don’t appre- 
ciate. But I have never known hini so forbearing. To 
me he is particularly kind, on account of my headaches and 
general shakiness. It isn’t impossible that this young man, 
if all goes well with him, may turn out far better than 
Maud and I ever expected. But things will have to go 
very well, if the improvement is to be permanent. I only 
hope he may make a lot of money before long. If this 
sounds rather gross to you, I can only say that Jasper’s 
moral nature will never be safe as long as he is exposed to 
the risk of poverty. There are such people, you know. As 
a poor man, I wouldn’t trust him out of my sight; with 
money, he will be a tolerable creature—as men go.” 


Dora, no doubt, had her reasons for writing in this 
strain. She would not have made such remarks in con- 
versation with her friend, but took the opportunity of 
being at a distance to communicate them in writing. 

On their return, the two girls made good progress with 
the book they were manufacturing for Messrs. Jolly and 
Monk, and early in October it was finished. Dora was 
now writing little things for The English Girl, and Maud 
had begun to review an occasional novel for an illustrated 
paper. In spite of their poor lodgings, they had been 
brought into social relations with Mrs. Boston Wright 
and a few of her friends; their position was understood, 
and in accepting invitations they had no fear lest unwel- 
come people should pounce down upon them in their shabby 
little sitting-room. The younger sister cared little for 
society such as Jasper procured them; with Marian Yule 
for a companion she would have been quite content to 
spend her evenings at home. But Maud relished the in- 
troduction to strangers. She was admired, and knew it. 
Prudence could not restrain her from buying a hand- 
somer dress than those she had brought from her country 
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home, and it irked her sorely that she might not recon- 


Seino eal 


struct all her equipment to rival the appearance of well-_ 


to-do girls whom she studied and envied. Her disad- 


vantages, for the present, were insuperable. She had no 
one to chaperon her; she could not form intimacies be- — 
cause of her poverty. A rare invitation to luncheon, a ~ 


permission to call atthe sacred hour of small-talk—this 
was all she could hope for. 


“TI advise you to possess your soul in patience,” Jasper 
said to her, as they talked one day on the sea-shore. “You — 


are not to blame that you live without conventional pro- 
tection, but it necessitates your being very careful. These 
people you are getting to know are not rigid about social 
observances. and they won’t exactly despise you for pov- 
erty; all the same, their charity mustn’t be tested too 
severely. Be very quiet for the present; let it be seen 
that you understand that your position isn’t quite regular 
—I mean, of course, do so in a modest and nice way. As 
soon as ever it’s possible, we'll arrange for you to live 
with someone who will preserve appearances. All this is 
contemptible, of course; but we belong to a contemptible 


society, and can’t help ourselves. For Heaven's sake, don’t — 


spoil your chances by rashness; be content to wait a little, 
till some more money comes in.” 

Midway in October, about half-past eight one evening, 
Jasper received an unexpected visit from Dora. He was 
in his sitting-room, smoking and reading a novel. 

“Anything wrong?” he asked, as his sister entered. 

“No; but I’m alone this evening, and I thought I would 
see if you were in.” 

“Where’s Maud, then?” 

“She went to see the Lanes this afternoon, and Mrs. 


Lane invited her ta go to the Gaiety to-night; she said a — 


friend whom she had invited couldn’t come, and the ticket 


would be wasted. Maud went back to dine with them. - 


She’ll come home in a cab.” 


“Why is Mrs. Lane so affectionate all at once? Take — 


your things off; I have nothing to do.” 
“Miss Radway was going as well.” 
“Who’s Miss Radway ?” 
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“Don’t you know her? She’s staying with the Lanes. 
Maud says she writes for The West End.’ 

“And will that fellow Lane be with them?” 

“T think not.” 

Jasper mused, contemplating the bowl of his pipe. 

“T suppose she was in rare excitement ?” 

“Pretty well. She has wanted to go to the Gaiety for a 
long time. There’s no harm, is there?” 

Dora asked the question with that absent air which 
girls are wont to assume when they touch on doubtful 
subjects. 

“Harm, no. Idiocy and lively music, that’s all. It’s too 
late, or I’d have taken you, for the joke of the thing. Con- 
found it! she ought to have better dresses.” 

“Oh, she looked very nice, in that best.” 

“Pooh! But I don’t care for her to be running about 
with the Lanes. Lane is too big a blackguard; it reflects 
upon his wife to a certain extent.” 

~They gossiped for half an hour, then a tap at the door 
interrupted them; it was the landlady. 

“Mr. Whelpdale has called to see you, sir. I mentioned 
as Miss Milvain was here, so he said he wouldn’t come 
up unless you sent to ask him.” 

Jasper smiled at Dora, and said in a low voice: 

“What do you say? Shall he come up? He can be- 
have himself.” 

“Just as you please, Jasper.” 

“Ask him to come up, Mrs. Thompson, please.” 

Mr. Whelpdale presented himself. He entered with 
much more ceremony than when Milvain was alone; on 
his visage was a grave respectfulness, his step was light, 
his whole bearing expressed diffidence and pleasurable 
anticipation. 

“My younger sister, Whelpdale,” said Jasper, with sub- 
dued amusement. 

The dealer in literary advice made a bow which did him 
no discredit, and began to speak in a low, reverential tone 
not at all disagreeable to the ear. His breeding, in truth, 
had been that of a gentleman, and it was only of late 
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years that he had fallen into the hungry region of New 
Grub Street. 

“How’s the ‘Manual’ going off?” Milvain inquired. 

“Excellently! We have sold nearly six hundred.” 

“My sister is one of your readers. I believe she has 
studied the book with much conscientiousness.” 

“Really? You have really read it, Miss Milvain?” 

Dora assured him that she had, and his delight knew 
no bounds. 

“Tt isn’t all rubbish, by any means,” said Jasper, gra- 
ciously. ‘In the chapter on writing for magazines, there 
are one or two very good hints. What a pity you can't 
apply your own advice, Whelpdale!” 

“Now that’s horribly unkind of you!” protested the 
other. “You might have spared me this evening. But . 
unfortunately it’s quite true, Miss Milvain. I point the 
way, but I haven’t been able to travel it myself. You 
mustn’t think I have never succeeded in getting things 
published; but I can’t keep it up as a profession. Your 
brother is the successful man. A marvellous facility! I 
envy him. Few men at present writing have such talent.” 

“Please don’t make him more conceited than he naturally 
is,’ interposed Dora. 

“What news of Biffen?” asked Jasper, presently. 

“He says he shall finish ‘Mr. Bailey, Grocer,’ in about 
a month. He read me one of the later chapters the other 
night. It’s really very fine;°*most remarkable writing, it 
seems to me. It will be scandalous if he can’t get it pub- 
lished ; it will, indeed.” 

“I do hope he may!” said Dora, laughing. “I have 
heard so much of ‘Mr. Bailey,’ that it will be a great dis- 
appointment if I am never to read it.” 

“T’m afraid it would give you very little pleasure,” 
Whelpdale replied, hesitatingly. “The matter is so very 
gross.’ 

“And the hero grocer!” shouted Jasper, mirthfully. 
“Oh, but it’s quite decent; only rather depressing. The 
decently ignoble—or, the ignobly decent? Which is Bif- 
fen’s formula? I saw him a week ago, and he looked 
hungrier than ever.” 


Pn aN DOF. WALT LNG 289 


“Ah, but poor Reardon! I passed him at King’s Cross 
not long ago. He didn’t see me—walks with his eyes on 
the ground always,—and I hadn’t the courage to stop him. 
He’s the ghost of his old self. He can’t live long.” 

Dora and her brother exchanged-a glance. It was a 
long time since Jasper had spoken to his sisters about the 
Reardons; nowadays he seldom heard either of husband 
or wife. 

The conversation that went on was so agreeable to 
Whelpdale, that he lost consciousness of time. It was past 
eleven o’clock when Jasper felt obliged to remind. him. 

“Dora, I think I must be taking you home.” 

The visitor at once made ready for departure, and his 
leave-taking was as respectful as his entrance had been. 
Though he might not say what he thought, there was very 
legible upon his countenance a hope that he would again 
be privileged to meet Miss Dora Milvain. 

“Not a bad fellow, in his way,” said Jasper, when Dora 
and he were alone again. 

“Not at all.” 

She had heard the story of Whelpdale’s hapless wooing 
half a year ago, and her recollection of it explained the 
smile with which she spoke. 

“Never get on, I’m afraid,” Jasper pursued. “He has 
his allowance of twenty pounds a year, and makes perhaps 
fifty or sixty more. If I were in his position, I should go 
in for some kind of regular business; he has people who 
could help him. Good-natured fellow; but what’s the use 
of that if you’ve no money?” 

They set out together, and walked to the girls’ lodgings. 
Dora was about to use her latch-key, but Jasper checkea 
er. 

“No. There’s a light in the kitchen still; better knock, 
as we're so late.” 

“But why?” 

“Never mind; do as I tell you.” 

The landlady admitted them, and Jasper spoke a word 
or two with her, explaining that he would wait until his 
elder sister’s return; the darkness of the second-floor win- 
dows had shown that Maud was not yet back. 
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“What strange fancies you have!” remarked Dora, when 
they went upstairs. 

“So have people in general, unfortunately.” 

A letter lay on the table. It was addressed to Maud, 
and Dora recognised the handwriting as that of a Wattle- 
borough friend. 

“There must be some news here,” she said. “Mrs. 
Haynes wouldn’t write unless she had something special 
to say.” 

Just upon midnight, a cab drew up before the house. 
Dora ran down to open the door to her sister, who came 
in with very bright eyes and more colour than usual on 
her cheeks. ; 

“How late for you to be here!’ she exclaimed, on en- 
tering the sitting-room and seeing Jasper. 

“T shouldn’t have felt comfortable till I knew that you 
were back all right.” 

“What fear was there?” 

She threw off her wraps, laughing. 

“Well, have you enjoyed yourself?” 

“Oh yes!” she replied, carelessly. “This letter for me? 
What has Mrs. Haynes got to say, I wonder?” 

She opened the envelope, and began to glance hurriedly 
over the sheet of paper. Then her face changed. 

“What do you think? Mr. Yule is dead!” 

Dora uttered an exclamation; Jasper displayed the keen- 
est interest. 

“He died yesterday—no, it would be the day before 
yesterday. He had a fit of some kind at a public meeting, 
was taken to the hospital because it was nearest, and died 
in a few hours. So that has come, at last! Now what’ll 
be the result of it, I wonder ?” 

“When shall you be seeing Marian?” asked her brother. 

“She might come to-morrow evening.” 

“But won't she go to the funeral?” suggested Dora. 

“Perhaps; there’s no saying. I suppose her father will, 
at all events. The day before yesterday? Then the 
funeral will be on Saturday, I should think.” 

“Ought I to write to Marian?” asked Dora. 

“No; I wouldn’t,” was Jasper’s reply. “Better wait 
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till she lets you hear. That’s sure to be soon. She may 
have gone to Wattleborough this afternoon, or be going 
to-morrow morning.” 

The letter from Mrs. Haynes was passed from hand to 
hand. “Everybody feels sure,” it said, “that a great deal 
of his money will be left for public purposes. The 
ground for the park being already purchased, he is sure 
to have made provision for carrying out his plans con- 
nected with it. But I hope your friends in London may. 
benefit.” 

It was some time before Jasper could put an end to the 
speculative conversation and betake himself homewards. 
And even on getting back to his lodgings he was little dis- 
posed to go to bed. This event of John Yule’s death had 
been constantly in his mind, but there was always a fear 
that it might not happen for long enough; the sudden an- 
nouncement excited him almost as much as if he were-a 
relative of the deceased. 

“Confound his public purposes 
which he at length slept. 


1? 


was the thought upon 


CHAPTER XXI 
MR. YULE LEAVES TOWN 


Stnce the domestic incidents connected with that un- 
pleasant review in The Current, the relations between Al- 
fred Yule and his daughter had suffered a permanent 
change, though not in a degree noticeable by anyone but 
the two concerned. To all appearances, they worked to- 
gether and conversed very much as they had been wont 
to do; but Marian was made to feel in many subtle ways 
that her father no longer had complete confidence in her, 
no longer took the same pleasure as formerly in the skill 
and conscientiousness of her work, and Yule on his side 
perceived too clearly that the girl was preoccupied with 
something other. than her old wish to aid and satisfy him, 
that she had a new life of her own alien to, and in some 
respects irreconcilable with, the existence in which he 
desired to confirm ,her. There was no renewal of open 
disagreement, but their conversations frequently ended, by 
tacit mutual consent, at a point which threatened di- 
vergence; and in Yule’s case every such warning was a 
cause of intense irritation. He feared to provoke Marian, 
and this fear was again a torture to his pride. 

Beyond the fact that his daughter was in constant com- 
munication with the Miss Milvains, he knew, and could 
discover, nothing of the terms on which she stood with 
the girls’ brother, and this ignorance was harder to bear 
than full assurance of a disagreeable fact would have 
been. That a man like Jasper Milvain, whose name was 
every now and then forced upon his notice as a rising 
periodicalist and a faithful henchman of the unspeakable 
Fadge—that a young fellow of such excellent prospects 
should seriously attach himself to a girl like Marian seemed 
to him highly improbable, save, indeed, for the one con- 
sideration, that Milvain, who assuredly had a very keen eye 
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to chances, might regard the girl as a niece of old John 
Yule, and therefore worth holding in view until it was 
decided whether or not she would benefit by her uncle’s 
decease. Fixed in his antipathy to the young man, he 
would not allow himself to admit any but a base motive on 
Milvain’s side, if, indeed, Marian and Jasper were more 
to each other than slight acquaintances ; and he persuaded 
himself that anxiety for the girl’s welfare was at least as 
strong a motive with him as mere prejudice against the 
ally of Fadge, and, it might be, the reviewer of “English 
Prose.” Milvain was quite capable of playing fast and 
loose with a girl, and Marian, owing to the peculiar cir- 
cumstances of her position, would easily be misled by the 
pretence of a clever speculator. 

That she had never spoken again about the review in 
The Current might receive several explanations. Perhaps 
she had not been able to convince herself either for or 
against Milvain’s authorship; perhaps she had reason to 
suspect that the young man was the author; perhaps she 
merely shrank from reviving a discussion in which she 
might betray what she desired to keep secret. This last 
was the truth. Finding that her father did not recur to the 
subject, Marian concluded that he had found himself to 
be misinformed. But Yule, though he heard the original 
rumour denied by people whom in other matters he would 
have trusted, would not lay aside the doubt that flattered 
his prejudices. If Milvain were not the writer of the re- 
view, he very well might have been; and what certainty 
could be arrived at in matters of literary gossip? 

There was an element of jealousy in the father’s feeling. 
If he did not love Marian with all the warmth of which a 
parent is capable, at least he had more affection for her 
than for any other person, and of this he became strongly 
aware now that the girl seemed to be turning from him. If 
he lost Marian, he would indeed be a lonely man, for he 
considered his wife of no account. Intellectually again, he 
demanded an entire allegiance from his daughter ; he could 
not bear to think that her zeal on his behalf was diminish- 
ing, that perhaps she was beginning to regard his work as 
futile and antiquated in comparison with that of the new 
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generation. Yet this must needs be the result of frequent 
intercourse with such a man as Milvain. It seemed to him 
that he remarked it in her speech and manner, and at times 
he with difficulty restrained himself from a reproach or a 
sarcasm which would have led to trouble. 

Had he been in the habit of dealing harshly with Marian, 
as with her mother, of course his position would have been 
simpler. But he had always respected her, and he feared 
to lose that measure of respect with which she repaid him. 
Already he had suffered in her esteem, perhaps more than 
he liked to think, and the increasing embitterment of his 
temper kept him always in danger of the conflict he 
dreaded. Marian was not like her mother; she could not 
submit to tyrannous usage. Warned of that, he did his 
utmost to avoid an outbreak of discord, constantly hoping 
that he might come to understand his daughter’s position, 
and perhaps discover that his greatest fear was unfounded. 

Twice in the course of the summer he inquired of his 
wife whether she knew anything about the Milvains. But 
Mrs. Yule was not in Marian’s confidence. 

“T only know that she goes to see the young ladies, and 
that they do writing of some kind.” 

“She never even mentions their brother to you?” 

“Never. I haven’t heard his name from her since she 
told me the Miss Milvains weren’t coming here again.” 

He was not sorry that Marian had taken the decision to 
keep her friends away from St. Paul’s Crescent, for it 
saved him a recurring annoyance; but, on the other hand, 
if they had continued to come, he would not have been 
thus completely in the dark as to her intercourse with 
Jasper; scraps of information must now and then have 
been gathered by his wife from the girls’ talk. 

Throughout the month of July, he suffered much from 
his wonted bilious attacks, and Mrs. Yule had to endure a 
double share of his ill-temper, that which was naturally 
directed against her, and that of which Marian was the 
cause. In August things were slightly better; but with 
the return to labour came a renewal of Yule’s sullenness 
and savageness. Sundry pieces of ill-luck of a profes- 
sional kind—warnings, as he too well understood, that it 
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was growing more and more difficult for him to hold his 
own against the new writers—exasperated his quarrel with 
destiny. The gloom of a cold and stormy September was 
doubly wretched in that house on the far borders of 
Camden Town, but in October the sun reappeared and 
it seemed to mollify the literary man’s mood. Just when 
Mrs. Yule and Marian began to hope that this long dis- 
temper must surely come to an end, there befell an in- 
cident which, at the best of times, would have occasioned 
misery, and which in the present juncture proved dis- 
astrous. 

It was one morning about eleven. Yule was in his 
study ; Marian was at the Museum; Mrs. Yule had gone 
shopping. There came a sharp knock at the front door, 
and the servant, on opening, was confronted with a de- 
cently-dressed woman, who asked in a peremptory voice if 
Mrs. Yule was at home. 

panos bnen is: Mr. Yule?’ 

“Yes, mum, but I’m afraid he’s busy.” 

“T don’t care! I must see him. Say that Mrs. Goby 
wants to see him at once.” 

The servant, not without apprehensions, delivered this 
message at the door of the study. 

“Mrs. Goby? Who is Mrs. Goby?” exclaimed the man 
of letters, irate at the disturbance. 

There sounded an answer out of the passage, for the 
visitor had followed close. 

“T am Mrs. Goby, of the Olloway Road, wife of Mr. 
C. O. Goby, haberdasher. I just want to speak to you, 
Mr. Yule, if you please, seeing that Mrs. Yule isn’t in.” 

Yule started up in fury, and stared at the woman, to 
whom the servant had reluctantly given place. 

“What business can you have with me? If you wish to 
see Mrs. Yule, come again when she is at home.” 

“No, Mr. Yule, I will not come again!” cried the 
woman, red in the face. “I thought I might have had re- 
spectable treatment here, at all events; but I see you're 
pretty much like your relations in the way of behaving to 
people, though you do wear better clothes, and—lI s’pose 
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—call yourself a gentleman. I won't come again, and you 
shall just hear what I’ve got to say.” 5 

She closed the door violently, and stood in an attitude 
of robust defiance. 

“What’s all this about ?” asked the enraged author, over- 
coming an impulse to take Mrs. Goby by the shoulders and 
throw her out—though he might have found some diffi- 
culty in achieving this feat. “Who are you?) And why 
do you come here with your brawling ?” 

“T’m the respectable wife of a respectable man—that’s 
who I am, Mr. Yule, if you want to know. And I always 
thought Mrs. Yule was the same, from the dealings we’ve 
had with her at the shop, though not knowing any more 
of her, it’s true, except that she lived in St. Paul’s Crez- 
zent. And so she may be respectable, though I can’t say 
as her husband behaves himself very much like what he 
pretends to be. But I can’t say as much for her relations 
in Perker Street, “Olloway, which I s’pose they’re your 
relations as well, at least by marriage. And if they think 
they’re going to insult me, and use their blackguard 
tongues 

“What are you talking about?” shouted Yule, who was 
driven to frenzy by the mention of his wife’s humble 
family. “What have I to do with these people?” 

“What have you to do with them? Is’pose they’re your 
relations, ain’t they? And I s’spose the girl Annie Rudd 
is your niece, ain’t she? At least, she’s your wife’s niece, 
and that comes to the same thing, I’ve always understood, 
though I dare say a gentleman as has so many books 
about him can correct me if I’ve made a mistake.” 

She looked scornfully, though also with some surprise, 
round the volumed walls. 

“And what of this girl? Will you have the goodness to 
say what your business is ?” 

“Yes, I will have the goodness! I s’pose you know very 
well that I took your niece Annie Rudd as a domestic 
servant’’—she repeated this precise definition—‘as a do- 
mestic servant, because Mrs. Yule ’appened to arst me if 
I knew of a place for a girl of that kind, as hadn’t been 
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out before,-but could be trusted to do her best to give 
satisfaction to a good mistress? I s’pose you know that ?” 

“TI know nothing of the kind. What have I to do with 
servants ?” 

“Well, whether you’ve much to do with them or little, 
that’s how it was. And nicely she’s paid me out, has your 
niece, Miss Rudd. Of all the trouble I ever had with a 
girl! And now when she’s run away back ’ome, and when 
I take the trouble to go arfter her, I’m to be insulted and 
abused as never was! Oh, they’re a nice respectable 
family, those Rudds! Mrs. Rudd—that’s Mrs. Yule’s 
sister—what a nice, polite-spoken lady she is, to be sure? 
If I was to repeat the language—but there, I wouldn’t 
lower myself. And I’ve been a brute of a mistress; I ill- 
use my servants, and I[ don’t give ’em enough to eat, and 
I pay ’em worse than any woman in London! That’s what 
I’ve learnt about myself by going to Perker Street, ’Ollo- 
way. And when I come here to ask Mrs. Yule what she 
means by recommending such a creature, from such a 
ome, I get insulted by her gentleman husband.” 

Yule was livid with rage, but the extremity of his scorn 
withheld him from utterance of what he felt. 

“As I said, all this has nothing to do with me. I will let 
Mrs. Yule know that you have called. I have no more 
' time to spare.” 

Mrs. Goby repeated at still greater length the details of 
her grievance, but long before she had finished Yule was 
sitting again at his desk in ostentatious disregard of her. 
Finally, the exasperated woman flung open the door, railed 
in a loud voice along the passage, and left the house with 
an alarming crash. 

It was not long before Mrs. Yule returned. Before tak- 
ing off her things, she went down into the kitchen with 
certain purchases, and there she learnt from the servant 
what had happened during her absence. Fear and trem- 
bling possessed her—the sick, faint dread always excited 
by her husband’s wrath—but she felt obliged to go at once 
to the study. The scene that took place there was one of 
ignoble violence on Yule’s part, and, on that of his wife, 
of terrified self-accusation, changing at length to dolorous 


298 NEW GRUB STREET 


resentment of the harshness with which she was treated. 
When it was over, Yule took his hat and went out. 

He did not return for the mid-day meal, and when 
Marian, late in the afternoon, came back from the 
Museum, he was still absent. 

Not finding her mother in the parlour, Marian called at 
the head of the kitchen stairs. The servant answered, say- 
ing that Mrs. Yule was up in her bedroom, and that she 
didn’t seem well. Marian at once went up and knocked at 
the bedroom door. In a moment or two her mother came 
out, showing a face of tearful misery. 

“What is it, mother? What’s the matter?” 

They went into Marian’s room, where Mrs. Yule gave 
free utterance to her lamentations. 

“T can’t put up with it, Marian! Your father’s too hard . 
with me. I was wrong, I dare say, and I might have 
known what would have come of it, but he couldn’t speak 
to me worse if I did him all the harm I could on purpose. 
It’s all about Annie, because I found a place for her at 
Mrs. Goby’s, in the "Olloway Road; and now Mrs. Goby’s 
been here and seen your father, and told him she’s been in- 
sulted by the Rudds, because Annie went off home, and 
she went after her to make inquiries. And your father’s 
in such a passion about it as never was. That woman Mrs. 
Goby rushed into the study when he was working; it was 
this morning, when I happened to be out. And she throws 
all the blame on me for recommending her such a girl. 
And I did it for the best, that I did! Annie promised me 
faithfully she’d behave well, and never give me trouble, 
and she seemed thankful to me, because she wasn’t happy 
at home. And now to think of her causing all this dis- 
turbance! I oughtn’t to have done such a thing without 
speaking about it to your father ; but you know how afraid 
I am to say a word to him about those people. And my 
sister’s told me so often I ought to be ashamed of myself, 
never helping her and her children; she thinks I could do 
such a lot if I only liked. And now that I did try to do 
something, see what comes of it!” 

Marian listened with a confusion of wretched feelings. 
But her sympathies were strongly with her mother; as well 
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as she could understand the broken story, her father 
seemed to have no just cause for his pitiless rage, though 
such an occasion would be likely enough to bring out his 
worst faults. 

“Ts he in the study?” she asked. 

“No; he went out at twelve o’clock, and he’s never been 
back since. I feel as if I must do something; I can’t bear 
with it, Marian. He tells me I’m the curse of his life— 
yes, he said that. I oughtn’t to tell you, I know I oughtn’t; 
but it’s more than I can bear. I’ve always tried to do my 
best, but it gets harder and harder for me. But for me, 
he’d never be in these bad tempers; it’s because he can’t 
look at me without getting angry. He says I’ve kept him 
back all through his life; but for me, he might have been 
far’ better oft than he is: It may. be true; I’ve often 
enough thought it. But I can’t bear to have it told me like 
that, and to see it in his face every time he looks at me. 
I shall have to do something. He’d be glad if only I was 
out of his way.” 

“Father has no right to make you so unhappy,” said 
Marian. “I can’t see that you did anything blameworthy; 
it seems to me that it was your duty to try and help Annie, 
- and if it turned out unfortunately, that can’t be helped. 
You oughtn’t to think so much of what father says in his 
‘anger; I believe he hardly knows what he does say. Don’t 
take it so much to heart, mother.” 

“T’ve tried my best, Marian,’ sobbed the poor woman, 
who felt that even her child’s sympathy could not be per- 
fect, owing to the distance put between them by Marian’s 
education and refined sensibilities. “I’ve always thought 
it wasn’t right to talk to you about such things, but he’s 
been too hard with me to-day.” 

“T think it was better you should tell me. It can’t go 
on like this; I feel that just as you do. I must tell father 
that he is making our lives a burden to us.” 

“Oh, you mustn’t speak to him like that, Marcia ae 
wouldn’t for anything make unkindness between you and 
your father; that would be the worst thing Pd done yet. 
I’d rather go away and work for my own living than make 
trouble between you and him.” 
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“Tt isn’t you who make trouble; it’s father. I ought 
to have spoken to him before this; I had no right to stand 
by and see how much you suffered from his ill-temper.’ 

The longer they talked, the firmer grew Marian’s resolve 
to front her father’s tyrannous ill-humour, and in one way 
or another to change the intolerable state of things. She 
had been weak to hold her peace so long; at her age it was 
a simple duty to interfere when her mother was treated 
with such flagrant injustice. Her father’s behaviour was 
unworthy of a thinking man, and he must be made to feel 
that. 

Yule did not return. Dinner was delayed for half an 
hour, then Marian declared that they would wait no longer. 
The two made a sorry meal, and afterwards went together 
into the sitting-room. At eight o’clock they heard the 
front door open, and Yule’s footstep in the passage. ~ 
Marian rose. 

“Don’t speak till to-morrow!” whispered her mother, 
catching at the girl’s arm. “Let it be till to-morrow, 
Marian!” 

“T must speak! We can’t live in this terror.” 

She reached the study just as her father was closing 
the door behind him. Yule, seeing her enter, glared with 
blood-shot eyes; shame and sullen anger were blended 
on his countenance. 

“Will you tell me what is wrong, father ?” Marian asked, 
in a voice which betrayed her nervous suffering, yet indi- 
cated the resolve with which she had come. 

“T am not at all disposed to talk of the matter,” he re- 
plied, with the awkward rotundity of phrase which distin- 
guished him in his worst humour. “For information you 
had better go to Mrs. Goby—or a person of some such 
name—in Holloway Road. I have nothing more to do 
with it.” 

“It was very unfortunate that the woman came and 
troubled you about such things. But I can’t see that 
mother was to blame; I don’t think you ought to be so 
angry with her.” 

It cost Marian a terrible effort to address her father in 
these terms. When he turned fiercely upon her, she 
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shrank back and felt as if strength must fail her even to 
stand. 

“You can’t see that she was to blame? Isn’t it entirely 
against my wish that she keeps up any intercourse with 
those low people? Am I to be exposed to insulting dis- 
turbance in my very study, because she chooses to intro- 
duce girls of bad character as servants to vulgar women ?” 

“T don’t think Annie Rudd can be called a girl of bad 
character, and it was very natural that mother should try 
to do something for her. You have never actually for- 
bidden her to see her relatives.” 

“A thousand times I have given her to understand that 
I utterly disapproved of such association. She knew per- 
fectly well that this girl was as likely as not to discredit 
her. If she had consulted me, I should at once have for- 
bidden anything of the kind; she was aware of that. She 
kept it secret from me, knowing that it would excite my 
displeasure. I will not be drawn into such squalid affairs ; 
I won’t have my name spoken in such connection. Your 
mother has only herself to blame if I am angry with her.” 

“Your anger goes beyond all bounds. At the very 
worst, mother behaved imprudently, and with a very good 
motive. It is cruel that you should make her suffer as she 
is doing.” 

Marian was being strengthened to resist. Her blood 
grew hot; the sensation which once before had brought her 
to the verge of conflict with her father possessed her heart 
and brain. 

“You are not a suitable judge of my behaviour,” replied 
Yule, severely. 

“T am driven to speak. We can’t go on living in this 
way, father. For months our home has been almost cease- 
lessly wretched, because of the ill-temper you are always 
in. Mother and I must defend ourselves; we can’t bear it 
any longer. You must surely feel how ridiculous it is to 
make such a thing as happened this morning the excuse 
for violent anger. How can I help judging your be- 
haviour? When mother is brought to the point of saying 
that she would rather leave home and everything than en- 
dure her misery any longer, I should be wrong if I didn’t 


302 NEW GRUB STREET 


speak to you. Why are you so unkind? What serious 
cause has mother ever given you?” 

“I refuse to argue such questions with you.” 

“Then you are very unjust. Iam nota child, and there’s 
nothing wrong in my asking you why home is made a 
place of misery, instead of being what home ought to be.” 

“You prove that you are a child, in asking for explana- 
tions which ought to be clear enough to you.” 

“You mean that mother is to blame for everything?” 

“The subject is no fit one to be discussed between a 
father and his daughter. If you cannot see the impro- 
ptiety of it, be so good as to go away and reflect, and 
leave me to my occupations.” 

Marian came to a pause. But she knew that his rebuke 
was mere unworthy evasion; she saw that her father could. 
not meet her look, and this perception of shame in him 
impelled her to finish what she had begun. 

“T will say nothing of mother, then, but speak only for 
myself. I suffer too much from your unkindness ; you ask 
too much endurance.” 

“You mean that I exact too much work from you?” 
asked her father, with a look which might have been di- 
rected to a recalcitrant clerk. 

“No. But that you make the conditions of my work 
too hard. I live in constant fear of your anger.” 

“Indeed? When did I last ill-use you, or threaten you?” 

“T often think that threats, or even ill-usage, would be 
easier to bear than an unchanging gloom which always 
seems on the point of breaking into violence.” 

“I am obliged to you for your criticism of my disposi- 
tion and manner, but unhappily I am too old to reform. 
Life has made me what I am, and I should have thought 
that your knowledge of what my life has been would have 
gone far to excuse a lack of cheerfulness in me.” 

The irony of this laborious period was full of self-pity. 
His voice quavered at the close, and a tremor was notice- 
able in his stiff frame. 

“Tt isn’t lack of cheerfulness that I mean, father. That 
could never have brought me to speak like this.” 

“If you wish me to admit that I am bad-tempered, surly, 
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irritable—I make no difficulty about that. The charge is 
true enough. I can only ask you-again: What are the cir- 
cumstances that have ruined my temper? When you pre- 
sent yourself here with a general accusation of my be- 
haviour, I am at a loss to understand what you ask of me, 
what you wish me to say or do. I must beg you to speak 
plainly. Are you suggesting that I should make provision 
for the support of you and your mother away from my 
intolerable proximity? My income is not large, as I think 
you are aware, but of course if a demand of this kind is 
seriously made, I must do my best to comply with it.” 

“Tt hurts me very much that you can understand me no 
better than this.” 

“Tam sorry. I think we used to understand each other, 
but that was before you were subjected to the influence 
of strangers.” 

In his perverse frame of mind he was ready to give ut- 
terance to any thought which confused the point at issue. 
This last allusion was suggested to him by a sudden pang 
of regret for the pain he was causing Marian; he defended 
himself against self-reproach by hinting at the true reason 
of much of his harshness. 

_ “T am subjected to no influence that is hostile to you,” 

Marian replied. 

“You may think that. But in such a matter it is very 
easy for you to deceive yourself.” 

“Of course I know what you refer to, and I can assure 
you that I don’t deceive myself.” 

Yule flashed a searching glance at her. 

“Can you deny that you are on terms of friendship with 
a—a person who would at any moment rejoice to injure 
mez” 

“IT am friendly with no such person. Will you say 
whom you are thinking of ?” 

“Tt would be useless. I have no wish to discuss a sub- 
ject on which we should only disagree unprofitably.” 

Marian kept silence for a moment, then said in a low, 
unsteady voice: 

“It is perhaps because we never speak of that subject 
that we are so far from understanding each other. If you 
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think that Mr. Milvain is your enemy, that he would re- 
joice to injure you, you are grievously mistaken.” 

“When I see a man in close alliance with my worst 
enemy, and looking to that enemy for favour, I am justi- 
fied in thinking that he would injure me if the right kind 
of opportunity offered. One need not be very deeply read 
in human nature to have assurance of that.” 

“But I know Mr. Milvain!” 

“You know him?’ 

“Far better than you can, I am sure. You draw con- 
clusions from general principles; but I know that they 
don’t apply in this case.” 

“T have no doubt you sincerely think so. I repeat, that 
nothing can be gained by such a discussion as this.” 

“One thing I must tell you. There was no truth in your 
suspicion that Mr. Milvain wrote that review in The Cur- 
rent. He assured me himself that he was not the writer, 
that he had ncthing to do with it.” 

Yule looked askance at her, and his face displayed solici- 
tude, which soon passed, however, into a smile of sarcasm. 

“The gentleman’s word no doubt has weight with you.” 

“Father, what do you mean?” broke from Marian, whose 
eyes of a sudden flashed stormily. “Would Mr. Milvain 
tell me a lie?” 

“T shouldn’t like to say that it is impossible,’ 
father in the same tone as before. 

“But—what right have you to insult him so grossly?” 

“T have every right, my dear child, to express an opinion 
_ about him or any other man, provided I do it honestly. I 
beg you not to strike attitudes and address me in the lan- 
guage of the stage. You insist on my speaking plainly, 
and I have spoken plainly. I warned you that we were 
not likely to agree on this topic.” 

“Literary quarrels have made you incapable of judging 
honestly in things such as this. I wish I could have done 
for ever with the hateful profession that so poisons men’s 
minds !” 

“Believe me, my girl,” said her father, incisively, “the 
simpler thing would be to hold aloof from such people as 
use the profession in a spirit of unalloyed selfishness, who 


’ 


replied her 
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seek only material advancement, and who, whatever con- 
nection they form, have nothing but self-interest in view.’ 

And he glared at her with much meaning. Marian— 
both had remained standing all through the dialogue—cast 
down her eyes and became lost in brooding. 

“I speak with profound conviction,” pursued her father, 
“and, however little you credit me with such a motive, out 
of desire to guard you against the dangers to which your 
inexperience is exposed. It is perhaps as well that you 
have afforded me this 4 

There sounded at the house-door that duplicated double- 
knock which generally announces the bearer of a telegram. 
Yule interrupted himself, and stood in an attitude of wait- 
ing. The servant was heard to go along the passage, to 
open the door, and then return towards the study. Yes, 
it was a telegram. Such despatches rarely came to this 
house; Yule tore the envelope, read its contents, and stood 
with gaze fixed upon the slip of paper until the servant 
inquired if there was any reply for the boy to take with 
him. 

“No reply.” 

He slowly crumpled the envelope, and stepped aside to 
throw it into the paper-basket. The telegram he laid on 
his desk. Marian stood all the time with bent head; he 
how looked at her with an expression of meditative dis- 
pleasure. 

“T don’t know that there’s much good in resuming our 
conversation,” he said, in quite a changed tone, as if some- 
thing of more importance had taken possession of his 
thoughts and had made him almost indifferent to the past 
dispute. “But of course I am quite willing to hear any- 
thing you would still like to say.” 

Marian had lost her vehemence. She was absent and 
melancholy. 

“T can only ask you,” she replied, “to try and make life 
less of a burden to us.” 

“T shall have to leave town to-morrow for a few days; 
no doubt it will be some satisfaction to you to hear that.” 

Marian’s eyes turned involuntarily towards the telegram.. 

“As for your occupation in my absence,” he went on,, 
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in a hard tone which yet had something tremulous, emo- 
tional, making it quite different from the voice he had 
hitherto used, “that will be entirely a matter for your own 
judgment. I have felt for some time that you assisted me 
with less good-will than formerly, and now that you have 
frankly admitted it, I shall of course have very little satis- 
faction in requesting your aid. I must leave it to you; 
consult your own inclination.” 

It was resentful, but not savage; between the beginning 
and the end of his speech he softened to a sort of self- 
satisfied pathos. 

“I can’t pretend,” replied Marian, “that I have as much 
pleasure in the work as I should have if your mood were 
gentler.” 

“Tam sorry. I might perhaps have made greater efforts 
to appear at ease when I was suffering.” 

“Do you mean physical suffering?” 

“Physical and mental. But that can’t concern you. 
During my absence I[ will think of your reproof. I know 
that it is deserved, in some degree. If it is possible, you 
shall have less to complain of in future.” 

He looked about the room, and at length seated himself ; 
his eyes were fixed in a direction away from Marian. 

“T suppose you had dinner somewhere?” Marian asked, 
after catching a glimpse of his worn, colourless face. 

“Oh, I had a mouthful of something. It doesn’t mat- 
fers 

It seemed as if he found some special pleasure in as- 
suming this tone of martyrdom just now. At the same 
time he was becoming more absorbed in thought. 

“Shall I have something brought up for you, father?” 

“Something ? Oh no, no; on no account.” 

He rose again impatiently, then approached his desk, 
and laid a hand on the telegram. Marian observed this 
movement, and examined his face; it was set in an ex- 
pression of eagerness. 

“You have nothing more to say then?’ He turned 
sharply upon her, 

“I feel that I haven’t made you understand me, but I 
can say nothing more.” 
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ah understand you very well, too well. That you should 
misunderstand and mistrust me, I suppose, is natural. 
You are young and I am old. You are still full of hope 
and I have been so often deceived and defeated that I dare 
not let a ray of hope enter my mind. Judge me; judge me 
as hardly as you like. My life has been one long bitter 
struggle, and if now I say,” he began a new sen- 
tence, “that only the hard side of life has been shown to 
me; small wonder if 1 have become hard myself. Desert 
me; go your own way, as the young always do. But bear 
in mind my warning. Remember the caution I have given 
you. 

He spoke in a strangely sudden agitation. The arm 
with which he leaned upon the table trembled violently. 
After a moment’s pause he added, in a thick voice: 

“Leave me. I will speak to you again in the morning.” 

Impressed in a way she did not understand Marian at 
once obeyed, and rejoined her mother in the parlour. 
Mrs. Yule gazed anxiously at her as she entered. 

“Don’t be afraid,” said Marian, with difficulty bringing 
herself to speak. “TI think it will be better.” 

“Was that a telegram that came?” her mother inquired 
after a silence. 

“Yes. I don’t know where it was from. But father 
said he would have to leave town for a few days.” 

They exchanged looks. 

“Perhaps your uncle is very ill,’ said the mother in a 
low voice. 

“Perhaps so.” 

The evening passed drearily. Fatigued with her emo- 
tions, Marian went early to bed; she even slept later than 
usual in the morning, and on descending she found her 
father already at the breakfast table. No greeting passed, 
and there was no conversation during the meal. Marian 
noticed that her mother kept glancing at her in a pecu- 
liarly grave way; but she felt ill and dejected, and could 
fix her thoughts on no subject. As he left the table Yule 
said to her: 

“T want to speak to you for a moment. I shall be in the 


study.” 
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She joined him there very soon. He looked coldly at 
her, and said in a distant tone: 

“The telegram last night was to tell me that your uncle 
is dead.” 

“Dead !” 

“He died of apoplexy, at a meeting in Wattleborough. 
I shall go down this morning, and of course remain till 
after the funeral. I see no necessity for your going, un- 
less, of course, it is your desire to do so.” 

“No; I should do as you wish.” 

“T think you had better not go to the Museum whilst I 
am away. You will occupy yourself as you think fit.” 

“JT shall go on with the Harrington notes.” 

“As you please. I don’t know what mourning it would 
be decent for you to wear; you must consult with your 
mother about that. That is all I wished to say.” 

His tone was dismissal. Marian had a struggle with 
herself, but she could find nothing to reply to his cold 
phrases. And an hour or two afterwards Yule left the 
house withoutjleave-taking. 

- Soon after his departure there was a visitor’s rat-tat at 
the door; it heralded Mrs. Goby. In the interview which 
then took place Marian assisted her mother to bear the 
vigorous onslaughts of the haberdasher’s wife. For more 
than two hours Mrs. Goby related her grievances, against 
the fugitive servant, against Mrs. Yule, against Mr. Yule; 
meeting with no irritating opposition, she was able in this 
space of time to cool down to the temperature of normal 
intercourse, and when she went forth from the house again 
it was in a mood of dignified displeasure which she felt to 
be some recompense for the injuries of yesterday. 

A result of this annoyance was to postpone conversa- 
tion between mother and daughter on the subject of John 
Yule’s death until a late hour of the afternoon. Marian 
was at work in the study, or endeavouring to work, for 
her thoughts would not fix themselves on the matter in 
hand for many minutes together, and Mrs. Yule came in 
with more than her customary diffidence. 

“Have you nearly done for to-day, dear ?” 

“Enough for the present, I think.” 


. 
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She laid down her pen, and leant back in the chair. 

“Marian, do you think your father will be rich?” 

Al have no idea, mother. I suppose we shall know very 
soon. 

Her tone was dreamy. © She seemed to herself to be 
speaking of something which scarcely at all concerned her, 
of vague possibilities which did not affect her habits of 
thought. 

“If that happens,” continued Mrs. Yule, in a low tone 
of distress, “I don’t know what I shall do.” 

Marian looked at her questioningly. 

“T can’t wish that it mayn’t happen,” her mother went 
on; “I can’t, for his sake and for yours; but I don’t know 
what I shall do. He’d think me more in his way than ever. 
He’d wish to have a large house, and live in quite a dif- 
ferent way; and how could I manage then? I couldn’t 
show myself; he’d be too much ashamed of me. I 
shouldn’t be in my place; even you'd feel ashamed of me.” 

“You mustn’t say that, mother. I have never given 
you cause to think that.” 

“No, my dear, you haven't ; but it would be only natural. 
I couldn’t live the kind of life that you’re fit for. I shall 
be nothing but a hindrance and a shame to both of you.” 

“To me you would never be either hindrance or shame; 
' be quite sure of that. And as for father, I am all but cer- 
tain that, if he became rich, he would be a very much 
kinder man, a better man in every way. It is poverty that 
has made him worse than he naturally is; it has that ef- 
fect on almost everybody. Money does harm, too, some- 
times ; but never, I think, to people who have a good heart 
and a strong mind. Father is naturally a warm-hearted 
man; riches would bring out all the best in him. He 
would be generous again, which he has almost forgotten 
how to be among all his disappointments and _ battlings. 
Don’t be afraid of that change, but hope for it.” 

Mrs. Yule gave a troublous sigh, and for a few minutes 
pondered anxiously. 

“T wasn’t thinking so much about myself,” she said at 
length. “It’s the hindrance I should be to father. Just 
because of me, he mightn’t be able to use his money as he’d 
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wish. He’d always be feeling that if it wasn’t for me 
things would be so much better for him and for you as 
well.” 

“You must remember,” Marian replied, “that at father’s 
age people don’t care to make such great changes. His 
home life, I feel sure, wouldn’t be so very different from 
what it is now; he would prefer to use his money in start- 
ing a paper or magazine. I know that would be his first 
thought. If more acquaintances came to his house, what 
would that matter? It isn’t as if he wished for fashion- 
able society. They would be literary people, and why ever 
shouldn’t you meet with them?” 

“T’ve always been the reason why he couldn’t have many 
friends.” 

“That’s a great mistake. If father ever said that, in his 
bad temper, he knew it wasn’t the truth. The chief reason: 
has always been his poverty. It costs money to entertain 
friends; time as well. Don’t think in this anxious way, 
mother. If we are to be rich, it will be better for all of 
us.” 

Marian had every reason for seeking to persuade her- 
self that this was true. In her own heart there was a fear 
of how wealth might affect her father, but she could not 
bring herself to face the darker prospect. For her so 
much depended on that hope of a revival of generous feel- 
ing under sunny influences. 

It was only after this conversation that she began to re- 
flect on all the possible consequences of her uncle’s death. 
As yet she had been too much disturbed to grasp as a 
reality the event to which she had often looked forward, 
though -as to something still‘remote and of quite uncer- 
tain results. Perhaps at this moment, though she could 
not know it, the course of her life had undergone the most 
important change. Perhaps there was no more need for 
her to labour upon this “article” she was manufacturing. 

She did not think it probable that she herself would 
benefit directly by John Yule’s will. There was no cer- 
tainty that even her father would, for he and his brother 
had never been on cordial terms. But on the whole it 
seemed likely that he would inherit money enough to free 
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liu i.om the toil of writing for periodicals. He himself 
anticipated that. What else could be the meaning of those 
words in which (and it was before the arrival of the 
news) he had warned her against “people who made con- 
nections only with self-interest in view’? This threw a 
sudden light upon her father’s attitude towards Jasper 
Milvain. Evidently he thought that Jasper regarded her 
as a possible heiress, sooner or later. That suspicion was 
rankling in his mind; doubtless it intensified the prejudice 
which originated in literary animosity. 

Was there any truth in his suspicion? She did not 
shrink from admitting that there might be. Jasper had 
from the first been so frank with her, had so often re- 
peated that money was at present his chief need. If her 
father inherited substantial property, would it induce Jas- 
per to declare himself more than her friend? She could 
view the possibility of that, and yet not for a moment be 
shaken in her love. It was plain that Jasper could not 
think of marrying until his position and prospects were 
greatly improved; practically, his sisters depended upon 
him. What folly it would be to draw back if circum- - 
stances led him to avow what hitherto he had so slightly 
disguised! She had the conviction that he valued her for 
her own sake; if the obstacle between them could only be 
removed, what matter how? 

Would he be willing to abandon Clement Fadge, and 
come over to her father’s side? If Yule were able to 
found a magazine? 

Had she read or heard of a girl who went so far in con- 
cessions, Marian would have turned away, her delicacy 
offended. In her own case she could indulge to the utmost 
that practicality which colours a woman’s thought even in 
mid-passion. The cold exhibition of ignoble scheming 
will repel many a woman who, for her own heart’s desire, 
is capable of that same compromise with her strict sense of 
honour. 


Marian wrote to Dora Milvain, telling her what had 
happened. But she refrained from visiting her friends. 
Each night found her more restless, each morning less 
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able to employ herself. She shut herself in the study 
merely to be alone with her thoughts, to be able to walk 
backwards and forwards, or sit for hours in feverish 
reverie. From her father came no news. Her mother 
was suffering dreadfully from suspense, and often had 
eyes red with weeping. Absorbed in her own hopes and 
fears, whilst every hour harassed her more intolerably, 
Marian was unable to play the part of an encourager ; she 
had never known such exclusiveness of self-occupation. 

Yule’s return was unannounced. LEarly in the after- 
noon, when he had been absent five days, he entered the 
house, deposited his travelling-bag in the passage, and 
went upstairs. Marian had come out of the study just in 
time to see him up on the first landing; at the same mo- 
ment Mrs. Yule ascended from the kitchen. 

“Wasn't that father ?” 

“Yes, he has gone up.” 

“Did he say anything ?” 

Marian shook her head. They looked at the travelling- 
bag, then went into the parlour and waited in silence for 
more than a quarter of an hour. Yule’s foot was heard 
on the stairs; he came down slowly, paused in the passage, 
entered the parlour with his usual grave, cold countenance. 
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Eacu day Jasper came to inquire of his sisters if they 
had news from Wattleborough or from Marian Yule. He 
exhibited no impatience, spoke of the matter in a disin- 
terested tone; still, he came daily. 
One afternoon he found Dora working alone. Maud, 
he was told, had gone to lunch at Mrs. Lane’s. 
“So soon again? She’s getting very thick with those 
people. And why don’t they ask you?” 
“Maud has told them that I don’t care to go out.” 
“It’s all very well, but she mustn’t neglect her work. 
Did she write anything last night or this morning ?” 
Dora bit the end of her pen, and shook her head. 
“Why not?” 
“The invitation came about five o’clock, and it seemed 
to unsettle her.” 
' “Precisely. That’s what I’m afraid of. She isn’t the 

kind of girl to stick at work if people begin to send her 
invitations. But I tell you what it is, you must talk 
seriously to her; she has to get her living, you know. Mrs. 
Lane and her set are not likely to be much use, that’s the 
worst of it; they’ll merely waste her time, and make her 
discontented.” 

His sister executed an elaborate bit of cross-hatching 
on some waste paper. Her lips were drawn together, and 
her brows wrinkled. At length she broke the silence by 
saying : 

“Marian hasn’t been yet.” 

Jasper seemed to pay no attention; she looked up at 
him, and saw that he was in thought. 

“Did you go to those people last night?” she inquired. 

“Yes. By-the-by, Miss Sek was there.” 
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He spoke as if the name would be familiar to his hearer, 
but Dora seemed at a loss. 

“Who is Miss Rupert?” 

“Didn’t I tell you about her? I thought I did. Oh, 
I met her first of all at Barlow’s, just after we got back 
from the seaside. Rather an interesting girl. She’s a 
daughter of Manton Rupert, the advertising agent. I 
want to get invited to their house; useful people, you 
know.” , 

“But is an advertising agent a gentleman ?” 

Jasper laughed. 

“Do you think of him as a bill-poster?. At all events 
he is enormously wealthy, and has a magnificent house at 
Chislehurst. The girl goes about with her step-mother. 
I call her a girl, but she must be nearly thirty, and Mrs: 
Rupert looks only two or three years older. I had quite 
a long talk with her—Miss Rupert. I mean—last night. 
She told me she was going to stay next week with the 
Barlows, so I shall have a run out.to Wimbledon one 
afternoon.” 

Dora looked at him inquiringly. 

“Just to see Miss Rupert?” she asked, meeting his eyes. 

“To be sure. Why not?” 

“Oh!” ejaculated his sister, as if the question did not 
concern her. 

“She isn’t exactly good-looking,” pursued Jasper, medi- 
tatively, with a quick glance at the listener, “but fairly 
intellectual. Plays very well, and has a nice contralto 
voice; she sang that new thing of Tosti’s—what do you 
call it? I thought her rather masculine when I first saw 
her, but the impression wears off when one knows her 
better. She rather takes to me, I fancy.” 

“But ” began Dora, after a minute’s silence. 

“But what?” inquired her brother with an air of in- 
LELESU, 

“I don’t quite understand you.” —* 

“Tn general, or with reference to some particular ?” 

“What right have you to go to places just to see this 
Miss Rupert ?” 
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“What right?” He laughed. “I ama young man with 
my way to make. I can’t afford to lose any opportunity. 
If Miss Rupert. is so good as to take an interest in me, 
I have no objection. She’s old enough to make friends for 
herself.” : 

“Oh, then you consider her simply a friend?” 

“T shall see how things go on.” 

“But, pray, do you consider yourself perfectly free?” 
asked Dora, with some indignation. 

“Why shouldn’t I?” 

“Then I think you have been behaving very strangely.” 

Jasper saw that she was in earnest. He stroked the 
back of his head and smiled at the wall. 

“With regard to Marian, you mean?” 

SOicoursesl dow. 

“But Marian understands me perfectly. I have never 
for a moment tried to make her think that—well, to put 
it plainly, that I was in love with her. In all our conver- 
sations it has been my one object to afford her insight into 
my character, and to explain my position. She has no 
excuse whatever for misinterpreting me. And I feel 
assured that she has done nothing of the kind.” 

“Very well, if you feel satisfied with yourself 

“But come now, Dora; what’s all this about? You are 
Marian’s friend, and, of course, I don’t wish you to say 
a word about her. But let me explain myself. I have 
occasionally walked part of the way home with Marian, 
when she and I have happened to go from here at the same 
time; now there was nothing whatever in our talk at such 
times that anyone mightn’t have listened to. We are 
both intellectual people, and we talk in an intellectual way. 
You seem to have rather old-fashioned ideas—provincial 
ideas. A girl like Marian Yule claims the new privileges 
of woman; she would resent it if you supposed that she 
couldn’t be friendly with a man without attributing ‘in- 
tentions’ to him—to use the old word. We don’t live in 
Wattleborough, where liberty is rendered impossible by 
the cackling of gossips.” 

“No, but——” 

“Well ?” 


»”» 
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“It seems to me rather strange, that’s all. We had 
better not talk about it any more.” 

“But I have only just begun to talk about it; I must 
try to make my position intelligible to you. Now, sup- 
pose—a quite impossible thing—that Marian inherited 
some twenty or thirty thousand pounds; I should forth- 
with ask her to be my wife.” 

“Oh, indeed !” 

“I see no reason for sarcasm. It would be a most 
rational proceeding. I like her very much; but to marry 
her (supposing she would have me) without money would 
be a gross absurdity, simply spoiling my career, and lead- 
ing to all sorts of discontents.” 

“No one would suggest that you should marry as 
things are.” 

“No; but please to bear in mind that to obtain money © 
somehow or other—and I see no other way than by mar- 
riage—is necessary to me, and that with as little delay 
as possible. [am not at all likely to get a big editorship 
for some years to come, and I don’t feel disposed to 
make myself prematurely old by toiling for a few hun- 
dreds per annum in the meantime. Now all this I have 
frankly and fully explained to Marian. I dare say she 
suspects what I should do if she came into possession of 
money ; there’s no harm in that. But she knows perfectly 
well that, as things are, we remain intellectual friends.” 

“Then listen to me, Jasper. If we hear that Marian 
gets nothing from her uncle, you had better behave hon- 
estly, and let her see that you haven’t as much interest 
in her as before.” 

“That would be brutality.” 

“Tt would be honest.” 

“Well, no, it wouldn’t. Strictly speaking, my interest 
in Marian wouldn’t suffer at all. I should know that we 
could be nothing but friends, that’s all. Hitherto I 
haven’t known what might come to pass; I don’t know yet. 
So far from following your advice, I shall let Marian 
understand that, if anything, I am more her friend than 
ever, seeing that henceforth there can be no’ ambiguities.” 
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_ “I can only tell you that Maud would agree with me. 
in what I have been saying.” 

“Then both of you have distorted views.” 

“I think not. It’s you who are unprincipled.” 

“My dear girl, haven’t I been showing you that no 
man could be more above-board, more straightforward ?” 

“You have been talking nonsense, Jasper.” 

“Nonsense? Oh, this female lack of logic! Then my 
argument has been utterly thrown away. Now that’s one 
of the things I like in Miss Rupert; she can follow an 
argument and see consequences. And for that matter 
so can Marian. I only wish it were possible to refer this 
question to her.” 

There was a tap at the door. Dora called “Come in!” 
and Marian herself appeared. 

“What an odd thing!” exclaimed Jasper, lowering his 
voice. “I was that moment saying I wished it were pos- 
sible to refer a question to you.” 

Dora reddened, and stood in an embarrassed attitude. 

“Tt was the old dispute whether women in general are 
capable of logic. But pardon me, Miss Yule; I forget 
that you have been occupied with sad things since I last 
saw you.” 

Dora led her to a chair, asking if her father had re- 
turned. 

“Yes, he came back yesterday.” 

Jasper and his sister could not think it likely that 
Marian had suffered much from grief at her uncle’s 
death; practically John Yule was a stranger to her, Yet 
her face bore the signs of acute mental trouble, and it 
seemed as if some agitation made it difficult for her to 
speak. The awkward silence that fell upon the three was 
broken by Jasper, who expressed a regret that he was 
obliged to take his leave. 

“Maud is becoming a young lady of society,” he said 
—just for the sake of saying something—as he moved 
towards the door. “If she comes back whilst you are 
here, Miss Yule, warn her that that is the path of destruc- 


tion for literary people.” 
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“You should bear that in mind yourself,” remarked. 
Dora, with a significant look. 

“Oh, I am cool-headed enough to make society serve 
my own ends.” 

Marian turned her head with a sudden movement which 
was checked before she had quite looked round to him. 
The phrase he uttered last appeared to have affected her 
in some way ; her eyes fell, and an expression of pain was 
on her brows for a moment. 

“T can only stay a few minutes,” she said, bending with 
a faint smile towards Dora, as soon as they were alone. 
“T have come on my way from the Museum.” 

“Where you have tired yourself to death as usual, I 
can see.” 

“No; I have done scarcely anything. I only pretended . 
to read; my mind is too much troubled. Have you heard 
anything about my uncle’s will?” 

“Nothing whatever.” 

“T thought it might have been spoken of in Wattle- 
borough, and some friend might have written to you. 
But I suppose there has hardly been time for that. I shall 
surprise you very much. Father receives nothing, but I 
have a legacy of five thousand pounds.” 

Dora kept her eyes down. 

“Then—what do you think?” continued Marian. “My 
cousin Amy has ten thousand pounds.” 

“Good gracious! What a difference that will make!” 

“Yes, indeed. And her brother John has six thousand. 
But nothing to their mother. There are a good many 
other legacies, but most of the property goes to the 
Wattleborough Park—‘Yule Park’ it will be called—and 
to the Volunteers, and things of that kind. They say he 
wasn’t as rich as people thought.” 

“Do you know what Miss Harrow gets?” 

“She has the house for her life, and fifteen hundred 
pounds.” 

“And your father.nothing whatever ?” 

“Nothing. Not a penny. Oh, I am so grieved! I 
think it so unkind, so wrong. Amy and her brother to 
have sixteen thousand pounds and father nothing! I 
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can’t understand it. There was no unkind feeling be- 
tween him and father. He knew what a hard life father 
has had. Doesn’t it seem heartless?” 

“What does your father say?” 

“I think he feels the unkindness more than he does the 
disappointment; of course he must have expected some- 
thing. He came into the room where mother and I were, 
and sat down, and begar to tell us about the will just as if 
he were speaking to strangers about something he had 
read in the newspaper—that’s the only way I can describe 
it. Then he got up and went away into the study. I 
waited a little, then went to him there; he was sitting at 
work, as if he hadn’t been away from home at all. I 
tried to tell him how sorry I was, but I couldn’t say any- 
thing. I began to cry foolishly. He spoke kindly to me, 
far more kindly than he has done for a long time; but he 
wouldn’t talk about the will, and I had to go away and 
leave him. Poor mother, for all she was afraid that we 
were going to be rich, is broken-hearted at his disappoint- 
ment.” 

“Your mother was afraid?” said Dora. 

“Because she thought herself unfitted for life in a 
large house, and feared we should think her in our way.” 
She smiled sadly. ‘Poor mother! she is so humble and 
so good. I do hope that father will be kinder to her. But 
there’s no telling yet what the result of this may be. I 
feel guilty when I stand before him.” 

“But he must feel glad that you have five thousand 
pounds,” 

Marian delayed her reply for a moment, her eyes wit : 

“Yes, perhaps he is glad of that.” 

“Perhaps !” 

“He can’t help thinking, Dora, what use he could have: 
made of it. It has always been his greatest wish to have: 
a literary paper of his own—like The Study, you know. 
He would have used the money in that way, I am sure.’ 

“But, all the same, he ought to feel pleasure in your 
good fortune.” 

Marian turned to another subject. s 

“Think of the Reardons; what a change all at once! 
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What will they do, I wonder? Surely they won’t continue 
to live apart?” 

“We shall hear from Jasper.” 

Whilst they were discussing the affairs of that branch 
of the family Maud returned. There was ill-humour on 
her handsome face, and she greeted Marian but coldly. 
Throwing off her hat and gloves and mantle she listened 
to the repeated story of John Yule’s bequests. 

“But why ever has Mrs. Reardon so much more than 
anyone else?” she asked. 

“We can only suppose it is because she was the 
favourite child of the brother he liked best. Yet at her 
wedding he gave her nothing, and spoke contemptuously 
of her for marrying a literary man.” 

“Fortunate for her poor husband that her uncle was 
able to forgive her. I wonder what’s the date of the © 
will? Who knows but he may have rewarded her for 
quarrelling with Mr. Reardon.” 

This excited a laugh. 

“T don’t know when the will was made,” said Marian 
“And I don’t know whether uncle had even heard of the 
Reardons’ misfortunes. [I suppose he must have done. 
My cousin John was at the funeral, but not my aunt. I 
think it most likely father and John didn’t speak a word 
to each other. Fortunately the relatives were lost sight 
of in the great crowd of Wattleborough people; there was 
an enormous procession, of course.” 

Maud kept glancing at her sister. The ill-humour had 
not altogether passed from her face, but it was now 
blended with reflectiveness. 

A few moments more, and Marian had to hasten home. 
‘When she was gone the sisters looked at each other. 

“Five thousand pounds,” murmured the elder. “TI sup- 
pose that is considered nothing.” 

“I suppose so.—He was here when Marian came, but 
didn’t stay.” 

“Then you'll take him the news this evening?” 

“Yes,” replied Dora. Then, after musing, “He seemed 
annoyed that you were at the Lanes’ again.” 
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Maud made a movement of indifference. 

“What has been putting you out?” 

“Things were rather stupid. Some people who were 
to have come didn’t turn up. And—well, it doesn’t 
matter.” 

She rose and glanced at herself in the little oblong 
mirror over the mantelpiece. 

“Did Jasper ever speak to you of a Miss Rupert?” 
asked Dora. 

“Not that I remember.” 

“What do you think? Fle told me in the calmest way 
that he didn’t see why Marian should think of him as 
anything but the most ordinary friend—said he had never 
given her reason to think anything else.” 

“Indeed! And Miss Rupert is someone who has the 
honour of his preference?” 

“He says she is about thirty, and rather masculine, but 
a great heiress. Jasper is shameful!” 

“What do you expect? I consider it is your duty to 
let Marian know everything he says. Otherwise you help . 
to deceive her. He has no sense of honour in such things.” 

Dora was so impatient to let her brother have the news 
that she left the house as soon as she had had tea on the 
chance of finding Jasper at home. She had not gone a 
dozen yards before she encountered him in person. 

“T was afraid Marian might still be with you,” he said 
laughing. “I should have asked the landlady. Well?” 

“We can’t stand talking here. You had better come in.” 

He was. in too much excitement to wait. 

“Just tell me. What has she?” 

Dora walked quickly towards the house, looking an- 
noyed. 

“Nothing at all? Then what has her father?” 

“He has nothing,” replied his sister, “and she has five 
thousand pounds.” 

Jasper walked on with bent head. He said nothing 
more until he was upstairs in the sitting-room, where 
Maud greeted him carelessly. 

“Mrs. Reardon anything?” 

Dora informed him. 
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“What?” he cried, incredulously. “Ten thousand? 
You don’t say so!” 

He burst into uproarious laughter. 

“So Reardon is rescued from the slum and the clerk’s 
desk! Well, I’m glad; by Jove, I am. I should have 
liked it better if Marian had had the ten thousand and he 
the five, but it’s an excellent joke. Perhaps the next 
thing will be that he’ll refuse to have anything to do with 
his wife’s money; that would be just like him.” 

After amusing himself with this subject for a few 
minutes more, he turned to the window and stood there 
in silence. 

“Are you going to have tea with us?” Dora inquired. 

He did not seem to hear her. On a repetition of the 
inquiry, he answered absently: 

“Yes, I may as well.. Then I can go home and get to 
work.” 

During the remainder of his stay he talked very little, 
and as Maud also was in an abstracted mood, tea passed 
almost in silence. On the point of departing he asked: 

“When is Marian likely to come here again?” 

“T haven’t the least idea,” answered Dora. 

He nodded, and went his way. 

It was necessary for him to work at a magazine article 
which he had begun this morning, and on reaching home 
he spread out.his papers in the usual business-like fash- 
ion. The subject out of which he was manufacturing 
“copy” had its difficulties, and was not altogether con- 
genial to him; this morning he had laboured with un- 
wonted effort to produce about a page of manuscript, and 
now that he tried to resume the task his thoughts would 
not centre upon it. Jasper was too young to have 
thoroughly mastered the art of somnambulistic composi- 
tion; to write, he was still obliged to give exclusive atten- 
tion to the matter under treatment. Dr. Johnson’s say- 
ing, that a man may write at any time if he will set him- 
self doggedly to it, was often upon his lips, and had 
even been of help to him, as no doubt it has to many an- 
other man obliged to compose amid distracting cireum- 
stances; but the formula had no efficacy this evening. 


‘ 
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Twice or thrice he rose from his chair, paced the room 
with a determined brow, and sat down again with vigorous 
clutch of the pen; still he failed to excogitate a single 
sentence that would serve his purpose. 

“T must have it out with myself before I can do any- 
thing,” was his thought as he finally abandoned the en- 
deavour. “I must make up my mind.” 

To this end he settled himself in an easy-chair and be- 
gan to smoke cigarettes. Some dozen of these aids to 
reflection only made him so nervous that he could no 
longer remain alone. He put on his hat and overcoat and 
went out—to find that it was raining heavily. He re- 
turned for an umbrella, and before long was walking aim- 
lessly about the Strand, unable to make up his mind 
whether to turn into a theatre or not. Instead of doing 
so, he sought a certain upper room of a familiar restau- 
rant, where the day’s papers were to be seen, and per- 
chance an acquaintance might be met. Only half a dozen 
men were there, reading and smoking, and all were un- 
known to him. He drank a glass of lager beer, skimmed 
the news of the evening, and again went out into the bad 
weather. 

After all it was better to go home. Everything he en- 
countered had an unsettling effect upon him, so that he 
was further than ever from the decision at which he 
wished to arrive. In Mornington Road he came upon 
Whelpdale, who was walking slowly under an umbrella. 

“T’ve just called at your place.” 

“All right; come back if you like.” : 

“But perhaps I shall waste your time?” said Whelpdale, 
with unusual diffidence. 

Reassured, he gladly returned to the house. Milvain 
acquainted him with the fact of John Yule’s death, and 
with its result so far as it concerned the Reardons. They 
talked of how the couple would probably behave under 
this decisive change of circumstances. 

“Biffen professes to know nothing about Mrs. Reardon,’ 
said Whelpdale. “I suspect he keeps his knowledge to him- 
self, out of regard for Reardon. It wouldn’t surprise me 
if they live apart for a long time yet.” 


, 
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“Not very likely. It was only want of money.” 

“They’re not at all suited to each other. Mrs. Reardon 
no doubt repents her marriage bitterly, and I doubt 
whether Reardon cares much for his wife.” 

“As there’s no way of getting divorced they’ll make the 
best of it. Ten thousand pounds produce about four hun- 
dred a year; it’s enough to live on.” 

“And be miserable on—if they no longer love each 
other.” 

“You're such a sentimental fellow,” cried Jasper. “I 
believe you seriously think that love—the sort of frenzy 
you understand by it—ought to endure throughout mar- 
ried life. How has a man come to your age with such 
primitive ideas?” 

“Well, I don’t know. Perhaps you err a little in the 
opposite direction.” 

“T haven’t much faith in marrying for love, as you 
know. What’s more, I believe it’s the very rarest thing 
for people to be in love with each other. Reardon and 
his wife perhaps were-an instance; perhaps—I’m not quite 
sure about fer. As a rule, marriage is the result of a 
mild preference, encouraged by circumstances, and de- 
liberately heightened into strong sexual feeling. You, 
of all men, know well enough that the same kind of feel- 
ing could be produced for almost any woman who wasn’t 
repulsive.” 

“The same kind of feeling; but there’s vast difference 
Orcerree, 

“To be sure. I think it’s only a matter of degree. 
When it rises to the point of frenzy people may strictly 
be said to be in love; and, as I tell you, I think that comes. 
to pass very rarely indeed. For my own part, I have no 
experience of it, and think I never shall have.” 

“I can’t say the same.” 

They laughed. 

“I dare say you have imagined yourself in love—or 
really been so for aught I know—a dozen times. How the 
deuce you can attach any importance to such feeling 
where marriage is concerned J don’t understand.” 

“Well, now,” said Whelpdale, “I have never upheld the 
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theory—at least not since I was sixteen—that a man can 
be in love only once, or that there is one particular woman 
if he misses whom he-can never be happy. There may be 
thousands of women whom I could love with equal sin- 
cerity.” 

“T object to the word ‘love’ altogether. It has been 
vulgarised. Let us talk about compatibility. Now, I 
should say that, no doubt, and speaking scientifically, 
there is one particular woman supremely fitted to each 
man. I put aside consideration of circumstances; we 
know that circumstances will disturb any degree of ab- 
stract fitness. But in the nature of things there must be 
one woman whose nature is specially well adapted to har- 
monise with mine, or with yours. If there were any 
means of discovering this woman in each case, then I 
have no doubt it would be worth a man’s utmost effort to 
do so, and any amount of erotic jubilation would be 
reasonable when the discovery was made. But the thing 
is impossible, and, what’s more, we know what ridiculous 
fallibility people display when they imagine they have 
found the best substitute for that indiscoverable. This is 
what makes me impatient with sentimental talk about 
marriage. An educated man mustn’t play so into the 
hands of ironic destiny. Let him think he wants to marry 
a woman; but don’t let him exaggerate his feelings or 
idealise their nature.” —- 

“There’s a good deal in all that,’ admitted Whelpdale, 
though discontentedly. 

“There’s more than a good deal; there’s the last word 
on the subject. The days of romantic love are gone by. 
The scientific spirit has put an end to that kind of self- 
deception. Romantic love was inextricably blended with 
all sorts of superstitions—belief in personal immortality, 
in superior beings, in—all the rest of it. What we think 
of now is moral and intellectual and physical compatibilty ; 
I mean, if we are reasonable people.” 

“And if we are not so unfortunate as to fall in love 
with an incompatible,’ added Whelpdale, laughing. 

“Well, that is a form of unreason—a blind desire which 
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science could explain in each case. I rejoice that I am not 
subject to that form of epilepsy.” 

“You positively never were in love?” 

“As you understand it, never. But I have felt a very 
distinct preference.” 

“Based on what you think compatibility?” 

“Ves. Not strong enough to make me lose sight of 
prudence and advantage. No, not strong enough for that.” 

He seemed to be reassuring himself. 

“Then of course that can’t be called love,” said Whelp- 
dale. 

“Perhaps not. But, as I told you, a preference of this 
kind can be heightened into emotion, if one chooses, In 
the case of which I am thinking it easily might be. And 
I think it very improbable indeed that I should repent it 
if anything led me to indulge such an impulse.” 

Whelpdale smiled. 

“This is very interesting. I hope it may lead to some- 
thing.” 

“T don’t think it will. I am far more likely to marry 
some woman for whom I have no preference, but who 
can serve me materially.” 

“T confess that amazes me. I know the value of money 
as well as you do, but I wouldn’t marry a rich woman 
for whom I had no preference. By Jove, no!” 

“Yes, yes. You are a consistent sentimentalist.” 

‘Doomed to perpetual disappointment,” said the other, 
looking disconsolately about the room. 

“Courage, my boy! I have every hope that I shall see 
you marry and repent.” 

“T admit the danger of that. But shall I tell you some- 
thing I have observed? Each woman I fall in love with 
is of a higher type than the one before.” 

: Jasper roared irreverently, and his companion looked 
urt. 

“But I am perfectly serious, I assure you. To go back 
only three or four years. There was the daughter of my 
landlady in Barham Street; well, a nice girl enough, but 
limited, decidedly limited. Next came that girl at the 
stationer’s—you remember? She was distinctly an ad- 
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vance, both in mind and person. Then there was Miss 
Embleton; yes, I think she made again an advance. She 
had been at Bedford College, you know, and was really 
a girl of considerable attainments; morally, admirable. 
Afterwards = . 

He paused. 

“The maiden from Birmingham, wasn’t it?” said Jas- 
per, again exploding. 

“Yes, it was. Well, I can’t be quite sure. But in 
many respects that girl was my ideal; she really was.” 

“As you once or twice told me at the time.” 

“T really believe she would rank above Miss Embleton 
—at all events from my point of view. And that’s every- 
thing, you know. It’s the effect a woman produces on one 
that has to be considered.” 

“The next should be a paragon,” said Jasper. 

“The next ?” 

Whelpdale again looked about the room, but added noth. 
ing, and fell into a long silence. 

When left to himself Jasper walked about a little, then 
sat down at his writing-table, for he felt easier in mind, 
and fancied that he might still do a couple of hours’ work 
before going to bed. He did in fact write half a dozen 
lines, but with the effort came back his former mood. 
Very soon the pen dropped, and he was once more in the 
throes of anxious mental debate. 

He sat till after midnight, and when he went to his 
bedroom it was with a lingering step, which proved him 
still a prey to indecision. 


CHAPTER XXIII 
A PROPOSED INVESTMENT 


ALFRED YULE’s behaviour under his disappointment 
seemed to prove that even for him the uses of adversity 
could be sweet. On the day after his return home he dis- 
played a most unwonted mildness in such remarks as he 
addressed to his wife, and his bearing towards Marian 
was gravely gentle. At meals he conversed or rather 
monologised, on literary topics, with occasionally one of 
his grim jokes, pointed for Marian’s appreciation. He 
became aware that the girl had been overtaxing her 
strength of late, and suggested a few weeks of recreation 
among new novels. The coldness and gloom which had 
possessed him when he made a formal announcement of 
the news appeared to have given way before the sympathy 
manifested by his wife and daughter ; he was now sorrow- 
ful, but resigned. 

He explained to Marian the exact nature of her legacy. 
It was to be paid out of her uncle’s share in a wholesale 
stationery business, with which John Yule had been con- 
nected for the last twenty years, but from which he had 
not long ago withdrawn a large portion of his invested 
capital. This house was known as “Tuberville & Co.,” 
a name which Marian now heard for the first time. 

“T knew nothing of his association with them,” said her 
father. “They tell me that seven or eight thousand pounds 
will be realised from that source; it seems a pity that the 
investment was not left to you intact. Whether there will 
be any delay in withdrawing the money I can’t say.” 

The executors were two old friends of the deceased, one 
of them a former partner in his paper-making concern. 

On the evening of the second day, about an hour after 
dinner was over, Mr. Hinks called at the house; as usual, 


he went into the study. Before long came a second visi- 
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tor, Mr. Quarmby, who joined Yule and Hinks. The three 
had all sat together for some time, when Marian, who 
happened to be coming down stairs, saw her father at the 
study door. 

“Ask your mother to let us have some supper at a 
quarter to ten,” he said urbanely. “And come in, won’t 
your We are only gossiping.” 

It had not often happened that Marian was invited to 
join parties of this kind. 

“Do you wish me to come?” she asked. 

“Yes, I should like you to, if you have nothing particu- 
lar to do.” 

Marian informed Mrs. Yule that the visitors would 
have supper, and then went to the study. Mr. Quarmby 
was smoking a pipe; Mr. Hinks, who on grounds of 
economy had long since given up tobacco, sat with his 
hands in his trouser pockets, and his long, thin legs tucked 
beneath the chair; both rose and greeted Marian with 
more than ordinary warmth. 

“Will you allow me five or six more puffs?” asked Mr. 
Quarmby, laying one hand on his ample stomach and 
elevating his pipe as if it were a glass of beaded liquor. 
“T shall then have done.” 

“As many more as you like,’ Marian replied. 

The easiest chair was placed for her, Mr. Hinks hasten- 
ing to perform this courtesy, and her father apprised her 
of the topic they were discussing. 

“What’s your view, Marian? Is there anything to be 
said for the establishment of a literary academy in Eng- 
land ?” 

Mr. Quarmby beamed benevolently upon her, and Mr. 
Hinks, his scraggy neck at full length, awaited her reply 
with a look of the most respectful attention. 

“IT really think we have quite enough literary quarrel- 
ling as it is,” the girl replied, casting down her eyes and 
smiling. 

Mr. Quarmby uttered a hollow chuckle, Mr. Hinks 
laughed thinly and exclaimed, “Very good indeed! Very 
good!” Yule affected to applaud with impartial smile. 

“Tt wouldn’t harmonise with the Anglo-Saxon spirit,” 
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remarked Mr. Hinks, with an air of diffident profundity. 

Yule held forth on the subject for a few minutes in 
laboured phrases. Presently the conversation turned to 
periodicals, and the three men were unanimous in an opin- 
ion that no existing monthly or quarterly could be con- 
sidered as representing the best literary opinion. 

“We want,” remarked Mr. Quarmby, “we want a 
monthly review which shall deal exclusively with litera- 
ture. The Fortnightly, the Contemporary—they are very 
well in their way, but then they are mere miscellanies. 
You will find one solid literary article amid a confused 
mass of politics and economics and general clap-trap.” 

“Articles on the currency and railway statistics and 
views of evolution,” said Mr. Hinks, with a look as if 
something were grating between his teeth. 

“The quarterlies?” put in Yule. “Well, the original 
idea of the quarterlies was that there are not enough im- 
portant books published to occupy solid reviewers more 
than four times a year. That may be true, but then a 
literary monthly would include much more than professed 
reviews. Hinks’s essays on the historical drama would 
have come out in it very well; or your ‘Spanish Poets,’ 
Quarmby.”’ 

“T threw out the idea to Jedwood the other day,” said 
»Mr. Quarmby, “and he seemed to nibble at it.” 

“Yes, yes,” came from Yule; “but Jedwood has so 
many irons in the fire. I doubt if he has the necessary 
capital at command just now. No doubt he’s the man, if 
some capitalist would join him.” 

“No enormous capital needed,” opined Mr. Quarmby. 
“The thing would pay its way almost from the first. It 
would take a place between the literary weeklies and the 
quarterlies. The former are too academic, the latter too 
massive, for multitudes of people who yet have strong 
literary tastes. Foreign publications should be liberally 
dealt with. But, as Hinks says, no meddling with the 
books that are no books—biblia abiblia; nothing about 
essays on bimetallism and treatises for or against vac- 
cination.’ 

Even here, in the freedom of a friend’s study, he 
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laughed his Reading-room laugh, folding both hands upon 
his expansive waistcoat. 

“Fiction? I presume a serial of the better kind might 
be admitted ?” said Yule. 

“That would be advisable, no doubt. But strictly of 
the better kind.” 

“Oh, strictly of the better kind,’ chimed in Mr. Hinks. 

They pursued the discussion as if they were an edi- 
torial committee planning a review of which the first 
number was shortly to appear. It occupied them until 
Mrs. Yule announced at the door that supper wes ready. 

During the meal Marian found herself the object of 
unusual attention; her father troubled to inquire if the 
cut of cold beef he sent her was to her taste, and kept an 
eye on her progress. Mr. Hinks talked to her in a tone of 
respectful sympathy, and Mr. Ouarmby was paternally 
jovial when he addressed her. Mrs. Yule would have 
kept silence, in her ordinary wav, but this evening her 
husband made several remarks which he had adapted to 
her intellect, and even showed that a reply would be 
graciously received. 

Mother and daughter remained together when the men 
withdrew to their tobacco and toddy. Neither made al-. 
lusion to the wonderful change, but thev talked more light- 
heartedly than for a long time. 

On the morrow Yule began by consulting Marian with 
regard to the disposition of matter in an essay he was 
writing. What she said he weighed carefully, and seemed 
to think that she had set his doubts at rest. 

“Poor old Hinks!” he said presently, with a sigh. 
“Breaking up, isn’t he? He positively totters in his walk. 
I’m afraid he’s the kind of man to have a paralytic stroke ; 
it wouldn’t astonish me to hear at any moment that he 
was lying helpless.” 

“What ever would become of him in that case?” 

“Goodness knows! One might ask the same of so many 
of us. What would become of me, for instance, if I were 
incapable of work?” 

Marian could make no reply. 

“There’s something I’ll just mention to you,” he went 
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on in a lowered tone, “though I don’t wish you to take it 
too seriously. I’m beginning to have a little trouble with 
my eyes.” 

She looked at him, startled. 

“With your eyes?” 

“Nothing, I hope; but—well, I think I shall see an 
oculist. One doesn’t care to face a prospect of failing 
sight, perhaps of cataract, or something of that kind; still, 
it’s better to know the facts, I should say.” 

“By all means go to an oculist,” said Marian, earnestly. 

“Don’t disturb yourself about it. It may be nothing 
at all. But in any case I must change my glasses.” 

He rustled over some slips of manuscript, whilst 
Marian regarded him anxiously. 

“Now, I appeal to you, Marian,” he continued: “could 
I possibly save money out of an income that has never * 
exceeded two hundred and fifty pounds, and often—l 
mean even in latter years—has been much less?” 

“T don’t see how you could.” 

“In one way, of course, I have managed it. My life is 
insured for five hundred pounds. But that is no provisiqn 
for possible disablement. If-I could no longer earn money 
with my pen, what would become of me?” 

Marian could have made an encouraging reply, but did 
not venture to utter her thoughts. 

“Sit down,” said her father. “You are not to work 
for a few days, and I myself shall be none the worse for 
a morning’s rest. Poor old Hinks! I suppose we shall 
help him among us, somehow. Quarmby, of course, is 
comparatively flourishing. Well, we have been compan- 
ions for a quarter of a century, we three. When I first 
met Quarmby I was a Grub Street gazetteer, and I think 
he was even poorer than I. A life of toil. A life of toil!’ 

“That it has been, indeed.” 

“By-the-by’—he threw an arm over the back of his 
chair—‘‘what did you think of our imaginary review, the 
‘thing we were talking about last night?” 

“There are so many periodicals,” replied Marian, 
doubtfully. 
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“So many? My dear child, if we live another ten years 
we shall see the number trebled.” f 

“Ts it desirable 2” 

“That there should be such growth of periodicals? 
Well, from one point of view, no. No doubt they take 
up the time which some people would give to solid litera- 
ture. But, on the other hand, there’s a far greater number 
of people who would probably not read at all, but for the 
temptations of these short and new articles; and they may 
be induced to pass on to substantial works. Of course it 
all depends on the quality of the periodical matter you 
offer. Now, magazines like’—he named two or three of 
popular stamp—‘“might very well be dispensed with, un- 
less one regards them as an alternative to the talking of 
scandal or any other vicious result of total idleness. But 
such a monthly as we projected would be of distinct liter- 
ary value. There can be no doubt that someone or other 
will shortly establish it.” 

“T am afraid,” said Marian, “I haven’t so much sym- 
pathy with literary undertakings as you would like me 
to have.” 

Money is a great fortifier of self-respect. Since she 
had become really conscious of her position as the owner 
of five thousand pounds, Marian spoke with a steadier 
voice, walked with firmer step; mentally she felt herself 
altogether a less dependent being. She might have con- 
fessed this lukewarmness towards literary enterprise in the 
anger which her father excited eight or nine days ago, 
but at that time she could not have uttered her opinion 
calmly, deliberately, as now. The smile which accompan- 
ied the words was also new; it signified deliverance from 
pupilage. 

“T have felt that,’ returned her father, after a slight 
pause to command his voice, that it might be suave in- 
stead of scornful. “I greatly fear that I have made your 
life something of a martyrdom i 

“Don’t think I meant that, father. I am speaking only 
of the general question. I can’t be quite so zealous as 
you are, that’s all. I love books, but I could wish people 
were content for a while with those we already have.” 
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“My dear Marian, don’t suppose that I am out of sym- 
pathy with you here. Alas! how much of my work has 
been mere drudgery, mere labouring for a livelihood! 
How gladly I would have spent much more of my time 
among the great authors, with no thought of making 
money of them! If I speak approvingly of a scheme for 
a new periodical, it is greatly because of my necessities.” 

He paused and looked at her. Marian returned the 
look. 

“You would of course write for it,” she said. 

“Marian, why shouldn’t I edit it? Why shouldn’t it 
be your property?” 

“My property ee 

She checked a laugh. There came into her mind a more 
disagreeable suspicion than she had ever entertained of 
her father. Was this the meaning of his softened be- 
haviour? Was he capable of calculated hypocrisy? That 
did not seem consistent with his character, as she knew it. 

“Tet us talk it over,’ said Yule. He was in visible 
agitation, and his voice shook. “The idea may well startle 
you at first. It will seem to you that I propose to make 
away with your property before you have even come into ~ 
possession of it.” He laughed. “But, in fact, what I 
have in mind is merely an investment for your capital, 
and that an admirable one. Five thousand pounds at, 
three per cent.—one doesn’t care to reckon on more— 
represents a hundred and fifty a year. Now, there can 
be very little doubt that, if it were invested in literary 
property such as I have in mind, it would bring you five 
times that interest, and before long perhaps much more. 
Of course I am now speaking in the roughest outline. I 
should have to get trustworthy advice; complete and de- 
tailed estimates would be submitted to you. At present 
I merely suggest to you this form of investment.” 

He watched her face eagerly, greedily. When Marian’s 
eyes rose to his he looked away. 

“Then, of course,” she said, “you don’t expect me to 
give any decided answer.” 

“Of course not—of course not. I merely put before 
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you the chief advantages of such an investment. As I 
am a selfish old fellow, I'll talk about the benefit to my- 
self first of all. I should be editor of the new review; I 
should draw a stipend sufficient to all my needs—quite 
content, at first, to take far less than another man would 
ask, and to progress with the advance of the periodical. 
This position would enable me to have done with mere 
drudgery; I should only write when I felt called to do 
so—when the spirit moved me.”” Again he laughed, as 
though desirous of keeping his listener in good humour. 
“My eyes would be greatly spared henceforth.” 

He dwelt on that point, waiting its effect on Marian. 
As she said nothing he proceeded : 

“And suppose I really were doomed to lose my sight 
in the course of a few years, am I wrong in thinking that 
the proprietor of this periodical would willingly grant a 
small annuity to the man who had firmly established it ?” 

“T see the force of all that,” said Marian; “but it takes 
for granted that the periodical will be successful.” 

“Tt does. In the hands of a publisher like Jedwood—a 
vigorous man of the new school—its success could scarcely 
be doubtful.” 

“Do you think five thousand pounds would be enough 
to start such a review?” 

“Well, I can say nothing definite on that point. For 
one thing, the coat must be made according to the cloth; 
expenditure can be largely controlled without endanger- 
ing success. Then again, I think Jedwood would take a 
share in the venture. These are details. At present I only 
want to familiarise you with the thought that an invest- 
ment of this sort will very probably offer itself to you.” 

“Tt would be better if we called it a speculation,” said 
Marian, smiling uneasily. 

Her one object at present was to oblige her father to 
understand that the suggestion by no means lured her. 
She could not tell him that what he proposed was out of 
the question, though as yet that was the light in which she 
saw it. His subtlety of approach had made her feel jus- 
tified in dealing with him in a matter-of-fact way. He 
must see that she was not to be cajoled. Obviously, and 
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in the nature of the case, he was urging a proposal in 
which he himself had all faith; but Marian knew his 
judgment was far from infallible. It mitigated her sense 
of behaving unkindly to reflect that in all likelihood this 
disposal of her money would be the worst possible for her 
own interests, and therefore for his. If, indeed, his dark 
forebodings were warranted, then upon her would fall 
the care of him, and the steadiness with which she faced 
that responsibility came from a hope of which she could 
not speak. : 

“Name it as you will,’ returned her father, hardly 
suppressing a note of irritation. “True, every com- 
mercial enterprise is a speculation. But let me ask you 
one question, and beg you to reply frankly. Do you dis- 
trust my ability to conduct this periodical ?” 

She did. She knew that he was not in touch with the ° 
interests of the day, and that all manner of considerations 
akin to the prime end of selling his review would make 
him an untrustworthy editor. But how could she tell him 
this ? 

“My opinion would be worthless,” she replied. 

“Tf Jedwood were disposed to put confidence in me, you 
also would?” 

“There’s no need to talk of that now, father. Indeed, 
I can’t say anything that would sound like a promise.” 

He flashed a glance at her. Then she was more than 
doubtful ? 

“But you have no objection, Marian, to talk in a 
puencly way of a project that would mean so much to 
me! 

“But I am afraid to encourage you,” she replied, 
frankly. “It is impossible for me to say whether I can 
do as you wish, or not.” 

“Yes, yes; I perfectly understand that. Heaven for- 
bid that I should regard you as a child to be led inde- 
pendently of your own views and wishes! With so large 
a sum of money at stake, it would be monstrous if I acted 
rashly, and tried to persuade you to do the same. The 
matter will have to be most gravely considered.” 

“Yes.” She spoke mechanically. 
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“But if only it should come to something! You don’t 
know what it would mean to me, Marian.” 

“Yes, father; I know very well how you think and 
feel about it.” 

“Do you?” He leaned forward, his features working 
under stress of emotion: “If I could see myself the edi- 
tor of an influential review, all my bygone toils and suffer- 
ings would be as nothing; 1 should rejoice in them as the 
steps to this triumph. Memuinisse juvabit! My dear, I 
am not a man fitted for subordinate places. My nature 
is framed for authority. The failure of all my under- 
takings rankles so in my heart that sometimes I feel 
capable of every brutality, every meanness, every hateful 
cruelty. To you I have behaved shamefully. Don’t in- 
terrupt me, Marian. I have treated you abominably, my 
child, my dear daughter—and all the time with a full 
sense of what I was doing. That’s.the punishment of 
faults such as mine. I hate myself for every harsh word 
and angry look I have given you; at the time, I hated my- 
self !” 

“Father a 

“No, no; let me speak, Marian. You have forgiven 
me; I know it. You were always ready to forgive, dear. 
Can I ever forget that evening when I spoke like a brute, 
and you came afterwards and addressed me as if the wrong 
had been on your side? It burns in my memory. It wasn’t 
I who spoke; it was the demon of failure, of humiliation. 
My enemies sit in triumph, and scorn at me; the thought 
of it is infuriating. Have I deserved this? Am I the 
inferior of—of those men who have succeeded and now 
try to trample on me? No! I am not! I have a better 
brain and a better heart!” 

Listening to this strange outpouring, Marian more 
than forgave the hypocrisy of the last day or two. Nay, 
could it be called hypocrisy? It was only his better self 
declared at:the impulse of a passionate hope. 

“Why should you think so much of these troubles, 
father? Is it such a great matter that narrow-minded 


people triumph over you?” 
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“Narrow-minded?” He clutched at the word. “You 
admit they are that?” 

“T feel very sure that Mr. Fadge is.” 

“Then you are not on his side against me?” 

“How could you suppose such a thing?” 

“Well, well; we won’t talk of that. Perhaps it isn’t 
a great matter. No—from a philosophical point of view, 
such things are unspeakably petty. But 1 am not much of 
a philosopher.” He laughed, with a break in his voice. 
“Defeat in life is defeat, after all; and unmerited failure 
is a bitter curse. You see, I am not too old to do some- 
thing yet. My sight is failing, but I can take care of it. 
If I had my own review, I would write every now and 
then a critical paper in my very best style. You re- 
member poor old Hinks’s note about me in his book? 
We laughed at it, but he wasn’t so far wrong. I have 
many of those qualities. A man is conscious of his own 
merits, as well as of his defects. I have done a few 
admirable things. You remember my paper on Lord 
Herbert of Cherbury? No one ever wrote a more subtle 
piece of criticism; but it was swept aside among the fub- 
bish of the magazines. And it’s just because of my 
pungent phrases that I have excited so much enmity 
Wait! Wait! Let me have my own review, and leisure, 
and satisfaction of mind—heavens! what I will write! 
How I will scarify!” 

“That is unworthy of you. How much better to ignore 
your enemies! In such a position, I should carefully 
avoid every word that betrayed personal feeling.” 

“Well, well; you are of course right, my good girl. 
And I believe I should do injustice to myself if I made 
you think that those ignoble motives are the strongest in 
me. No; it isn’t so. From my boyhood I have had a 
passionate desire of literary fame, deep down below all 
the surface faults of my character. The best of my life 
has gone by, and it drives me to despair when I feel that 
I have not gained the position due to me. There is only 
one way of doing this now, and that is by becoming the 
editor of an important periodical. Only in that way shall 
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I succeed in forcing people to pay attention to my claims. 
Many a man goes to his grave unrecognised, just because 
he has never had a fair judgment. Nowadays it is the 
unscrupulous men of business who hold the attention of 
the public; they blow their trumpets so loudly that the 
voices of honest men have no chance of being heard.” 

Marian was pained by the humility of his pleading with 
her—for what was all this but an endeavour to move her 
sympathies >—and by the necessity she was under of 
seeming to turn a deaf ear. She believed that there was 
some truth in his estimate of his own powers; though 
as an editor he would almost certainly fail, as a man of 
letters he had probably done far better work than some 
who had passed him by on their way to popularity. 
Circumstances might enable her to assist him, though not 
in the way he proposed. The worst of it was that she 
could not let him see what was in her mind. He must 
think that she was simply balancing her own satisfaction 
against his, when in truth she suffered from the convic- 
tion that to yield would be as unwise in regard to her 
father’s future as it would be perilous to her own pros- 
pect of happiness. 

“Shall we leave this to be talked of when the money 
has been paid over to me?” she said, after a silence. 

“Yes. Don’t suppose I wish to influence you by 
dwelling on my own hardships. That would be con- 
temptible. I have only taken this opportunity of making 
myself better known to you. I don't readily talk of my- 
self, and in general my real feelings are hidden by the 
faults of my temper. In suggesting how you could do 
me a great service, and at the same time reap advantage 
for yourself, I couldn’t but remember how little reason 
you have to think kindly of me. But we will postpone 
further talk. You will think over what I have said?” 

Marian promised that she would, and was glad to bring 
the conversation to an end. 

When Sunday came, Yule inquired of his daughter if 
she had any engagement for the afternoon. 

“Ves, I have,” she replied, with an effort to disguise 
her embarrassment. 
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“Tl’m sorry. I thought of asking you to come with me to 
‘Quarmby’s. Shall you be away through the evening ?” 

“Till about nine o’clock, I think.” 

“Ah! Never mind, never mind.” 

He tried to dismiss the matter as if it were of no 
moment, but Marian saw the shadow that passed over his 
countenance. This was just after breakfast. For the 
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remainder of the morning she did not meet him, and at — 


the mid-day dinner he was silent, though he brought no 
book to the table with him, as he was wont to do when in 
his dark moods. Marian talked with her mother, doing 
her best to preserve the appearance of cheerfulness which 
was natural since the change in Yule’s demeanour. 

She chanced to meet her father in the passage just as 
she was going out. He smiled (it was more like a grin 
of pain) and nodded, but said nothing. 

When the front door closed, he went into the parlour. 
Mrs. Yule was reading, or, at all events, turning over a 
volume of an illustrated magazine. 

“Where do you suppose she has gone?” he asked, in a 
voice which was only distant, not offensive. 

“To the Miss Milvains’, I believe,” Mrs. Yule answered, 
looking aside. 

“Did she tell you so?” 

“No. We don’t talk about it.” 

He seated himself on the ecrner of a chair and bent 
forward, his chin in his hand. 

“Has she said anything to you about the review?” 

“Not a word.” 

She glanced at him timidly, and turned a few pages 
of her book. 

“T wanted her to come to Quarmby’s, because there’ll 
be a man there who is anxious that Jedwood should start 
a magazine, and it would be useful for her to hear prac- 
tical opinions. There’d be no harm if you just spoke 
to her about it now and then. Of course if she has made 
up her mind to refuse me it’s no use troubling myself any 
more. I should think you might find out what’s really 
going on.” 

Only dire stress of circumstances could have brought 
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Alfred Yule to make distinct appeal for his wife’s help. 
There was no underhand plotting between them to in- 


fluence their daughter; Mrs. Yule had as much desire for 
the happiness of her husband as for that of Marian, but 
she felt powerless to effect anything on either side. 

“If ever she says anything, Ill let you know.” 

“But it seems to me that you have a right to question 
her.” 


“IT: can’t do that, Alfred.” 

“Unfortunately, there are a good many things you 
can’t do.” 

With that remark, familiar to his wife in substance, 
though the tone of it was less caustic than usual, he rose 
and sauntered from the room. He spent a gloomy hour 
in the study, then went off to join the literary circle at 
Mr. Quarmby’s. 


CHAPTER XXIV 
JASPER’S MAGNANIMITY 


OccasIoNALLy Milvain met his sisters as they came out 
of church on Sunday morning, and walked home to have 
dinner with them. He did so to-day, though the sky was 
cheerless and a strong north-west wind made it anything 
but agreeable to wait about in.open spaces. 

“Are you going to Mrs. Wright’s this afternoon?’ he 
asked, as they went on together. 

“T thought ‘of going,” replied Maud. “Marian will be 
with Dora.” 

“You ought both to go. You mustn’t neglect that 
woman.” 

He said nothing more just then, but when presently he 
was alone with Dora in the sitting-room for a few min- 
utes, he turned with a peculiar smile and remarked quietly : 

“T think you had better go with Maud this afternoon.” 

“But I can’t. A expect Marian at three.” 

“That’s just why I want ‘you to go.” 

She looked her surprise. 

“T want to have a talk with Marian. We’ll manage it 
in this way. At a quarter to three you two shall start, 
and as you go out you can tell the landlady that if Miss 
Yule comes she is to wait for you, as you won't be long. 
She’ll come upstairs, and I shall be there. You see?” 

Dora turned half away, disturbed a little, but not dis- 
pleased. 

“And what about Miss Rupert?” she asked. 

_ “Oh, Miss Rupert may go to Jericho for all I care. I’m 
in a magnanimous mood.” 

“Very, I’ve no doubt.” 

“Well, you'll do this? One of the results of poverty, 


you see; one can’t even have a private conversation with a 
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friend without plotting to get the use of a room. But 
there shall be an end of this state of things.” 

He nodded significantly. Thereupon Dora left the room 
to speak with her sister. 

The device was put into execution, and Jasper saw his 
sisters depart knowing that they were not likely to return 
for some three hours. He seated himself comfortably by 
the fire and mused. Five minutes had hardly gone by 
when he looked at his watch, thinking Marian must be un- 
punctual. He was nervous, though he had believed him- 
self secure against such weakness. His presence here with 
the purpose he had in his mind seemed to him distinctly a 
concession to impulses he ought to have controlled; but to 
this resolve he had come, and it was now too late to re- 
commence the arguments with himself. Too late? Well, 
not strictly so; he had committed himself to nothing; up 
to the last moment of freedom he could always 

That was doubtless Marian’s knock at the front door. 
He jumped up, walked the length of the room, sat down 
on another chair, returned to his former seat. Then the 
door opened and Marian came in. 

She was not surprised; the landlady had mentioned to 
her that Mr. Milvain was upstairs, waiting the return of 
his sisters. 

“T am to make Dora’s excuses,” Jasper said. “She 
begged you would forgive her—that you would wait.” 

oie ves, , 

“And you were to be sure to take off your hat,’ he added 
in a laughing tone; “‘and to let me put your umbrella in the 
corner—like that.” 

He had always admired the shape of Marian’s head, and 
the beauty of her short, soft, curly hair. As he watched 
her uncovering it, he was pleased with the grace of her 
arms and the pliancy of her slight figure. 

“Which is usually your chair?” 

“T’m sure I don’t know.” 

“When one goes to see a friend frequently, one gets 
into regular habits in these matters. In Biffen’s garret | 
used to have the most uncomfortable chair it was ever my 
lot to sit upon; still, I came to feel an affection for it. At 
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-Reardon’s I always had what was supposed to be the most 
luxurious seat, but it was too small for me, and I| eyed it 
resentfully on sitting down and rising.” 

“Have you any news about the Reardons 

“Ves. I am told that Reardon has had the offer of a 
secretaryship to a boys’ home, or something of the kind, at 
Croydon. But I suppose there’ll be no need for him to 
think of that now.” 

“Surely not!” 

“Oh, there’s no saying.” 

“Why should he do work of that kind now 

“Perhaps his wife will tell him that she wants her 
money all for herself.” 

Marian laughed. It was very rarely that Jasper had 
heard her laugh at all, and never so spontaneously as this. 
He liked the music. 

“You haven’t a very good opinion of Mrs. Reardon,” 
she said. 

_ “She is a difficult person to judge. I never disliked 
her, by any means; but she was decidedly out of place 
as the wife of a struggling author. Perhaps I have been 
a little prejudiged against her since Reardon quarrelled 
with me on her account.” 

Marian was astonished at this unlooked-for explanation 
of the rupture between Milvain and his friend. That 
they had. not seen each other for some months she knew 
from Jasper himself, but no definite cause had been as- 
signed, 

“T may as well let you know all about it,’ Milvain con- 
tinued, seeing that he had disconcerted the girl, as he 
meant to. “I met Reardon not long after they had parted, 
and he charged me with being in great part the cause of 
his troubles.” 

The listener did not raise her eyes. 

“You would never imagine what my fault was. Rear- 
don declared that the tone of my conversation had been 
morally injurious to his wife. He said I was always 
glorifying worldly success, and that this had made her 


discontented with her lot. Sounds rather ludicrous, don’t 
you think ?” 
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“Tt was very strange.” 

“Reardon was in desperate earnest, poor fellow. And, 
to tell you the truth, I fear there may have been some- 
thing in his complaint. I told him at once that I should 
henceforth keep away from Mrs. Edmund Yule’s; and 
so I have done, with the result, of course, that they sup- 
pose I condemn Mrs. Reardon’s behaviour. The affair 
was a nuisance, but I had no choice, I think.” 

“You say that perhaps your talk really was harmful 
eovher?”” 

“It may have been, though such a danger never oc- 
curred to me.” 

“Then Amy must be very weak-minded.” 

“To be influenced by such a paltry fellow?” 

“To be influenced by anyone in such a way.” 

“You think the worse of me for this story?” Jasper 
asked. 

“T don’t quite understand it. How did you talk to 
bern 

“As I talk to everyone. You have heard me say the 
same things many a time. I simply declare my opinion 
that the end of literary work—unless one is a man of 
genius—is to secure comfort and repute. This doesn’t 
seem to me very scandalous. But Mrs. Reardon was 
perhaps too urgent in repeating such views to her husband. 
She saw that in my case they were likely to have solid 
results, and it was a misery to her that Reardon couldn’t 
or wouldn’t work in the same practical way.” 

“Tt was very unfortunate.” 

“And you are inclined to blame me?” 

“No; because I am so sure that you only spoke in the 
way natural to you, without a thought of such conse- 


quences.” 

Jasper smiled. 

“That’s precisely the truth. Nearly all men who have 
their way to make think as I do, but most feel obliged 
to adopt a false tone, to talk about literary conscientious- 
ness, and so on. I simply say what I think, with no pre- 
tences_ I should like to be conscientious, but it’s a luxury 
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I can’t afford. I’ve told you all this often enough, you 
know.” 

ONT Ec? 

“But it hasn’t been morally injurious to you,” he said 
with a laugh. 3 

“Not at all. Still I don’t like it.” 

Jasper was startled. He gazed at her. Ought he, 
then, to have dealt with her less frankly? Had he been 
mistaken in thinking that the unusual openness of his 
talk was attractive to her? She spoke with quite un- 
‘accustomed decision; indeed, he had noticed from her 
entrance that there was something unfamiliar in her way 
of conversing. She was so much more self-possessed 
than of wont, and did not seem to treat him with the same 
deference, the same subdual of her own personality. 

“You don’t like it?” he repeated calmly. “It has be-. 
come rather tiresome to you?” 

“T feel sorry that you should always represent yourself 
in an unfavourable light.” 

He was an acute man, but the self-confidence with 
which he had entered upon this dialogue, his conviction 
that he had but to speak when: he wished to receive as- 
surance of Marian’s devotion, prevented him from under- 
standing the tone of independence she had suddenly 
adopted. With more modesty he would have felt more 
subtly at this juncture, would have divined that the 
girl had an exquisite pleasure in drawing back now that 
she saw him approaching her with unmistakable purpose, 
that she wished to be wooed in less off-hand fashion before 
confessing what was in her heart. For the moment he 
was disconcerted. Those last words of hers had a slight 
tone of superiority, the last thing he would have expected 
upon her lips. 

“Yet I surely haven’t always appeared so—to you?” 
he said. 

“No, not always.” 

“But you are in doubt concerning the real man?” 

“I’m not sure that I understand you. You say that — 
you do really think as you speak.” 

“So Ido. I think that there is no choice for a man 
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who can’t bear poverty. I have never said, though, that 
I had pleasure in mean necessities; I accept them be- 
cause I can’t help it.” 

It was a delight to Marian to observe the anxiety with 
which he turned to self-defence. Never in her life had 
she felt this joy of holding a position of command. It 
was nothing to her that Jasper valued her more because 
of her money; impossible for it to be otherwise. Satis- 
fied that he did value her, to begin with, for her own 
sake, she was very willing to accept money as her ally in 
the» winning of his love. He scarcely loved her yet, as 
she understood the feeling, but she perceived her power 
over him, and passion taught her how to exert it. 

“But you resign yourself very cheerfully to the neces- 
sity,’ she said, looking at him with merely intellectual 
eyes. 

“You had rather I lamented my fate in not being able 
to devote myself to nobly unremunerative work?” 

There was a note of irony here. It caused her a 
tremor, but she held her position. 

“That you never do so would make one think—but I 
won't speak unkindly.” 

“That I neither care for good work nor am capable of 
it,’ Jasper finished her sentence. “I shouldn’t have 
- thought it would make you think so.” 

Instead of replying she turned her look towards the 
door. There was a footstep on the stairs, but it passed. 

“T thought it might be Dora,” she said. 

“She won’t be here for another couple of heurs at 
least,” replied Jasper with a slight smile. 

“But you said ia 

“T sent her to Mrs. Boston Wright’s that I might 
have an opportunity of talking to you. Will you forgive 
the stratagem ?” 

Marian resumed her former attitude, the faintest smile 
hovering about her lips. : 

“I’m glad there’s plenty of time,” he continued. “I 
begin to suspect that you have heen misunderstanding me 
of late. I must set that right.” 

“IT don’t think I have misunderstood you.” 
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“That may mean something very disagreeable. I know 
that some people whom I esteem have a very poor opinion 
of me, but I can’t allow you to be one of them, What 
do I seem to you? What is the result on your mind 
of all our conversations?’ 

“T have already told you.” 

“Not seriously. Do you believe I am capable of gen- 
erous feeling?” 

“To say no, would be to put you in the lowest class 
of men, and that a very small one.” 

“Good! Then I am not among the basest. But that 
doesn’t give me very distinguished claims upon your 
consideration. Whatever I am, I aim high in some of 
my ambitions.” ; 

“Which of them?” 

“For instance, I have been daring enough to hope that 
you might love me.” 

Marian delayed for a moment, then said quietly : 

“Why do you call that daring?” 

“Because I have enough of old-fashioned thought to 
believe that a woman who is worthy of a man’s love is 
higher than he, and condescends in giving herself to 
him.” 

His voice was not convincing; the phrase did not sound 
natural on his lips. It was not thus that she had hoped 
to hear him speak. Whilst he expressed himself thus 
conventionally he did not love her as she desired to be 
loved. 

“T don’t hold that view,” she said. 

“Tt doesn’t surprise me. You are very reserved on 
all subjects, and we have never spoken of this, but of 
course I know that your thought is never commonplace. 
Hold what view you like of woman’s position, that doesn’t 
affect mine.” . 

“Is yours commonplace, then?” 

“Desperately. Love is a very old and common thing, 
and I believe I love you in the old and common way. I 
think you beautiful, you seem to me womanly in the best 
sense, full of charm and sweetness. I know myself a 
coarse being in comparison. All this has been felt and 
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said in the same way by men infinite in variety. Must 
I find some new expression before you cambelieve me? 

Marian kept silence. 

“I know what you are thinking,” he said. “The thought 
is as inevitable as my consciousness of it.” 

For an instant she looked at him. 

“Yes, you look the thought. Why have I not spoken 
to you in this way before? Why have I waited until 
you are obliged to suspect my sincerity?” 

“My thought is not so easily read, then,’”’ said Marian. 

“To be sure it hasn’t a gross form, but I know you 
wish—whatever your real feeling towards me—that I 
had spoken a fortnight ago. You would wish that of 
any man in my position, merely because it is painful to 
you to see a possible insincerity. Well, I am not insin- 
cere. I have thought of you as of no other woman for 
some time. But—yes, you shall have the plain, coarse 
truth, which is good in its way, no dovbt. I was afraid 
to say that I loved you. You don’t flinch; so far, so 
good. Now what harm is there in this confession? In 
the common course of things I, shouldn’t be in a position 
to marry for perhaps three or four years, and even then 
marriage would mean difficulties, restraints, obstacles. I 
have always dreaded the thought of marriage with a poor 
income. You remember ? 


Love in a hut, with water and a crust, 
Is—Love forgive us!—cinders, ashes, dust. 


You know that is true.” 


“Not always, I dare say.” 
“But for the vast majority of mortals. There’s the 


instance of the Reardons. They were in love with each 
other, if ever two people were; but poverty ruined every- 
thing. I am not in the confidence of either of them, 
but I feel sure each has wished the other dead. What 
else was to be expected? Should I have dared to take 
a wife in my present circumstances—a wife as poor as 


myself ?” if Re 
“You will be in a much better position before long, 
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said Marian. “If you loved me, why should you have 
been afraid to.ask me to have confidence in your future?” 

“Tt’s all so uncertain. It may be another ten years 
before I can count on an income of five or six hundred 
pounds—if I have to struggle on in the common way.” 

“But tell me, what is your aim in life? What do you 
understand by success?” 

“Yes, I will tell you. My aim is to have easy command 
of all the pleasures desired by a cultivated man. I want 
to live among beautiful things, and never to be troubled by 
a thought of vulgar difficulties. I want to travel and en- 
rich my mind in foreign countries. I want to associate 
on equal terms with refined and interesting people. I 
want to be known, to be familiarly referred to, to feel 
when I enter a room that people regard me with some 
curiosity.” ; 

He looked steadily at her with bright eyes. 

“And that’s all?” asked Marian. 

“That is very much. Perhaps you don’t know how I 
suffer in feeling myself at a disadvantage. My instincts 
are strongly social, yet I,can’t be at my ease in society, 
simply because I can’t do justice to myself. Want of 
money makes me the inferior of the people I talk with, 
though I might be superior to them in most things. I 
am ignorant in many ways, and merely because I am 
poor. Imagine my never having been out of England! 
It shames me when people talk familiarly of the Con- 
tinent. So with regard to all manner of amusements and 
pursuits at home. Impossible for me to appear among 
my acquaintances at the theatre, at concerts. I am per- 
petually at a disadvantage; I haven’t fair play. Sup- 
pose me possessed of money enough to live a full and 
active life for the next five years; why, at the end of 
that time my position would be secure. To him that 
hath shall be given—you know how universally true 
that is.” 

“And yet,” came in a low voice from Marian, “you 
say that you love me.” 

“You mean that I speak as if no such thing as love 
existed. But you asked me what I understood by suc- 
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cess. I am speaking of worldly things. Now suppose I had 
said to you: My one aim and desire in life is to win 
your love. Could you have believed me? Such phrases 
are always untrue; I don’t know how it can give any- 
one pleasure to hear them. But if I say to you: All the 
satisfactions I have described would be immensely 
heightened if they were shared with a woman who loved 
me—there is the simple truth.” 

Marian’s heart sank. She did not want truth such as 
this; she would have preferred that he should utter the 
poor, common falsehoods. Hungry for passionate love, 
she heard with a sense of desolation all this calm reason- 
ing. That Jasper was of cold temperament she had often 
feared; yet there was always the consoling thought that 
she did not see with perfect clearness into his nature. 
Now and then had come a flash, a hint of possibilities. 
She had looked forward with trembling eagerness to some 
sudden revelation; but it seemed as if he knew no word 
of the language which would have called such joyous 
response from her expectant soul. 

“We have talked for a long time,” she said, turning 
her head as if his last words were of no significance. 
“As Dora is not coming, I think I will go now.” 

She rose, and went towards the chair on which lay her 
- out-of-door things. At once Jasper stepped to her side. 
“You will go without giving me any answer?” 
“Answer? To what?” 

“Will you be my wife?” 

“Tt is too soon to ask me that.” 

“Too soon?, Haven’t you known for months that I 
thought of you with far more than friendliness?” 

“How was it possible I should know that? You have 
explained to me why you would not let your real feelings 
be understood.” u 

The reproach was merited, and not easy to be out- 
faced. He turned away for an instant, then with a sudden 
movement caught both her hands. 

“Whatever I have done or said or thought in the past, 
that is of no account now. I love you, Marian. I want 
you to be my wife. I have never seen any other girl who 
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impressed me as you did from the first. If I had been 
weak enough to try to win anyone but you, I should have 
known that I had turned aside from the path of my 
true happiness. Let us forget for a moment all our 
circumstances. I hold your hands, and look into your 
face, and say that I love you. Whatever answer you 
give, I love you!” 

Till now her heart had only fluttered a little; it was a 
great part of her distress that the love she had so long 
nurtured seemed shrinking together into some far corner 
of her being whilst she listened to the discourses which 
prefaced Jasper’s declaration. She was nervous, pain- 
fully self-conscious, touched with maidenly shame, but 
could not abandon herself to that delicious emotion which 
ought to have been the fulfilment of all her secret imagin- 
ings. Now at length there began a throbbing in her 
bosom. Keeping her face averted, her eyes cast-down, 
she waited for a repetition of the note that was in that 
last “I love you.” She felt a change in the hands that 
held hers—a warmth, a moist softness; it caused a shock 
through her veins. 

He was trying to draw her nearer, but she kept at full 
arm’s length and looked irresponsive. 

“Marian?” 

She wished to answer, but a spirit of perversity held 
her tongue. 

“Marian, don’t you love me? Or have I offended you 
by my way of speaking?” 

Persisting, she at length withdrew her hands. Jasper’s 
face expressed something like dismay. 

“You have not offended me,” she said. “But I am 
not sure that you don’t deceive yourself in thinking, for 
the moment, that I am necessary to your happiness.” 

The emotional current which had passed from her 
flesh to his whilst their hands were linked made him 
incapable of standing aloof from her. He saw that her 
face and neck were warmer hued, and her beauty became 
more desirable to him than ever yet. 

“You are more to me than anything else in the com- 
pass of life!’ he exclaimed, again pressing forward. “I 
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think of nothing but you—you yourself—my beautiful, 
gentle, thoughtful Marian!” 

His arm captured her, and she did not resist. A sob, 
then a strange little laugh, betrayed the passion that 
was at length unfolded in her. 

“You do love me, Marian?” 

“T love you.” 

And there followed the antiphony of ardour that finds 
its first utterance—a subdued music, often interrupted, 
ever returning upon the same rich note. 

Marian closed her eyes and abandoned herself to the 
luxury of the dream. It was her first complete escape _ 
from the world of intellectual routine, her first taste of 
life. All the pedantry of her daily toil slipped away like 
a cumbrous garment; she was clad only in her woman- 
hood. Once or twice a shudder of strange self-conscious- 
ness went through her, and she felt guilty, immodest; 
but upon that sensation followed a surge of passionate 
joy, obliterating memory and forethought. 

“How shall I see you?” Jasper asked at length. “Where 
can we meet?” 

It was a difficulty. The season no longer allowed linger- 
ings under the open sky, but Marian could not go to his 
lodgings, and it seemed impossible for him to visit her 
at her home. ° - ; 

“Will your father persist in unfriendliness to me?” 

She was only just beginning to reflect on all that was 
involved in this new relation. 

“T have no hope that he will change,” she said sadly. 

“He will refuse to countenance your marriage?” 

“T shall disappoint him and grieve him bitterly. He 
has asked me to use my money in starting a new review.” 

“Which he is to edit?” 

“Yes. Do you think there would be any hope of its 
success ?” 

Jasper shook his head. 

“Vour father is not the man for that, Marian. I don’t 
say it disrespectfully ; I mean that he doesn’t seem to me 
to have that kind of aptitude. It would be a disastrous 


speculation.” 
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“T felt that. Of course I can’t think of it now.” 

She smiled, raising her face to his. 

“Don’t trouble,” said Jasper. “Wait a little, till I have 
made myself independent of Fadge and a few other men, 
and vour father shall see how helirtily I wish to be of use 
to him. He will miss your help, I’m afraid?” 

“Ves. I shall feel it a cruelty when I have to leave 
him. He has only just told me that his sight.is beginning 
to fail. Oh, why didn’t his brother leave him a little 
money? It was such unkindness! Surely he had a 
much better right than Amy, or than myself either. But 
literature has been a curse to father all his life. Mvy uncle 
hated it, and I suppose that was why he left father noth- 
ing. 

“But how am.I to see you often? That’s the first ques- 
tion. I know what I shall do. I mus’ take new lodgings, 
for the girls and myself, all in the same house. We must 
have two sitting-rooms; then you will come to my room 
without any difficulty. These astonishing proprieties are 
so easily satisfied after all.” 

“You will really do that?” 

“Yes. I shall go and look for rooms to-morrow. Then 
when you come you can alwavs ask for Maud or Dora, 
you know. They will be very glad of a change to more 
respectable quarters.” 

“I won't stay to see them now, Tasper,” said Marian, 
her thoughts turning to the girls. 

“Very well. You are safe for another hour, but to 
make certain you shall go at a quarter to five. Your 
mother won't be against us?” : 

“Poor mother—no. But she won’t dare to justify me 
before father.” 

“I feel as if I should play a mean part in leaving it to 
you to tell your father. Marian, I will brave it out and 
go and see him.” 

“Oh, it would be better not to.” 

“Then I will write to him—such a letter as he can’t 
possibly take in ill part.” 

Marian pondered this proposal. 
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“You shall do that, Jasper, if you are willing. But 
not yet; presently.” 

“You. don’t wish him to know at once?” 

“We had better wait a little. You know,” she added 
laughing, “that my legacy is only in name mine as yet. 
The will hasn’t been proved. And then the money will 
have to be realised.” ee 

She informed him of the details; Jasper listened with 
his.eyes on the ground. 

They were now sitting on chairs drawn close to each 
other. It was with a sense of relief that Jasper had 
passed from dithyrambs to conversation on practical 
points; Marian’s excited sensitiveness could not but ob- 
serve this, and she kept watching the motions of his 
countenance. At length he even let go her hand. 

“You would prefer,” he said reflectively, “that nothing 
should be said to your father until that business is 
finished ?” 

“If you consent to it.” 

“Oh, I have no doubt it’s as well.” 

Her little phrase of self-subjection, and its tremulous 
tone, called for another answer than this. Jasper fell 
again into thought, and clearly it was thought of prac- 
tical things. 

“T think I must go now, Jasper,” she said. 

“Must you? Well, if you had rather.” 

He rose, though she was still seated. Marian moved 
a few steps away, but turned and approached him again. 

“Do you really love me?” she asked, taking one of his 
hands and folding it between her own. 

“T do indeed love you, Marian. Are you still doubt- 
ful?” 

“You're not sorry that I must go?” 

“But I am, dearest. I wish we could sit here undis- 
turbed all through the evening.” 

Her touch had the same effect as before. His blood 
warmed again, and he pressed her to his side, stroking 
her hair and kissing her forehead. 

“Are you sorry I wear my hair short?’ she asked, 
longing for more praise than he had bestowed on her. 
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“Sorry? It is perfect. Everything else seems vulgar 
compared with this way of yours. How strange you 
would look with plaits and that kind of thing!” - 

“T am so glad it pleases you.” 

“There is nothing in you that doesn’t please me, my 
thoughtful girl.” 

“You called me that before. Do I seem so very thought- 
ful >?” 

“So grave, and sweetly reserved, and with eyes so 
full of meaning.” 

She quivered with delight, her face hidden against his 
breast. 

“T seem to be new-born, Jasper. Everything in the 
world is new to me, and I am strange to myself. I have 
never known an hour of happiness till now, and I can’t 
believe yet that it has come to me.” 

She at length attired herself, and they left the house 
together, of course not unobserved by the landlady. Jasper 
walked about half the way to St. Pauls Crescent. It was 
arranged that he should address a letter for her to the 
care of his sisters; but in a day or two the change of 
lodgings would be effected. 

When they had parted, Marian looked back. But 
Jasper was walking quickly away, his head bent, in pro- 
found meditation. 


Yel 


CHAPTER XXV 
A FRUITLESS MEETING 


ReruceE from despair is often found in the passion of 
self-pity and that spirit of obstinate resistance which it 
engenders. In certain natures the extreme of self-pity. is 
intolerable, and leads to self-destruction; but there are 
less fortunate beings whom the vehemence of their revolt 
against fate strengthens to endure in suffering. These 
latter are rather imaginative than passionate; the stages 
of their woe impress them as the acts of a drama, which 
they cannot bring themselves to cut short, so various are 
the possibilities of its dark motive. The intellectual man 
who kills himself is most often brought to that decision 
by conviction of his insignificance; self-pity merges in 
self-scorn, and the humiliated soul is intolerant of ex- 
istence. He who survives under like conditions does so 
because misery magnifies him in his own estimate. 

It was by force of commiserating his own lot that 
Edwin Reardon continued to live through the first month 
after his parting from Amy. Once or twice a week, some- 
times early in the evening, sometimes at midnight or later, 
he haunted the street at Westbourne Park where his wife 
was dwelling, and on each occasion he returned to his 
garret with a fortified sense of the injustice to which he 
was submitted, of revolt against the circumstances which 
had driven him into outer darkness, of bitterness against 
his wife for saving her own comfort rather than share 
his downfall. At times he was not far from that state 
of sheer distraction which Mrs. Edmund Yule preferred 
to suppose that he had reached. An extraordinary ar- 
rogance now and then possessed: him; he stood amid his 
poor surroundings with the sensations of an outraged 
exile, and laughed aloud in furious contempt of all who 


censured or pitied him. 
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On hearing from Jasper Milvain that Amy had fallen 
ill, or at all events was suffering in health from what she 
had gone through, he felt a momentary pang which all 
but determined him to hasten to her side. The reaction 
was a feeling of distinct pleasure that she had her share 
of pain, and even a hope that her illness might become 
grave; he pictured himself summoned to her sick-chamber, 
imagined her begging his forgiveness. But it was not 
merely, nor in great part, a malicious satisfaction; he 
succeeded in believing that Amy suffered because she still 
had a remnant of love for him. As the days went by 
and he heard nothing, disappointment and resentment oc- 
cupied him. At length he ceased to haunt the neighbour- 
hood. His desires grew sullen; he became fixed in the 
resolve to hold entirely apart and doggedly await the issue. 

At the end of each month he sent half the money he had 
received from Carter, simply enclosing postal orders in 
an envelope addressed to his wife. The first two re- 
mittances were in no way acknowledged; the third brought 
a short note from Amy: 


“As you continue to send these sums of money, I had 
perhaps better let you know that I cannot use them for 
any purposes of my own. Perhaps a sense of duty leads 
you to make this sacrifice, but I am afraid it‘is more 
likely that you wish to remind me every month that you 
are undergoing privations, and to pain me in this way. 
What you have sent I have deposited in the Post Office 


Savings’ Bank in Willie’s name, and I shall continue to 
do so.—A. R.” 


For a day or two Reardon persevered in an intention of 
not replying, but the desire to utter his turbid feelings 
became in the end too strong. He wrote: 


“I regard it as quite natural that you should put the 
worst interpretation on whatever I do. As for my priva- 
tions, I think very little of them; they are a trifle in com- 
parison with the thought that I am forsaken just because 
my pocket is empty. And I am far indeed from thinking 
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that you can be pained by whatever I may undergo; that 
would suppose some generosity in your nature.” 


This was no sooner posted than he would gladly have 
recalled it. He knew that it was undignified, that it con- 
tained as many falsehoods as lines, and he was ashamed 
of himself for having written so. But he could not pen 
a letter of retractation, and there remained with him a new 
cause of exasperated wretchedness. . e 

Excepting -he people with whom he came in contact at 
the hospital, he had no society but that of Biffen. The 
realist visited him once a week, and this friendship grew 
closer than it had been in the time of Reardon’s pros- 
perity. Biffen was a man of so much natural delicacy, 
that there was a pleasure in imparting to him the de- 
tails of private sorrow; though profoundly sympathetic, 
he did his best to oppose Reardon’s harsher judgments - 
of Amy, and herein he gave his friend a satisfaction which 
might not be avowed. 

“T really do not see,’’ he exclaimed, as they sat in the 
garret one night of midsummer, “how your wife could 
have acted otherwise. Of course I am quite unable to 
judge the attitude of her mind, but I think, I can’t help 
thinking, from what I knew of her, that there has been 
strictly a misunderstanding between you. It was a hard 
and miserable thing that she should have to leave you for 
a time, and you couldn’t face the necessity in a just spirit. 
Don’t you think there’s some truth in this way of looking 
at ite 

“As a woman, it was her part to soften the hateful 
necessity ; she made it worse.” 

“I’m not sure that you don’t demand too much of her. 
Unhappily, I know little or nothing of delicately-bred 
women, but I have a suspicion that one oughtn’t to expect 
heroism in them, any more than in the women of the 
lower classes. J think of women as creatures to be pro- 
tected. Is a man justified in asking them to be stronger 
than himself?” 


¢ 
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“Of course,’ replied Reardon, “there’s no use in de- 
manding more than a character is capable of. ‘But I be- 
lieved her of finer stuff. My bitterness comes of the. 
disappointment.” 

“I suppose there were faults of temper on both sides, 
and you saw at last only each other’s weaknesses.” 

“T saw the truth, which had always been disguised from 
atie.” 

Biffen persisted in looking doubtful, and in secret 
Reardon thanked him for it. 

As the realist progressed with his novel, “Mr. Bailey, 
Grocer,” he read the chapters to Reardon, not only for 
his own satisfaction, but in great part because he hoped 
that this example of productivity might in the end en- 
courage the listener to resume his own literary tasks, 
Reardon found much to criticise in his friend’s work; it 
was noteworthy that he objected and condemned with 
much less hesitation than in his better days, for sensitive 
reticence is one of the virtues wont to be assailed by 
suffering, at all events in the weaker natures. Biffen 
purposely urged these discussions as far as possible, and 
doubtless they benefited Reardon for the time; but the 
defeated novelist could not be induced to undertake an- 
other practical illustration of his own views. Occasion- 
ally he had an impulse to plan a story, but an hour’s turn- 
ing it over in his mind sufficed to disgust him. His ideas 
seemed barren, vapid; it would have been impossible for 
him to write a half a dozen pages, and the mere thought 
of a whole book overcame him with the dread of insur- 
mountable difficulties, immeasurable toil. 

In time, however, he was able to read. He had a 
pleasure in contemplating the little collection of sterling 
books that alone remained to him from his library; the 
sight of many volumes would have been a weariness, but 
these few—when he was again able to think of books 
at all—were as friendly countenances. He could not read 
continuously, but sometimes he opened his Shakespeare, for 
instance, and dreamed over a page or two. From such 
glimpses there remained in his head a line or a short 
passage, which he kept repeating to himself wherever 
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he went: generally some example of sweet or sonorous 
metre which had a soothing effect upon him. 

With odd result on one occasion. He was walking in 
one of the back streets of Islington, and stopped idly to 
gaze into the window of some small shop. Standing 
thus, he forgot himself, and presently recited aloud: 


“Cesar, tis his schoolmaster: 
An argument that he is pluck’d, when hither 
He sends so poor a pinion of his wing, 
Which had superfluous kings for messengers 
Not many moons gone by.” 


The last two lines he uttered a second time, enjoying 
their magnificent sound, and then was brought back to 
consciousness by the loud mocking laugh of two men 
standing close by, who evidently looked upon him as a 
strayed lunatic. 

He kept one suit of clothes for his hours of attendance 
at the hospital; it was still decent, and with much care 
would remain so for a long time. That which he wore 
at home and in his street wanderings declared poverty at 
every point; it had been discarded before he left the old 
abode. In his present state of mind he cared nothing 
how disreputable he looked to passers-by. These seedy 
habiliments were the token of his degradation, and at times 


he regarded them (happening to see himself in a shop 


mirror) with pleasurable contempt. The same spirit often 
led him for a meal to the poorest of eating-houses, places 
where he rubbed elbows with ragged creatures who had 
somehow obtained the price of a cup of coffee and a 
slice of bread and butter. He liked to contrast himself 
with these comrades in misfortune. “This is the rate at 


‘which the world esteems me; I am worth no better pro- 


vision than this.” Or else, instead of emphasising the 
contrast, he defiantly took a place among the miserables 
of the nether world, and nursed hatred of all who were 
well-to-do. 

One of these he desired to regard with gratitude, but 
found it difficult to support that feeling. Carter, the 
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vivacious, though at first perfectly unembarrassed in his 
relations with the City Road clerk, gradually exhibited a 
change of demeanour. Reardon occasionally found the 
young man’s eye fixed upon him with a singular expres- 
sion, and the secretary’s talk, though still as a rule genial, 
was wont to suffer curious interruptions, during which he 
seemed to be musing on something Reardon had said, 
or on some point of his behaviour. The explanation of 
this was that Carter had begun to think there might be 
a foundation for Mrs. Yule’s hypothesis—that the novel- 
ist was not altogether in his sound senses. At first he 
scouted the idea, but as time went on it seemed to him that 
Reardon’s countenance certainly had a gaunt wildness 
which suggested disagreeable things. Especially did he 
remark this after his return from an August holiday in 
Norway. On coming for the first time to the City Road 
branch he sat down and began to favour Reardon with a 
lively description of how he had enjoyed himself abroad; 
it never occurred to him that such talk was not likely to 
enspirit the man who had passed his August between the 
garret and the hospital, but he observed before long that 
his listener was glancing hither and thither in rather a 
strange way. 

“You haven’t been ill since I saw you?” he inquired. 

-Oh no” 

“But you look as if you might have been. I say, we 
must manage for you to have a fortnight off, you know, 
this month.” 

“T have no wish for it,” said Reardon. “I'll imagine 
I have been to Norway. It has done me good to hear 
of your holiday.” 

“T’m glad of that; but it isn’t quite the same thing, you 
know, as having a run somewhere yourself.” 

“Oh, much better! To enjoy myself may be mere self- 
ishness, but to enjoy another’s enjoyment is the purest 
satisfaction, good for body and soul. I am cultivating 
altruism.” 

“What's that ?” 

“A highly rarefied form of happiness. The curious 
thing about it is that it won’t grow unless you have just 


A FRUITLESS MEETING 363 


twice as much faith in it as is required for assent to the 
Athanasian Creed.” 

~Oht? 

Carter went away more than puzzled. He told his 
wife that evening that Reardon had been talking to him 
in the most extraordinary fashion, not understanding a 
word he said. 

All this time he was on the look-out for employment 
that would be more suitable to his unfortunate clerk. 
Whether slightly demented or not, Reardon gave no sign 
of inability to discharge his duties; he was conscientious 
as ever, and might, unless he changed greatly, be relied 
upon in positions of more responsibility than his present 
one. And at length, early in October, there came to the 
secretary’s knowledge an opportunity with which he lost 
no time in acquainting Reardon. The latter repaired that 
evening to Clipstone Street, and climbed to Biffen’s cham- 
ber. He entered with a cheerful look, and exclaimed: 

“T have just invented a riddle; see if you can guess it. 
Why is a London lodging-house like the human body?” 

Biffen looked with some concern at his friend, so un- 
wonted was a sally of this kind. 

“Why is a London lodging-house 
least idea.” 

“Because the brains are always at the top. Not bad, 
I think, eh?” 

“Well, no; it’ll pass. Distinctly professional though. 
The general public would fail to see the point, I’m afraid. 
But what has come to you?” 

“Good tidings. Carter has offered me a place which 
will be a decided improvement. A house found—or 
rooms, at all events—and salary a hundred and fifty a 
year.” 

“By Plutus! That’s good hearing. Some duties at- 
tached, I suppose?” 

“’'m afraid that was inevitable, as things go. It’s the 
secretaryship of a home for destitute boys at Croydon. 
The post is far from a sinecure, Carter assures me, 
There’s a great deal of ‘purely secretarial work, and there’s 
a great deal of practical work, some of it rather rough, 


? Haven’t the 
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I fancy. It seems doubtful whether I am exactly the 
man. The present holder is a burly fellow over six feet 
high, delighting in gymnastics, and rather fond of a fight 
now and then when opportunity offers. But he is depart- 
ing at Christmas—going somewhere as a missionary ; and 
I can have the place if I choose.” 

“As I suppose you do?” 

“Ves. I shall try it, decidedly.” 

Biffen waited a little, then asked: 

“T suppose your wife will go with you?” 

“There’s no saying.” 

Reardon tried to answer indifferently, but it could be 
seen that he was agitated between hopes and fears. 

“You'll ask her, at all events?” 

“Oh yes,” was the half-absent reply. 

“But surely there can be no doubt that she'll come. 
A hundred and fifty a year, without rent to pay. Why, 
that’s affluence!” 

“The rooms I might occupy are in the home itself. 
Amy won’t take very readily to a dwelling of that kind. 
And Croydon isn’t the most inviting locality.” 

“Close to delightful country.” 

“Yes, yes; but Amy doesn’t care about that.” 

“You misjudge her, Reardon. You are too harsh. I 
implore you not to lose the chance of setting all right 
again! If only you could be put into my position for a 
moment, and then be offered the companionship of such a 
wife as yours!” 

Reardon listened with a face of lowering excitement. 

“T should be perfectly within my rights,’ he said 
sternly, “if I merely told her when I have taken the 
position, and let her ask me to take her back—if she 
wishes.” 

“You have changed a great deal this last year,” re- 
plied Biffen, shaking his head, “a great deal. I hope 
to see you your old self again before long. I should 
have declared it impossible for you to become so rugged. 
Go and see your wife, there’s a good fellow.” 

“No; I shall write to-her.” — 

“Go and see her, I beg you! No good ever came of 
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letter-writing between two people who have misunder- 
stood each other. Go to Westbourne Park to-morrow. 
And be reasonable; be more than reasonable. The hap- 
piness of your life depends on what you do now. Be 
content to forget whatever wrong has been done you. 
To think that a man should need persuading to win back 
such a wife!” 

In truth, there needed little persuasion. Perverseness, 
one of the forms or issues of self-pity, made him strive 
against his desire, and caused him to adopt a tone of 
acerbity in excess of what he felt; but already he had 
made up his mind to see Amy. Even if this excuse had 
not presented itself, he must very soon have yielded to 
the longing for a sight of his wife’s face which day by 
day increased among all the conflicting passions of which: 
he was the victim. A month or two ago, when the sum- 
mer sunshine made his confinement to the streets a daily 
torture, he convinced himself that there remained in him 
no trace of his love for Amy; there were moments when 
he thought of her with repugnance, as a cold, selfish 
woman, who had feigned affection when it seemed her in- 
terest to do so, but brutally declared her true self when 
there was no longer anything to be hoped from him. That 
was the self-deception of misery. Love, even passion, 
was still alive in the depths of his being; the animation 
with which he sped to his friend as soon as a new hope 
had risen was the best proof of his feeling. 

He went home and wrote to Amy. 


“T have a reason for wishing to see you. Will you 
have the kindness to appoint an hour on Sunday morning 
when I can speak with you in private? It must be under- 
stood that I shall see no one else.” 


She would receive this by the first post to-morrow, 
Saturday, and doubtless would let him hear in reply some 
time in the afternoon. Impatience allowed him little sleep, 
and the next day was a long weariness of waiting. The 
evening he would have to spend at the hospital ; if there 
came no reply before the time of his leaving home, he 
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knew not how he should compel himself to the ordinary 
routine of work. Yet the hour came, and he had heard 
nothing. He was tempted to go at once to Westbourne 
Park, but reason prevailed with him. When he again 
entered the house, having walked at his utmost speed 
from the City Road, the letter lay waiting for him; it 
had been pushed beneath his door, and when he struck 
a match he found that one of his feet was upon the white 
envelope. 

Amy wrote that she would be at home at eleven to- 
morrow morning. Not another word. 

In all probability she knew of the offer that had been 
made to him; Mrs. Carter would have told her. Was it 
of good or of ill omen that she wrote only these half- 
dozen words? Half through the night he plagued him- 
self with suppositions, now thinking that her brevity prom- 
ised a welcome, now that she wished to warn him 
against expecting anything but a cold, offended demean- 
our. At seven he was dressed; two hours and a half 
had to be killed before he could start on his walk west- 
ward. He would have wandered about the streets, but it 
rained. 

He had made himself as decent as possible in appear- 
ance, but he must necessarily seem an odd Sunday visitor 
at a house such as Mrs. Yule’s. His soft felt hat, never 
brushed for months, was a greyish green, and stained 
round the band with perspiration. His necktie was dis- 
coloured and worn. Coat and waistcoat might pass muster, 
but of the trousers the less said the better. One of his 
boots was patched, and both were all but heelless. 

Very well; let her see him thus. Let her understand 
what it meant to live on twelve and sixpence a week. 

Though it was cold and wet he could not put on his 
overcoat. Three years ago it had been a fairly good ulster; 
at present, the edges of the sleeves were frayed, two but- 
tons were missing, and the original hue of the cloth was 
indeterminable. 

At half-past nine he set out and struggled with his 
shabby umbrella against wind and rain. Down Penton- 
ville Hill, up Euston Road, all along Marylebone Road, 
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then north-westwards towards the point of his desti- 
nation. It was a good six miles from the one house to 
the other, but he arrived before the appointed time, and 
had to stray about until the cessation of bell-clanging and 
the striking of clocks told him it was eleven. Then he 
presented himself at the familiar door. 

Cn his asking for Mrs. Reardon, he was at once ad- 
mitted and led up to the drawing-room; the servant did 
not ask his name. 

Then he waited for a minute or two, feeling himself 
a squalid wretch amid the dainty furniture. The door ° 
opened. Amy, in a simple but very becoming dress, ap- 
proached to within a yard of him; after the first glance 
she had averted her eves, and she did not offer to shake 
hands. He saw that his muddy and shapeless boots drew 
her attention. 

“Do you know why I have come?” he asked. 

He meant the tone to be conciliatory, but he could not 
command his voice, and ‘it sounded rough, hostile. 

“T think so,” Amy answered, seating herself gracefully. 
She would have spoken with less dignity but for that 
accent of his. 

“The Carters have told you?” 

“Yes; I have heard about it.” 

There was no promise in her manner. She kept her 
face turned away, and Reardon saw its beautiful profile, 
hard and cold as though in marble. 

“Tt doesn’t interest you at all?” 

“T am glad to hear that a better prospect offers for 
you.” 

He did not sit down, and was holding his rusty hat 
behind his back. 

“You speak as if it in no way concerned yourself. Is 
that what you wish me to understand?” 

“Won't it be better if you tell me why you have come 
here? As‘ you are resolved to find offence in whatever 
I say, I prefer to keep silence. Please to let me know 
why you have asked to see me.” 

Reardon turned abruptly as if to leave her, but checked 
himself at a little distance. 
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Both had come to this meeting prepared for a renewal 
of amity, but in these first few moments each was so 
disagreeably impressed by the look and language of the 
other that a revulsion of feeling undid all the more hope- 
ful effects of their long severance. On entering, Amy 
had meant to offer her hand, but the unexpected meanness 
of Reardon’s aspect shocked and restrained her. All but 
every woman would have experienced that shrinking from 
the livery of poverty. Amy had but to reflect, and she 
understood that her husband could in no wise help this 
shabbiness; when he parted from her his wardrobe was 
already in a long-suffering condition, and how was he to 
have purchased new garments since then? None the less 
such, attire degraded him in her eyes; it symbolised the 
melancholy decline which he had suffered intellectually. 
On Reardon his wife’s elegance had the same repellent 
effect, though this would not have been the case but for 
the expression of her countenance. Had it been possible 
for them to remain together during the first five minutes 
without exchange of words, sympathies might have pre- 
vailed on both sides; the first speech uttered would most 
likely have harmonised with their gentler thoughts. But 
the mischief was done so speedily. 

A man must indeed be graciously endowed if his per- 
sonal appearance can defy the disadvantage of cheap 
modern clothing worn into shapelessness. Reardon had 
no such remarkable physique, and it was not wonderful 
that his wife felt ashamed of him. Strictly ashamed; he 
seemed to her a social inferior; the impression was so 
strong that it resisted all memory of his spiritual qualities. 
She might have anticipated this state of things, and have 
armed herself to encounter it, but somehow she had not 
done so. For more than five months she had been living 
among people who dressed well; the contrast was too 
suddenly forced upon her. She was especially susceptible 
in such matters, and had become none the less so under 
the demoralising influence of her misfortunes. True, she 
soon began to feel ashamed of her shame, but that could 
not annihilate the natural feeling and its results. 

“I don’t love him. I can’t love him.” Thus she spoke 
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to herself, with immutable decision. She had been doubt- 
ful till now, but all doubt was at an end. Had Reardon 
been practical man enough to procure by hook or by 
crook a decent suit of clothes for this interview, that 
ridiculous trifle might have made all the difference in 
what was to result. 

He turned again, and spoke with the harshness of a 
man who feels that he is despised and is determined to 
show an equal contempt. 

“T came to ask you what you propose to do in case 
I go to Croydon.” 

“T have no proposal to make whatever.” 

“That means, then, that you are content to <o on living 
here ?” 

“Tf I have no choice, I must make myself content.” 

“But you have a choice.” 

“None has yet been offered me.” 

“Then I offer it now,’ said Reardon, speaking less 
aggressively. “I shall have a dwelling rent free, and a 
hundred and fifty pounds a year—perhaps it would be 
more in keeping with my station if I say that I shall have 
something less than three pounds a week. You can either 
accept from me half this money, as up to now, or come 
and take your place again as my wife. Please to decide 
what you will do.” 

“T will let you know by letter in a few days.” 

It seemed impossible to her to say she would return, 
yet a refusal to do so involved nothing less than separa- 
tion for the rest of their lives. Postponement of decision 
was her only resource. 

- “T must know at once,” said Reardon. 

“T can’t answer at once.” 

“Tf you don’t, I shall understand you to mean that you 
refuse to come to me. You know the circumstances ; there 
is no reason why you should consult, with anyone else, 
You can answer me immediately if you will.” 

“T don’t wish to answer you immediately,’ Amy replied, 
paling slightly. 

“Then that decides it. When I leave you we are 
strangers to each other.” 
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Amy made a rapid study of his countenance. She had 
never entertained for a moment the supposition that his 
wits were unsettled, but none the less the constant re- 
currence of that idea in her mother’s talk had subtly in- 
fluenced her against her husband. It had confirmed her 
in thinking that his behaviour was inexcusable. And now 
_#t seemed to her that anyone might be justified in holding 
him demented, so reckless was his utterance. It was 
difficult to know him as the man who had loved her so 
devotedly, who was incapable of an unkind word or look. 

“Tf that is what you prefer,” she said, “there must be 
a formal separation. I can’t trust my future to your 
caprice.”” 

“You mean it must be put into the hands of a lawyer.” 

SS¥ES: 1 do.’ 

“That will be the best, no doubt.” 

“Very well; I will speak with my friends about it.” 

“Your friends!” he exclaimed bitterly. “But for those 
friends of yours this would never have happened. I wish 
you had been alone in the world and penniless.” 

“A kind wish, all things considered.” 

“Yes, it is a kind wish. Then your marriage with me 
would have been binding; you would have known that 
my lot was yours, and the knowledge would have helped 
your weakness. I begin to see how much right there is 
on the side of those people who would keep women in 
subjection. You have been allowed to act with independ- 
ence, and the result is that you have ruined my life and 
debased your own. If I had been strong enough to treat 
you as a child, and bid you follow me wherever my own 
fortunes led, it would have been as much better for you 
= for me. I was weak, and I suffer as all weak people 

0. 

“You think it was my duty to share such a home as you 
have at present?” , 

“You know it was. And if the choice had lain be- 
tween that and earning your own livelihood you would 
have thought that even such a poor home might be made 
tolerable. There were possibilities in you of better things 
than will ever come out now.” 
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There followed a silence. Amy sat with her eyes 
gloomily fixed on the carpet; Reardon looked about the 
room, but saw nothing. He had thrown his hat into a 
chair, and his fingers worked nervously together behind 
his back. 

“Will you tell me,” he said at length, “how your posi- 
tion is regarded by these friends of yours? I don’t mean 
your mother and brother, but the people who come to 
this house.” 

“T have not asked such people for their opinion.” 

“Still, I suppose some sort of explanation has been 
necessary in your intercourse with them. How have you 
represented your relations with me?” 

“T can’t see that that concerns you.” 

“In a manner it does. Certainly it matters very little 
to me how I am thought of by people of this kind, but 
one doesn’t like to be reviled without cause. Have you 
allowed it to be supposed that I have made life with me 
intolerable for you?” 

“No, I have not. You insult me by asking the ques- 
tion, but as you don’t seem to understand feelings of that 
kind I may as well answer you simply.” 

“Then have you told them the truth? That I became 
so poor you couldn’t live with me?” 

“T have never said that in so many words, but no doubt 
it is understood. It must be known also that you refused 
to take the step which might have helped you out of your 
difficulties.” 

“What step?” 

She reminded him of his intention to spend half a year 
in working at the seaside. 

“T had utterly forgotten it,” he returned with a mock- 
ing laugh. “That shows how ridiculous such a thing would 
have been.” 

“You are doing no literary work at all?’ Amy asked. 

“Do you imagine that I have the peace of mind neces- 
sary for anything of that sort?” 

This was in a changed voice. It reminded her so 
strongly of her husband before his disasters that she 
could not frame a reply. 


. 


372 NEW GRUB STREET 


‘Do you think I am able to occupy myself with the 
affairs of imaginary people?” 

“T didn’t necessarily mean fiction.” 

“That I can forget myself, then, in the study of litera- 
ture ?—I wonder whether you really think of me like that. 
How, in Heaven’s name, do you suppose I spend my leisure 
time ?” 

She made no answer. 

“Do you think I take this calamity as light-heartedly 
as you do, Amy?” 

“T am far from taking it light-heartedly.” 

“Yet you are in good health. I see no sign that you 
have suffered.” 

She kept silence. Her suffering had been slight enough, 
and chiefly due to considerations of social propriety; but 
she would not avow this, and did not like to make ad- 
mission of it to herself. Before her friends she fre- 
quently affected to conceal a profound sorrow; but so 
long as her child was left to her she was in no danger of 
falling a victim to sentimental troubles. 

“And certainly I can’t believe it,” he continued, “now 
you declare your wish to be formally separated from me.” 

“T have declared no such wish.” 

“Indeed you have. If you can hesitate a moment about 
returning to me when difficulties are at an end, that tells 
me you would prefer final separation.” 

“I hesitate for this reason,’ Amy said after reflecting. 
“You are so very greatly changed from what you used 
to be, that I think it doubtful if I could live with you.” 

“Changed ?—Yes, that is true, I am afraid. But how do 
you think this change will affect my behaviour to you?” 

“Remember how you have been speaking to me.” 

“And you think I should treat you brutally if you came 
into my power?” 

“Not brutally, in the ordinary sense of the word. But 
with faults of temper which I couldn’t bear. I have my 
own faults. I can’t behave as meekly as some women 
can.” 


It was a small concession, but Reardon made much of it. 
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“Did my faults of temper give you any trouble during | 
the first year of our married life?” he asked gently. 

“No,” she admitted. 

“They began to afflict you when I was so hard driven by 
difficulties that I needed all your sympathy, all your for- 
bearance. Did I receive much of either from you, Amy?” 

“T think you did—until you demanded impossible things 
of me.” 

“Tt was always in your power to rule me. What pained 
me worst, and hardened me against you, was that I saw 
you didn’t care to exert your influence. There was never 
a time when | could have resisted a word of yours spoken 
out of your love for me. But even then, I am afraid, you 
no longer loved me, and now f 

He broke off, and stood watching her face. 

“Have you any love for me left?” burst from his lips, 
as if the words all but choked him in the utterance. 

Amy tried to shape some evasive answer, but could say 
nothing. , 

“Ts there ever so small a hope that I might win some 
love from you again?” 

“If you wish me to come and live with you when you 
go to Croydon I will do so.” 

“But that is not answering me, Amy.” 

Lbs all Ica say. , 

“Then you mean that you would sacrifice yourself out 
of—what? Out of pity for me, let us say.” 

“Do you wish to see Willie?’ asked Amy, instead of 
replying. 

“No. It is you I have come to see. The child is noth- 
ing to me, compared with you. It is you, who loved me, 
who became my wife—you only I care about. Tell me 
you will try to be as you used to be. Give me only that 
hope, Amy; I will ask nothing except that, now.” 

“IT can’t say anything except that I will come to Croy- 
don if you wish it.” 

“And reproach me always because you have to live in 
such a place, away from your friends, without a hope of 
the social success which was your dearest ambition?” 

Her practical denial that she loved him wrung this 
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taunt from his anguished heart. He repented the words 
as soon as they were spoken. ne 

“What is the good?” exclaimed Amy in irritation, rising 
and moving away from him. “How can I pretend that 
I look forward to such a life with any hope?” 

He stood in mute misery, inwardly cursing himself and 
his fate. 

“T have said I will come,” she continued, her voice 
shaken with nervous tension. “Ask me or not, as you 
please, when you are ready to go there. I can’t talk 
about it.” 

“T shall not ask you,” he replied. “I will have no woman 
slave dragging out a weary life with me. Either you are 
my willing wife, or you are nothing to me.” 

“T am married to you, and that can’t be undone. I 
repeat that I shan’t refuse to obey you. I shall say no 
more.” 

She moved to a distance, and there seated herself, half 
turned from him. 

“T shall never ask you to come,” said Reardon, breaking 
a short silence. “If our married life is ever to begin again 
it must be of your seeking. Come to me of your own 
will, and I shall never reject you. But I will die in utter 
loneliness rather than ask you again.” 

He lingered a few moments, watching her; she did not 
move. Then he took his hat, went in silence from the 
room, and left the house. 

It rained harder than before. As no trains were run- 
ning at this hour, he walked in the direction where he 
would be likely to meet with an omnibus. But it was a 
long time before one passed which was any use to him. 
When he reached home he was in cheerless plight enough; 
to make things pleasanter, one of his boots had let in 
water abundantly. 


“The first sore throat of the season, no doubt,” he 
muttered to himself. 

Nor was he disappointed. By Tuesday the cold had 
firm grip of him. A day or two of influenza or sore 
throat always made him so weak that with difficulty he 
supported the least physical exertion; but at present he 
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must go to his work at the hospital, Why stay at home? 
To what purpose spare himself? It was not as if life 
had any promise for him. He was a machine for earning 
so much money a week, and would at least give faithful 
work for his wages until the day of final breakdown. 

But, midway in the week, Carter discovered how ill 
his clerk was. 

“You ought to be in bed, mv dear fellow. with gruel 
and mustard plasters and all! the rest of it. Go home and 
take care of yourself—I insist upon it.” 

Before leaving the office, Reardon wrote a few lines to 
Biffen, whom he had visited on the Monday. “Come and 
see me if you can. I am down with a bad cold, and have 
to keep in for the rest of the week. All the same, I feel 
far more cheerful. Bring a new chapter of your exhil- 
arating romance.” 


CHAPTER XXVI 
MARRIED WOMAN’S PROPERTY 


On her return from church that Sunday Mrs. Ed- 
mund Yule was anxious to learn the result of the meeting 
between Amy and her husband. She hoped fervently 
that Amy’s anomalous position would come to an end 
now that Reardon had the offer of something better than 
a mere clerkship. John Yule never ceased to grumble 
at his sister’s permanence in the house, especially since 
he had learnt that the money sent by Reardon each month 
was not made use of; why it should not be applied for 
household expenses passed his understanding. 

“Tt seems to me,” he remarked several times, “that the 
fellow only does his bare duty in sending it. What is it 
to anyone else whether he lives on twelve shillings a week 
or twelve pence? It is his business to support his wife; 
if he can’t do that, to contribute as much to her support 
as possible. Amy’s scruples are all very fine, if she could 
afford them; it’s very nice to pay for your delicacies of 
feeling out of other people’s pockets.” 

“There'll have to be a formal separation,’ was the 
startling announcement with which Amy answered her 
mother’s inquiry as to what had passed. 

“A separation? But, my dear Ne 

Mrs. Yule could not express her disappointment and 
dismay. 

“We couldn’t live together; it’s no use trying.” 

“But at your age, Amy! How can you think of any- 
thing so shocking? And then, you know it will be im- 
possible for him to make you a sufficient allowance.” 

“I shall have to live as well as I can on the seventy- 
five pounds a year. If you can’t afford to let me stay 
with you for that, I must go into cheap lodgings in the 
country, like poor Mrs. Butcher did.” 
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This was wild talking for Amy. The interview had 
upset her, and for the rest of the day she kept apart in 
her own room. On the morrow Mrs. Yule succeeded in 
eliciting a clear account of the conversation which had 
ended so hopelessly. 

“T would rather spend the rest of my days in the work- 
house than beg him to take me back,” was Amy’s final 
comment, uttered with the earnestness which her mother 
understood but too well. 

“But you are willing to go back, dear ?” 

“T told him so,” 

“Then you must leave this to me. The Carters will 
let us know how things go on, and when it seems to be 
time I must see Edwin myself.” 

“T can’t allow that. Anything you could say on your 
own account would be useless, and there is nothing to 
say from me.” 

Mrs. Yule kept her own counsel. She had a full month 
before her during which to consider the situation, but 
it was clear to her that these young people must be brought 
together again. Her estimate of Reardon’s mental con- 
dition had undergone a sudden change from the moment 
when she heard that a respectable post was within his 
reach; she decided that he was “strange,” but then all 


_ men of literary talent had marked singularities, and doubt- 


less she had been too hasty in interpreting the peculiar 
features natural to a character such as his. 

A few days later arrived the news of their relative’s 
death at Wattleborough. 

This threw Mrs. Yule into a commotion. At first she 
decided to accompany her son and be present at the 
funeral; after changing her mind twenty times, she de- 
termined not to go. John must send or bring back the 
news as soon as possible. That it would be of a nature 
sensibly to affect her own position, if not that of her 
children, she had little doubt; her husband had been the 
favourite brother of the deceased, and on that account 
there was no saying how handsome a legacy she might 
receive. She dreamt of houses in South Kensington, of 
social ambitions gratified even thus late, 
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On the morning after the funeral came a postcard an- 
nouncing John’s return by a certain train, but no scrap of 
news was added. 

“Just like that irritating boy! We must go to the sta- 
tion to meet him. You’ll come, won’t you, Amy?” 

Amy readily consented, for She too had hopes, though 
circumstances blurred them. Mother and daughter were 
walking about the platform half an hour before the train 
was due; their agitation would have been manifest to 
anyone observing them. When at length the train rolled 
in and John was discovered, they pressed eagerly upon 
him. 

“Don’t you excite yourself,’ he said gruffly to his 
mother. ‘“There’s no reason whatever.” 

Mrs. Yule glanced in dismay at Amy. They followed 
John to a cab, and took places with him. 

“Now don’t be provoking, Jack’ Just tell us at once.” 

“By all means. You haven't a penny.” 

“T haven’t? You are joking, ridiculous boy!” 

“Never felt less disposed to, I assure you.” 

After staring out of the window for a minute or two, 
he at length informed Amy of the extent to which she 
profited by her uncle’s decease, then made known what 
was bequeathed to himself. His temper grew worse every 
moment, and he replied savagely to each successive ques- 
tion concerning the other items,of the will. 

“What have you to grumble about ?”’ asked Amy, whose 
face was exultant notwithstanding the drawbacks attach- 
ing to her good fortune. “If Uncle Alfred receives noth- 
ing at all, and mother has nothing, you ought to think 
yourself very lucky.” 

“It’s very easy for you to say that, with your ten thou- 
sand.” 

“But is it her own?” asked Mrs. Yule. “Is it for her 

separate use?” 
_ “Of course it is. She gets the benefit of last year’s 
Married Woman’s Property Act. The will was executed 
in, January this year, and I dare say the old curmudgeon 
destroyed a former one.” 

“What a splendid Act of Parliament that is!’ cried 
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a “The only one worth anything that I ever heard 
On. 

“But my dear——” began her mother, in a tone of 
protest. However, she reserved her comment for a more 
fitting time and place, and merely said: “I wonder whether 
he had heard what has been going on?” 

“Do you think he would have altered his will if he 
had?” asked Amy with a smile of security. 

“Why the deuce he should have left you so much in 
any case is more than I can understand,’ growled her 
brother. ‘“‘What’s the use to me of a paltry thousand or 
two? It isn’t enough to invest; isn’t enough to do any- 
thing with.” 

“You may depend upon it your cousin Marian thinks 
her five thousand good for something,’ said Mrs. Yule. 
“Who was at the funeral? Don’t be so surly, Jack; tell 
us all about it. I’m sure if anyone has cause to be ill- 
tempered it’s poor me.” 

Thus they talked, amid the rattle of the cab-wheels. 
By when they reached home silence had fallen upon them, 
and each one was sufficiently occupied with private 
thoughts. 

Mrs. Yule’s servants had a terrible time of it for the 
next few days. Too affectionate to turn her ill-temper 
against John and Amy, she relieved herself by severity 
to the domestic slaves, as an English matron is of course 
justified in doing. Her daughter’s position caused her even 
more concern than before; she constantly lamented to her- 
self: “Oh, why didn’t he die before she was married !”— 
in which case Amy would never have dreamt of wedding 
a penniless author. Amy declined to discuss the new 
aspect of things until twenty-four hours after John’s re- 
turn; then she said: 

“T shall do nothing whatever until the money is paid 
to me. And what I shall do then I don’t know.” 

“You are sure to hear from Edwin,” opined Mrs. Yule. 

+1 think not. He isn’t the kind of man to behave in 
that way.’ 

“Then I suppose you are bound to take the first step?” 

“That I shall never do.” 
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She said so, but the sudden happiness of finding her- 
self wealthy was not without its softening effect on Amy’s 
feelings. Generous impulses alternated with moods of 
discontent. The thought of her husband in his squalid 
lodgings tempted her to forget injuries and disillusions, 
and to play the part of a generous wife. It would be . 
possible now for them to go abroad and spend a year or 
two in healthful travel; the result in Reardon’s case might 
be wonderful. He might recover all the energy of his 
imagination, and resume his literary career from the point 
he had reached at the time of his marriage. 

On the other hand, was it not more likely that he would 
lapse into a life of scholarly self-indulgence, such as he 
had often told her was his ideal? In that event, what 
tedium and regret lay before her! Ten thousand pounds . 
sounded well, but what did it represent in reality? A poor 
four hundred a year, perhaps; mere decency of obscure 
existence, unless her husband could glorify it by winning 
fame. If he did nothing, she would be the wife of a man 
who had failed in literature. She would not be able to 
take a place in society. Life would be supported without 
struggle; nothing more to be hoped. 

This view of the future possessed her strongly when, 
on the second day, she went to communicate her news to 
Mrs. Carter. This amiable lady had now become what 
she always desired to be, Amy’s intimate friend; they 
saw each other very frequently, and conversed of most 
things with much frankness. It was between eleven and 
twelve in the morning when Amy paid her visit, and she 
found Mrs. Carter on the point of going out. 

“I was coming to see you,” cried Edith. “Why haven’t 
you let me know of what has happened ?” : 

“You have heard, I suppose?” 

“Albert heard from your brother.” 

“I supposed he would. And I haven’t felt in the mood 
for talking about it, even with you.” 

They went into Mrs. Carter’s boudoir, a tiny room full 
of such pretty things as can be purchased nowadays by 
anyone who has a few shillings to spare, and tolerable taste 
either of their own or at second-hand. Had she been left 
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to her instincts, Edith would have surrounded herself 
with objects representing a much earlier stage of artistic 
development; but she was quick to imitate what fashion 
declared becoming. Her husband regarded her as a re- 
markable authority in all matters of personal or domestic 
ornamentation. 

“And what are you going to do?” she inquired, ex- 
amining Amy from head to foot, as if she thought that 
the inheritance of so substantial a sum must have pro- 
duced visible changes in her friend. 

“I am going to do nothing.” 

“But surely you’re not in low spirits ?” 

“What have I to rejoice about?” 

They talked for a while before Amy brought herself 
to utter what she was thinking. 

“Tsn’t it a most ridiculous thing that married people 
who both wish to separate can’t do so and be quite free 
again?” 

“T suppose it would lead to all sorts of troubles—don’t 
you think?” 

“So people say about every new step in civilisation. 
What would have been thought twenty years ago of a 
proposal to make all married women independent of their 
husbands in money matters? All sorts of absurd dangers 
were foreseen, no doubt. And it’s the same now about 
divorce. In America people can get divorced if they don’t 
suit each other—at all events in some of the States—and 
does any harm come of it? Just the opposite I should 
think.” t 

Edith mused. Such speculations were daring, but she 
had grown accustomed to think of Amy as an “advanced” 
woman, and liked to imitate her in this respect. 

“Tt does seem reasonable,” she murmured. 

“The law ought to encourage such separations, instead 
of forbidding them,” Amy pursued. “If a husband and 
wife find that they have made a mistake, what useless 
cruelty it is to condemn them to suffer the consequences 
for the whole of their lives!” 

“T suppose it’s to make people careful,” said Edith with 


a laugh. 
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“If so, we know that it has always failed, and always 
will fail; so the sooner such a profitless law is altered the 
better. Isn’t there some society for getting that kind of 
reform? I would subscribe fifty pounds a year to help it. 
Wouldn’t you?” 

“Yes, if I had it to spare,” replied the other. 

Then they both laughed, but Edith the more naturally. 

“Not on my own account, you know,” she added. 

“Tt’s because women who are happily married can’t and 
won’t understand the position of those who are not that 
there’s so much difficulty in reforming marriage laws.” 

“But I understand you, Amy, and I grieve about you. 
What you are to do I can’t think.” 

“Oh, it’s easy to see what I shall do. Of course I 
have no choice really. And I ought to have a choice; | 
that’s the hardship and the wrong of it. Perhaps if I _ 
had, I should find a sort of pleasure in sacrificing my- 
cele 

There were some new novels on the table; Amy took 
up a volume presently, and glanced over a page or two. 

“T don’t know how you can go on reading that sort of 
stuff, book after book,” she exclaimed. 

“Oh, but people say this last novel of Markland’s is 
one of his best.” 

“Best or worst? novels are all the same. Nothing but 
love, love, love; what silly nonsense it is! Why don’t 
people write about the really important things of life? 
Some of the French novelists do; several of Balzac’s, 
for instance. I have just been reading his ‘Cousin Pons,’ 
a terrible book, but I enjoyed it ever so much because it 
was nothing like a love story. What rubbish is printed 
about love!” 

“T get rather tired of it sometimes,’ admitted Edith 
was amusement. 

“I should hope you do, indeed. What downright lies 
are accepted as indisputable! That about love being a 
woman’s whole life; who believes it really? Love is the 
most insignificant thing in most women’s lives. It occupies 
a few months, possibly a year or two, and even then I 
doubt if it is often the first consideration.” 
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Edith held her head aside, and pondered smilingly. 

“I’m sure there’s a great opportunity for some clever 
novelist who will never write about love at all.” 

“But then it does come into life.” 

“Yes, for a month or two, as I say. Think of the 
biographies of men and women; how many pages are 
devoted to their love affairs? Compare those books with 
novels which profess to be biographies. and you see how 
false such pictures are. Think of the very words ‘novel,’ 
‘romance—what do they mean but exaggeration of one 
bit “of life?’ 

“That may be true. But why do people find the sub- 
ject so interesting ?” 

“Because there is so little love in real life. That’s the 
truth of it. Why do poor people care only for stories 
abort the rich? The same principle.” 

“How clever you are, Amy!” 

“Am I? It’s very nice to be told so. Perhaps I have 
some cleverness. of a kind; but what use is it to me? My 
life is being wasted. I ought to have a place in the so- 
ciety of clever people. I was never meant to live quietly 
in the background. Oh, if I hadn’t been in such a hurry, 
and so inexperienced!” 

“Oh, I wanted to ask you,” said Edith, soon after this. 
“Do you wish Albert to say anything about you—at the: 
hospital ?” 

“There’s no reason why he shouldn’t.” 

“You won’t even write to say oe 

“T shall do nothing.” 


Since the parting from her husband, there had pro- 
ceeded in Amy a noticeable maturing of intellect. Probably 
the one thing was a consequence of the other. During that 
last year in the flat her mind was held captive by material 
cares, and this arrest of her natural development doubt- 
less had much to do with the appearance of acerbity in 
a character which had displayed so much sweetness, so 
much womanly grace. Moreover, it was arrest at a critical 
point. When she fell in love with Edwin Reardon her 
mind had still to undergo the culture of circumstances ; 
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though a woman in years she had seen nothing of life 
but a few phases of artificial society, and her education 
had not progressed beyond the final school-girl stage. 
Submitting herself to Reardon’s influence, she passed 
through what was a highly useful training of the intellect ; 
but with the result that she became clearly conscious of 
the divergence between herself and her husband. In en- 
deavouring to imbue her with his own literary tastes, 
Reardon instructed Amy as to the natural tendencies of 
her mind, which till then she had not clearly understood. 
When she ceased to read with the eyes of passion, most 
of the things which were Reardon’s supreme interests lost 
their value for her. A sound intelligence enabled her to 
think and feel in many directions, but the special line of 
her growth lay apart from that in which the novelist and 
classical scholar had directed her. 

When she found herself alone and independent, her 
mind acted like a spring when pressure is removed. After 
a few weeks of déswuvrement she obeyed the impulse to 
occupy herself with a kind of reading alien to Reardon’s 
sympathies. The.solid periodicals attracted her, and espe- 
cially those articles which dealt with themes of social 
science. Anything that savoured of newness and boldness 
in philosophic thought had a charm for her palate. She 
read a good deal of that kind of literature which may be 
defined as specialism popularised ; writing which addresses 
itself to educated, but not strictly studious, persons, and 
which forms the reservoir of conversation for. society 
above the sphere of turf and west-endism. Thus, for in- 
stance, though she could not undertake the volumes of 
Herbert Spencer, she was intelligently acquainted with 
the tenor of their contents; and though she had never 
opened one of Darwin’s books, her knowledge of his main 
theories and illustrations was respectable. She was be- 
coming a typical woman of the new time, the woman who 
has developed concurrently with journalistic enterprise. 

Not many days after that conversation with Edith Car- 
ter, she had occasion to visit Mudie’s, for the new number 
of some periodical which contained an appetising title. As 
it was a sunny and warm day she walked to New Oxford 
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Street from the nearest Metropolitan station. Whilst 
waiting at the library counter, she heard a familiar voice 
in her proximity ; it was that of Jasper Milvain, who stood 
talking with a middle-aged lady. As Amy turned to look 
at him his eye met hers; clearly he had been aware of 
her. The review she desired was handed to her; she 
moved aside, and turned over the pages. Then Milvain 
walked up. 

He was armed cap-d-pie in the fashions of suave so- 
ciety ; no Bohemianism of garb or person, for Jasper knew 
he could not afford that kind of economy. On her part, 
Amy was much better dressed than usual, a costume suited 
to her position of bereaved heiress. 

“What a time since we met!” said Jasper, taking her 
delicately gloved hand and looking into her face with his 
most effective smile. 

“And why?” asked Amy. 

“Indeed, I hardly know. I hope Mrs. Yule is well?” 

“Quite, thank you.” 

It seemed as if he would draw back to let her pass, 
and so make an end of the colloquy. But Amy, though 
she moved forward, added a remark: 

“T don’t see your name in any of this month’s maga- 
zines.” 

“T have nothing signed this month. A short review in 
The Current, that’s all.” 

“But I suppose you write as much as ever?” 

“Yes; but chiefly in weekly papers just now. You 
don’t see the Will-o’-the-Wisp?” 

“Oh yes. And I think I can generally recognise your 
hand.” 

They issued from the library. 

“Which way are you going?” Jasper inquired, with 
something more of the old freedom. 

“T walked from Gower Street station, and | think, as 
it’s so fine, I shall walk back again.” 

He accompanied her. They turned up Museum Street, 
and Amy, after a short silence, made inquiry concerning 
his sisters. 
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“T am sorry I saw them only once, but no doubt you 
thought it better to let the acquaintance end there.” 

“T really didn’t think of it in that way at all,’ Jasper 
replied. 

“We naturally understood it so, when you even ceased 
to call, yourself.” 

“But don’t you feel that there would have been a good 
deal of awkwardness in my coming to Mrs. Yule’s?” 

“Seeing that you looked at things from my husband’s 
point of view?” 

“Oh, that’s a mistake! I have only seen your husband 
once since he went to Islington.” 

Amy gave him a look of surprise. 

“You are not on friendly terms with him?” 

“Well, we have drifted apart. For some reason he 
seemed to think that my companionship was not very 
profitable. So it was better, on the whole, that I should 
see neither you nor him.” 

Amy was wondering whether he had heard of her 
legacy. He might have been informed by a Wattleborough 
correspondent, even if no one in London had told him, 

“Do your sisters keep up their friendship with my 
cousin Marian?” she asked, quitting the previous difficult 
topic. 

“Oh yes!” He smiled. “They see a great deal of each 
other.” 

“Then of course you have heard of my uncle’s death?” 

“Yes. I hope all your difficulties are now at an end.” 

Amy delayed a moment, then said: “I hope so,” with- 
out any emphasis. 

“Do you think of spending this winter abroad ?” 

It was the nearest he could come to a question con- 
cerning the future of Amy and her husband. 

“Everything is still quite uncertain. But tell me some- 
thing about our old acquaintances. How does Mr. Biffen 


59) 


Vet On 


ah scarcely ever see him, but I think he pegs away at 
an interminable novel, which no one will publish when 
it’s done. Whelpdale I meet occasionally.” 
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He talked of the latter’s projects and achievements in 
a lively strain. 

“Your own prospects continue to brighten, no doubt,” 
said Amy. 

“T really think they do. Things go fairly well. And 
I have lately received a promise of very valuable help.” 

“From whom ?” 

“A relative of yours.” 

Amy turned to interrogate him with a look. 

“A relative? You mean——?” 

“Yes; Marian.” 

They were passing Bedford Square. Amy glanced at 
the trees, now almost bare of foliage; then her eyes met 
Jasper’s, and she smiled significantly. 

“T should have thought your aim would have been far 
more ambitious,’ she said, with distinct utterance. 

“Marian and I have been engaged for some time— 
practically.” 

“Indeed? I remember now how you once spoke of 
her. And you will be married soon?” 

“Probably before the end of the year. I see that you 
are criticising my motives. IJ am quite prepared for that 
in everyone who knows me and the circumstances. But 
you must remember that I couldn’t foresee anything of 
this kind. It enables us to marry. sooner, that’s all.” 

“T am sure your motives are unassailable,” replied Amy, 
still with a smile. “I imagined that you wouldn’t marry 
for years, and then some distinguished person. This 
throws new light upon your character.” 

“You thought me so desperately scheming and _ cold- 
blooded ?” 

“Oh dear no! But—well, to be sure, I can’t say that 
I know Marian. I haven’t seen her for years and years. 
She may be admirably suited to you.” 

“Depend upon it, I think so.” 

“She’s likely to shine in society? She is a brilliant girl, 
full of tact and insight?” 

“Scarcely all that, perhaps.” 

He looked dubiously at his companion. 
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“Then you have abandoned your old ambitions?” Amy 
pursued. 

“Not a bit of it. I am on the way to achieve them.” 

“And Marian is the ideal wife to assist you?” 

“From one point of view, yes. Pray, why all this 
ironic questioning ?” 

“Not ironic at all.” 

“Tt sounded very much like it, and I know from of old 
that you have a tendency that way.” 

“The news surprised me a little, I confess. But I see 
that I am in danger of offending you.” 

“Let us wait another five years, and then I will ask 
your opinion as to the success of my marriage. I don’t 
take a step of this kind without maturely considering it. 
Have I made many blunders as yet?” 

“As yet, not that I know of.” 

“Do I impress you as one likely to commit follies?” 

“T had rather wait a little before answering that.” 

“That is to say, you prefer to prophesy after the event. 
Very well, we shall see.” 

In the length of Gower Street they talked of several 
other things less personal. By degrees the tone of their 
conversation had become what it was used to be, now and 
then almost confidential. 

“You are still at the same lodgings?’ asked Amy, as 
they drew near to the railway station. 

“T moved yesterday, so that the girls and I could be 
under the same roof—until the next change.” 

“You will let us know when that takes place?” 

He promised, and with exchange of smiles which were 
something like a challenge they took leave of each other. 
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CHAPTER XXVII 
THE LONELY MAN 


A ToucH of congestion in the right lung was a warning 
to Reardon that his half-year of insufficient food and gen- 
eral waste of strength would make the coming winter a 
hard time for him, worse probably than the last. Biffen, 
responding in person to the summons, found him in bed, 
waited upon by a gaunt, dry, sententious woman of sixty 
—not the landlady, but a lodger who was glad to earn one 
meal a day by any means that offered. 

“Tt wouldn’t be very nice to die here, would it?” said the 
sufferer, with a laugh which was cut short by a cough. 
“One would like a comfortable room, at least. Why, I 
don’t know. I dreamt last night that I was in a ship that 
had struck something and was going down; and it wasn’t 
the thought of death that most disturbed me, but a horror 
of being plunged in the icy water. In fact, I have had 
just the same feeling on shipboard. I remember waking 
- up midway between Corfu and Brindisi, on that shaky 
tub of a Greek boat; we were rolling a good deal, and 
I heard a sort of alarmed rush and shouting up on deck. 
It was so warm and comfortable in the berth, and I 
thought with intolerable horror of the possibility of sousing 
into the black depths.” 

“Don’t talk, my boy,” advised Biffen. “Let me read 
you the new chapter of ‘Mr. Bailey.’ It may induce a 
refreshing slumber.” 

Reardon was away from his duties for a week; he re- 
turned to them with a feeling of extreme shakiness, an 
indisposition to exert himself, and a complete disregard 
of the course that events were taking. It was fortunate 
that he had kept aside that small store of money designed 
for emergencies ; he was able to draw on it now to pay his 
doctor, and provide himself with better nourishment than 
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usual. He purchased new boots, too, and some articles 
of warm clothing of which he stood in need—an alarming ~ 
outlay. 

A change had come over him; he was no longer ren- 
dered miserable by thoughts of Amy—seldom, indeed, 
turned his mind to her at all. His secretaryship at Croy- 
don was a haven within view; the income of seventy-five 
pounds (the other half to go to his wife) would support 
him luxuriously, and for anything beyond that he seemed 
to care little. Next Sunday he was to go over to Croydon 
and see the institution. 

One evening of calm weather he made his way to Clip- 
stone Street and greeted his friend with more show of 
light-heartedness than he had been capable of for at least 
two years. 

“T have been as nearly as possible a happy man all to- 
day,” he said, when his pipe was well lit. “Partly the 
sunshine, I suppose. There’s no saying if the mood will 
last, but if it does all is well with me. I regret nothing 
and wish for nothing.” 

“A morbid state of mind,” was Biffen’s opinion. 

“No doubt of that, but I am content to be indebted to 
morbidness. One must have a rest from misery some- 
how. Another kind of man would have taken to drinking ; 
that has tempted me now and then, I assure you. But I 
couldn’t afford it. Did you ever feel tempted to drink 
merely for the sake of forgetting trouble?” 

“Often enough. I have done it. I have deliberately 
spent a certain proportion of the money that ought to 
have gone for food in the cheapest kind of strong liquor.” 

“Ha! that’s interesting. But it never got the force of a 
habit you had to break?” 

“No. Partly, I dare say, because I had the warning of 
‘poor Sykes before my eyes.” 

“You never see that poor fellow?” 

“Never. He must be dead, I think. He would die either 
in the hospital or the workhouse.” 

“Well,” said Reardon, musing cheerfully, “I shall never 
become a drunkard; I haven’t that diathesis, to use your 
expression. Doesn’t it strike you that you and I are very 
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respectable persons? We really have no vices. Put us 
on a social pedestal, and we should be shining lights of 
morality. I sometimes wonder at our inoffensiveness. 
Why don’t we.run amuck against law and order? Why, 
at the least, don’t we become savage revolutionists, and 
harangue in Regent’s Park of a Sunday ?” 

“Because we are passive beings, and were meant to 
enjoy life very quietly. As we can’t enjoy, we just suffer 
quietly, that’s all. By-the-by, I want to talk about a 
difficulty in one of the Fragments of Euripides. Did you 
ever go through the Fragments?” 

This made a diversion for half an hour. Then Reardon 
returned to his former line of thought. 

“As I was entering patients yesterday, there came up 
to the table a tall, good-looking, very quiet girl, poorly 
dressed, but as neat as could be. She gave me her name, 
then I asked “Occupation? She said at once, ‘I’m un- 
fortunate, sir.’ I couldn’t help looking up at her in sur- 
prise; I had taken it for granted she was a dressmaker 
or something of the kind. And, do you know, I never 
felt so strong an impulse to shake hands, to show sym- 
pathy, and even respect, in some way. I should have liked 
to say, ‘Why, I am unfortunate, too!’ such a good, patient 
face she had.” 

“T distrust such appearances,” said Biffen in his quality 
of realist. 

“Well, so do I, as a rule. But in this case they were 
convincing. And there was no need whatever for her to 
make such a declaration; she might just as well have said 
anything else; it’s the merest form. I shall always hear 
her voice saying, ‘I’m unfortunate, sir.’ She made me 
feel what a mistake it was for me to marry such a girl as 
Amy. I ought to have looked about for some simple, 
kind-hearted work-girl; that was the kind of wife indi- 
cated for me by circumstances. If I had earned a hun- 
dred a year she would have thought we were well-to-do. 
I should have been an authority to her on everything under 
the sun—and above it. No ambition would have unsettled 
her. We should have lived in a couple of poor rooms 
somewhere, and—we should have loved each other.” 
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“What a shameless idealist you are!” said Biffen shak- 
ing his head. “Let me sketch the true issue of such a 
marriage. To begin with, the girl would have married 
you in firm persuasion that you were a ‘gentleman’ in tem- 
porary difficulties, and that before long you would have 
plenty of money to dispose of. Disappointed in this hope, 
she would have grown sharp-tempered, querulous, selfish. 
All your endeavours to make her understand you would * 
only have resulted in widening the impassable gulf. She 
would have misconstrued your every sentence, found food 
for suspicion in every harmless joke, tormented you with 
the vulgarest forms of jealousy. The effect upon your 
nature would have been degrading. In the end, you must 
have abandoned every effort to raise her to your own 
level, and either have sunk to hers or made a rupture. 
Who doesn’t know the story of such attempts? I myself, 
ten years ago, was on the point of committing such a folly, 
but, Heaven be praised! an accident saved me.” 

“You never told me that story.” 

“And don’t care to now. I prefer to forget it.” 

“Well, you can judge for yourself, but not for me. 
Of course I might have chosen the wrong girl, but I am 
supposing that I had been fortunate. In any case there 
would have been a much better chance than in the mar- 
riage that I made.” 

“Your marriage was sensible enough, and a few years 
hence you will be a happy man again.” 

“You seriously think Amy will come back to me?” 

“Of course I do.” 

“Upon my word, I don’t know that I desire it.” 

“Because you are in a strangely unhealthy state.” 

“I rather think I regard the matter more sanely than 
ever yet. I am quite free from sexual bias. I can see 
that Amy was not my fit intellectual companion, and all 
emotion at the thought of her has gone from me. The 
word ‘love’ is a weariness to me. If only our idiotic laws 
permitted us to break the legal bond, how glad both of us 
would be!” 

“You are depressed and anemic. Get yourself in flesh, 
and view things like a man of this world.” 
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“But don’t you think it the best thing that can happen 
to a man if he outgrows passion?” 

“In certain circumstances, no doubt.” 

“In all and any. The best moments of life are those 
when we contemplate beauty in the purely artistic spirit 
—objectively. I have had such moments in Greece and 
Italy ; times when I was a free spirit, utterly remote from 
the temptations and harassings of sexual emotion. What 
we call love is mere turmoil. Who wouldn’t release him- 
self from it for ever, if the possibility offered ?” 

“Oh, there’s a good deal to be said for that, of course.” 

Reardon’s face was illumined with the glow of an ex- 
quisite memory. 

“Haven't I told you,” he said, “of that marvellous sun- 
set at Athens? I was on the Pnyx; had been rambling 
about there the whole afternoon. For I dare say a couple 
of hours I had noticed a growing rift of light in the 
clouds to the west; it looked as if the dull day might have 
a rich ending. That rift grew broader and brighter—the 
only bit of light in the sky. On Parnes there were white 
strips of ragged mist, hanging very low; the same on 
Hymettus, and even the peak of Lycabettus was just hid- 
den. Of a sudden, the sun’s rays broke out. They 
showed themselves first in a strangely beautiful way, strik- 
ing from behind the seaward hills through the pass that 
leads to Eleusis, and so gleaming on the nearer slopes of 
Aigaleos, making the clefts black and the rounded parts 
of the mountain wonderfully brilliant with golden colour. 
All the rest of the landscape, remember, was untouched 
with a ray of light. This lasted only a minute or two, 
then the sun itself sank into the open patch of sky and 
shot glory in every direction; broadening beams smote 
upwards over the dark clouds, and made them a lurid 
yellow. To the left of the sun, the gulf of A‘gina was 
all golden mist, the islands floating in it vaguely. To the 
right, over black Salamis, lay delicate strips of pale blue 
—indescribably pale and delicate.” 

“You remember it very clearly.” 

“Asif Isaw it now! But wait. I turned eastward, and 
there to my astonishment was a magnificent rainbow, a | 
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perfect semicircle, stretching from the foot of Parnes to 
that of Hymettus, framing Athens and its hills, which 
grew brighter and brighter—the brightness for which 
there is no name among colours. Hymettus was of a soft 
misty warmth, a something tending to purple, its ridges 
marked by exquisitely soft and indefinite shadows, the 
rainbow coming right down in front. The Acropolis 
simply glowed and blazed. As the sun descended all these 
colours grew richer and warmer; for a moment the land- 
scape was nearly crimson. Then suddenly the sun passed 
into the lower stratum of cloud, and the splendour died 
almost at once, except that there remained the northern 
half of the rainbow, which had become double. In the 
west, the clouds were still glorious for a time; there were 
two shaped like great expanded wings, edged with re- 
fulgence.” 

“Stop!” cried Biffen, “or I shall clutch you by the 
throat. I warned you before that I can’t stand those 
reminiscences.” 

“Live in hope. Scrape together twenty pounds, and 
go there, if you die of hunger afterwards.” 

“T shall never have twenty shillings,” was the despond- 
ent answer. 

“T feel sure you will sell ‘Mr. Bailey.’ 

“It’s kind of you to encourage me; but if ‘Mr. Bailey’ 
is ever sold I don’t mind undertaking to eat my duplicate 
of the proofs.” 

“But now, you remember what led me to that. What 
does a man care for any woman on earth when he is ab- 
sorbed in contemplation of that kind?” 

“But it is only one of life’s satisfactions.” 

“IT am only maintaining that it is the best, and infinitely 
preferable to sexual emotion. It leaves, no doubt, no 
bitterness of any kind. Poverty can’t rob me of those 
memories. I have lived in an ideal world that was not 
deceitful, a world which seems to me, when I recall ats 
beyond the human sphere, bathed in diviner light.” 


3? 


It was four or five days after this that Reardon, on going 
to his work in City Road, found a note from Carter. It 
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requested him to call at the main hospital at half-past 
eleven the next morning. He supposed the appointment 
had something to do with his business at Croydon, whither 
he had been in the meantime. Some unfavourable news, 
perhaps; any misfortune was likely. 

He answered the summons punctually, and on entering 
the general office was requested by the clerk to wait in 
Mr. Carter’s private room; the secretary had not yet 
arrived. His waiting lasted some ten minutes, then the 
door opened and admitted, not Carter, but Mrs. Edmund 
Yule. 

Reardon stood up in perturbation. He was anything 
but prepared, or disposed, for an interview with this lady. 
She came towards him with hands extended and a counte- 
nance of suave friendliness. 

“T doubted whether you would see me if I let you 
know,” she said. ‘Forgive me this little bit of scheming, 
will you? I have something so very important to speak 
to you about.” 

He said nothing, but kept a demeanour of courtesy. 

“T think you haven’t heard from Amy?” Mrs. Yule 
asked. 

“Not since I saw her.” 

“And you don’t know what has come to pass?” 

“T have heard of nothing.” 

“T am come to see you quite on my own responsibility, 
quite. I took Mr. Carter into’'my confidence, but begged 
him not to let Mrs. Carter know, lest she should tell Amy ; 
I think he will keep his promise. It seemed to me that 
it was really my duty to do whatever I could in these sad, 
sad circumstances.” 

Reardon listened respectfully, but without sign of feel- 
ing. 

“T had better tell you at once that Amy’s uncle at Wat- 
tleborough is deady and that in his will he has bequeathed 
her ten thousand pounds.” 

Mrs. Yule watched the effect of this. For a moment 
none was visible, but she saw at length that Reardon’s 
lips trembled and his eyebrows twitched. 
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“T am glad to hear of her good fortune,” he said dis- 
tantly and in even tones. 

“You will feel, I am sure,’ continued his mother-in- 
law, “that this must put an end to your most unhappy dif- 
ferences.” 

“How can it have that result?” 

“It puts you both in a very different position, does it 
not? But for your distressing circumstances, ] am sure 
there would never have been such unpleasantness—never. 
Neither you nor Amy is the kind of person to take a 
pleasure in disagreement. Let me beg you to go and see 
her again. Everything is so different now. Amy has not 
the faintest idea that I have come to see you, and she 
mustn’t on any account be told, for her worst fault is that 
sensitive pride of hers. And I’m sure you won't be of- 
fended, Edwin, if I say that you have very much the 
same failing. Between two such sensitive people differ- 
ences might last a lifetime, unless one could be persuaded 
to take the first step. Do be generous! A woman is privi- 
leged to be a little obstinate, it is always said. Overlook 
the fault, and persuade her to let bygones be bygones.” 

There was an involuntary affectedness in Mrs. Yule’s 
speech which repelled Reardon. He could not even put 
faith in her assurance that Amy knew nothing of this in- 
tercession. In any case it was extremely distasteful to 
him to discuss such matters with Mrs. Yule. 

“Under no circumstances could I do more than I al- 
ready have done,” he replied. “And after what you have 
told me, it is impossible for me to go and see her unless 
she expressly invites me.” 

“Oh, if only you would overcome this sensitiveness!” 

“It is not in my power to do so. My poverty, as you 
justly say, was the cause of our parting; but if Amy is 
no longer poor, that is very far from a reason why I 
should go to her as a suppliant for forgiveness.” 

“But do consider the facts of the case, independently 
of feeling. I really think I don’t go too far.in saying that 
at least some—some provocation was given by you first 
of all. Iam so very, very far from wishing to say any- 
thing disagreeable—I am sure you feel that—but wasn’t 
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there some little ground for complaint on Amy’s part? 
Wasn’t there, now 2?” 

Reardon was tortured with nervousness. He wished to 
be alone, to think over what had happened, and Mrs. Yule’s 
urgent voice rasped upon his ears. Its very smoothness 
made it worse. 

“There may have been ground for grief and concern,” 
he answered, “but for complaint, no, I think not.” 

“But I understand”’—the voice sounded rather irritable 
now—“that you positively reproached and upbraided her 
because she was reluctant to go and live in some very 
shocking place.” 

“T may haye lost my temper after Amy had shown—— 
But I can’t review our troubles in this way.” 

“Am I to plead in vain?” 

“TI regret very much that I can’t possibly do as you wish. 
It is all between Amy and myself. Interference by other 
people cannot do any good.” 

“T am sorry you should use such a word as ‘interfer- 
ence, ”’ replied Mrs. Yule, bridling a little. “Very sorry, 
indeed. I confess it didn’t occur to me that my good-will 
to you could be seen in that light.” 

“Believe me that I didn’t use the word offensively.” 

“Then you refuse to take any step towards a restoration 
of good feeling?” 

“T am obliged to, and Amy would understand perfectly 
why I say so.” 

His earnestness was so unmistakable that Mrs. Yule had 
no choice but to rise and bring the interview to an end. 
She commanded herself sufficiently to offer a regretful 
hand. 

“T can only say that my daughter is very, very unfortu- 
nate.” 

Reardon lingered a little after her departure, then left 
the hospital and walked at a rapid pace in no particular 
direction. 

Ah! if this had happened in the first year of his mar- 
riage, what more blessed man than he would have walked 
the earth! But it came after irreparable harm. No amount 
of wealth could undo the ruin caused by poverty. 
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Tews natural for him, as soon as he could think with 
deliberation, to turn towards his only friend. But on 
calling at the house in Clipstone Street he found the 
garret empty, and no one could tell him when its occupant 
was likely to be back. He left a note, and made his way 
back to Islington. The evening had to be spent at the 
hospital, but on his return Biffen sat waiting for him. 

“You called about twelve, didn’t you?” the visitor in- 

uired. 

“Half-past.” 

“T was at the police-court. Odd thing—but it always 
happens so—that I should have spoken of Sykes the other 
night. Last night I came upon a crowd in Oxford Street, 
and the nucleus of it was no other than Sykes himself, 
very drunk and disorderly, in the grip of two policemen. 
Nothing could be done for him; I was useless as bail; © 
he e’en had to sleep in the cell. But I went this morning 
to see what would become of him. Such a spectacle when 
they brought him forward! It was only five shillings fine, 
and to my astonishment he produced the money. I joined 
him outside—it required a little courage—and had a long 
talk with him. He’s writing a London Letter for some 
provincial daily, and the first payment had thrown him 
off his balance.” 

Reardon laughed gaily, and made inquiries about the 
eccentric gentleman. Only when the subject was ex- 
hausted did he speak of his own concerns, relating quietly 
what he had learnt from Mrs. Yule.  Biffen’s eyes 
widened. 

“So,” Reardon cried with exultation, “there is the last 
burden off my mind! Henceforth I haven’t a care! The 
only thing that still troubled me was my inability to give 
Amy enough to live upon. Now she is provided for in 
secula seculorum. Isn’t this grand news?” 

“Decidedly. But if she is provided for, so are you.” 
_ “Biffen, you know me better. Could I accept a farth- 
ing of her money? This has made our coming together 
again for ever impossible, unless—unless dead things can 
come to life. I know the value of money, but I can’t take 
it from Amy.” 
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The other kept silence. 

“No! But now everything is well. She has her child, 
and can devote herself to bringing the boy up. And J— 
but. I shall be rich on my own account. A hundred and 
fifty a year; it would be a farce to offer Amy her share 
of it. By all the gods of Olympus, we will go to Greece 
together, you and I!” 

“Pooh!” 

“TI swear it! Let me save for a couple of years, and 
then get a good month’s holiday, or more if possible, and, as 
Pallas Athene liveth! we shall find ourselves at Marseilles, 
going aboard some boat of the Messageries. I can’t believe 
yet that this is true. Come, we will have a supper to- 
night. Come out into Upper Street, and let us eat, drink, 
and be merry!” 

“You are beside yourself. But never mind; let us re- 
joice by all means. There’s every reason.” 

“That poor girl! Now, at last, she’ll be at ease.” 

“Who ?” 

“Amy, of course! I’m delighted on her account. Ah! 
but if it had come a long time ago, in the happy days! 
Then she, too, would have gone to Greece, wouldn’t she? 
Everything in life comes too soon or too late. What it 
would have meant for her and for me! She would never 
have hated me then, never. Biffen, am I base or con- 
temptible? She thinks so. That’s how poverty has served 
me. If you had seen her, how she looked at me, when 
we met the other day, you would understand well enough 
why I couldn’t live with her now, not if she entreated me 
to. That would make me base if you like. Gods! how 
ashamed I should be if I yielded to such a temptation! 
And once re 

He had worked himself to such intensity of feeling that 
at length his voice choked and tears burst from his eyes. 

“Come out, and let us have a walk,” said Biffen. 

On leaving the house they found themselves in a thick 
fog, through which trickled drops of warm rain. Never- 
theless, they pursued their purpose, and presently were 
seated in one of the boxes of a small coffee-shop. Their 
only companion in the place was a cab-driver, who had 
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just finished a meal, and was now nodding into slumber 
over his plate and cup. Reardon ordered fried ham and 
eggs, the luxury of the poor, and when the attendant 
woman was gone away to execute the order, he burst into 
excited laughter. 

“Here we sit, two literary men! How should we be 
regarded b 4 

He named two or three of the successful novelists of 
the day. 

‘With what magnificent scorn they would turn from 
us and our squalid feast! They have never known strug- 
gle; not they. They are public-school men, University 
men, club men, society men. An income of less than 
three or four hundred a year is inconceivable to them; 
that seems the minimum for an educated man’s support. 
It would be small-minded to think of them with rancour, | 
but, by Apollo! I know that we should change places with 
them if the work we have done were justly weighed 
against theirs.” 

“What does it matter? We are different types of in- 
tellectual workers. I think of them savagely now and 
' then, but only when hunger gets a trifle too keen. Their 
work answers a demand; ours—or mine at all events— 
doesn’t. They are in touch with the reading multitude; 
they have the sentiments of the respectable; they write 
for their class. Well, you had your circle of readers, and, 
if things hadn’t gone against you, by this time you cer- 
tainly could have counted on your three or four hundred 
auyear,”’ 

-“Tt’s unlikely that I should ever have got more than 
two hundred pounds for a book; and, to have kept at my 
best, I must have been content to publish once every two 
or three years. The position was untenable with no pri- 
vate income. And I must needs marry a wife of dainty 
instincts! What astounding impudence! No wonder 
Fate pitched me aside into the gutter.” 

They ate their ham and eggs, and exhilarated themselves 
with a cup of chicory—called coffee. Then Biffen drew 
from the pocket of his venerable overcoat the volume of 
Euripides he had brought, and their talk turned once 
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more to the land of the sun. Only when the coffee-shop 
was closed did they go forth again into the foggy street, 
and at the top of Pentonville Hill they stood for ten min- 
utes debating a metrical effect in one of the Fragments. 


Day after day Reardon went about with a fever upon 
him. By evening his pulse was always rapid, and no ex- 
tremity of weariness brought him a refreshing sleep. In 
conversation he seemed either depressed or excited, more 
often the latter. Save when attending to his duties at the 
hospital, he made no pretence of employing himself; if 
at home, he sat for hours without opening a book, and his 
walks, excepting when they led him to Clipstone Street, 
were aimless. 

The hours of postal delivery found him waiting in an 
anguish of suspense. At eight o’clock each morning he 
stood by his window, listening for the postman’s knock in 
the street. As it approached he went out to the head of 
the stairs, and if the knock sounded at the door of his 
house, he leaned over the banisters, trembling in expecta- 
tion. But the letter was never for him. When his agi- 
tation had subsided he felt glad of the disappointment, 
and laughed and sang. 

One day Carter appeared at the City Road establish- 
ment, and made an opportunity of speaking to his clerk 
in private. 

“T suppose,” he said with a smile, “they’ll have to look 
out for someone else at Croydon?’ 

“By no means! The thing is settled. I go at Christ- 
mas.” 

“You really mean that?” 

“Undoubtedly.” 

Seeing that Reardon was not disposed even to allude 
to private circumstances the secretary said no more, and 
went away convinced that misfortunes had turned the 
poor fellow’s brain. 

Wandering in the city, about this time, Reardon en- 
countered his friend the realist. 

“Would you like to meet Sykes?” asked Biffen. “I am 
just going to see him.” 
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“Where does he live?” 

“In some indiscoverable hole. To save fuel, he spends 
his mornings at some reading-rooms; the admission is 
only a penny, and there he can see all the papers and do 
his writing and enjoy a grateful temperature.” 

They repaired to the haunt in question. A flight of 
stairs brought them to a small room in which were ex- 
posed the daily newspapers; another ascent, and_ they 
were in a room devoted to magazines, chess, and refresh- 
ments; yet another, and they reached the department of 
weekly publications; lastly, at the top of the house, they 
found a lavatory, and a chamber for the use of those who 
desired to write. The walls of this last retreat were of 
blue plaster and sloped inwards from the floor; along 
them stood school desks with benches, and in one place 
was suspended a ragged and dirty card announcing that 
papers and envelopes could be purchased downstairs. An 
enormous basket full of waste-paper, and a small stove, 
occupied two corners; ink blotches, satirical designs, and 
much scribbling in pen and pencil served for mural adorn- 
ment. From the adjacent lavatory came sounds of splash- 
ing and spluttering, and the busy street far below sent up 
its confused noises. 

Two persons only sat at the desks. One was a hunger- 
bitten, out-of-work clerk, evidently engaged in replying to 
advertisements; in front of him lay two or three finished 
letters, and on the ground at his feet were several crumpled 
sheets of note-paper, representing abortive essays in com- 
position. The other man, also occupied with the pen, 
looked about forty years old, and was clad in a very 
rusty suit of tweeds; on the bench beside him lay a grey 
overcoat and a silk hat which had for some time been 
moulting. Huis face declared the habit to which he was a 
victim, but it had nothing repulsive in its lineaments and 
expression; on the contrary, it was pleasing, amiable, and 
rather quaint. At this moment no one would have doubted 
his sobriety. With coat-sleeve turned back, so as to give 
free play to his right hand and wrist, revealing meanwhile 
a flannel shirt of singular colour, and with his collar un- 
buttoned (he wore no tie) to leave his throat at ease as. 
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he bent myopically over the paper, he was writing at ex- 
press speed, evidently in the full rush of the ardour of 
composition. The veins of his forehead were dilated, 
and his chin pushed forward in a way that made one think 
of a racing horse. 

Bee you too busy to talk?” asked Biffen, going to his 
side. 

“Tam! Upon my soul I am!” exclaimed the other look- 
ing up in alarm. “For the love of Heaven don’t put me 
out! A quarter of an hour!” 

“All right. Tl come up again.” 

The friends went downstairs and turned over the papers. 

“Now let’s try him again,” said Biffen, when consid- 
erably more than the requested time had elapsed. They 
went up, and found Mr. Sykes in an attitude of melancholy 
meditation. He had turned back his coat sleeve, had 
buttoned his collar, and was eyeing the slips of completed 
manuscript. Biffen presented his companion, and Mr. 
Sykes greeted the novelist with much geniality. 

“What do you think this is?” he exclaimed, pointing to 
his work. “The first instalment of my autobiography for 
the Shropshire Weekly Herald. Anonymous, of course, 
but strictly veracious, with the omission of sundry little 
personal failings which are nothing to the point. I call it 
‘Through the Wilds of Literary London.’ An old friend 
of mine edits the Herald, and I’m indebted to him for the 
suggestion.” 

His voice was a trifle husky, but he spoke like a man 
of education. 

“Most people will take it for fiction. I wish I had 
inventive power enough to write fiction anything like it. 
I have published novels, Mr. Reardon, but my experience 
in that branch of literature was peculiar—as I may say 
it has been in most others to which I have applied myself. 
My first stories were written for The Young Lady’s Fa- 
vourite, and most remarkable productions they were, I 
promise you. That was fifteen years ago, in the days of 
my versatility. I could throw off my supplemental nov- 
elette of fifteen thousand words without turning a hair, 
and immediately after it fall to, fresh as a daisy, on the 
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‘Tllustrated History of the United States,’ which I was 
then doing for Edward Coghlan. But presently I thought 
myself too good for the Favourite; in an evil day I began 
to write three-volume novels, aiming at reputation. It 
wouldn’t do. I persevered for five years, and made about 
five failures. Then I went back to Bowring. “Take me 
on again, old man, will you?’ Bowring was a man of few 
words; he said, ‘Blaze away, my boy.’ And I tried to. 
But it was no use; I had got out of the style; my writing 
was too literary by a long chalk. For a whole year I 
deliberately strove to write badly, but Bowring was so 
pained with the feebleness of my efforts that at last he 
sternly bade me avoid his sight. ‘What the devil,’ he 
roared one day, ‘do you mean by sending me stories about 
men and women? You ought to know better than that, 
a fellow of your experience!’ So I had to give it up, and 
there was an end of my career as a writer of fiction.” 

He shook his head sadly. 

“Biffen,” he continued, “when I first made his acquaint- 
ance, had an idea of writing for the working classes; and 
what do you think he was going to offer them? Stories 
about the working classes! Nay, never hang your head 
for it, old boy; it was excusable in the days of your youth. 
Why, Mr. Reardon, as no doubt you know well enough, 
nothing can induce working men or women to read stories 
that treat of their own world. They are the most con- 
sumed idealists in creation, especially the women. Again 
and again work-girls have said to me: ‘Oh, I don’t like 
that book; it’s nothing but real life.’ ” 

“Tt’s the fault of women in general,” remarked Rear- 
don. | 

“So it is, but it comes out with delicious naiveté in the 
working classes. Now, educated people like to read of 
scenes that are familiar to them, though I grant you that 
the picture must be idealised if you’re to appeal to more 
than one in a thousand. The working classes detest any- 
thing that tries to represent their daily life. It isn’t be- 
cause that life is too painful; no, no; it’s downright snob- 
bishness. Dickens goes down only with the best of them, 
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and then solely because of his strength in farce and his 
melodrama.” 

Presently the three went out together, and had dinner at 
an @ la mode beef shop. Mr. Sykes ate little, but took 
copious libations of porter at twopence a pint. When 
the meal was over he grew taciturn. 

“Can you walk westwards?” Biffen asked. 

“T’m afraid not, afraid not. In fact I have an appoint- 
ment at two—at Aldgate station.” 

They parted from him. 

“Now he’ll go and soak tiH he’s unconscious,” said 
Biffen. “Poor fellow! Pity he ever earns anything at 
all. The workhouse would be better, I should think.” 

“No, no! Let a man drink himself to death rather. 
I have a horror of the workhouse. Remember the clock 
at Marylebone I used to tell you about.” 

“Unphilosophic. I don’t think I should be unhappy in 
the workhouse. I should have a certain satisfaction in 
the thought that I had forced society to support me. And 
then the absolute freedom from care! Why, it’s very 
much the same as being a man of independent fortune.” 


It was about a week after this, midway in November, 
that there at length came to Manville Street a letter ad- 
dressed in Amy’s hand. It arrived at three one after- 
noon; Reardon heard the postman, but he had ceased to 
rush out on every such occasion, and to-day he was feel- 
ing ill. Lying upon the bed, he had just raised his head 
wearily when he became aware that someone was mount- 
ing to his room. He sprang up, his face and neck flush- 
ing. 
This time Amy began “Dear Edwin’; the sight of those 
words made his brain swim. 


“You must, of course, have heard [she wrote] that my 
uncle John has left me ten thousand pounds. It has not 
yet come into my possession, and I had decided that I 
would not write to you till that happened, but perhaps you 
may altogether misunderstand: my silence. 

“Tf this money had come to me when you were strug- 
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gling so hard to earn a living for us, we should never have 
spoken the words and thought the thoughts which now 
make it so difficult for me to write to you. What I wish 
to say is that, although the property is legally my own, I 
quite recognise that you have a right to share in it. Since 
we have lived apart you have sent me far more than you 
could really afford, believing it your duty to do so; now 
that things are so different I wish you, as well as myself, 
to benefit by the change. 

“T said at our last meeting that I should be quite pre- 
pared to return to you if you took that position at Croy- 
don. There is now no need for you to pursue a kind of 
work for which you are quite unfitted, and I repeat that 
I am willing to live with you as before. If you will tell 
me where you would like to make a new home I shall 
gladly agree. I do not think you would care to leave Lon-- 
don permanently, and certainly I should not. 

“Please to let me hear from you as soon as possible. 
In writing like this I feel that I have done what you 
expressed a wish that I should do. I have asked you to 
put an end to our separation, and I trust that I have not 
asked in vain. “Yours always, 

“Amy REARDON.” 


The letter fell from his hand. It was such a letter 
as he might have expected, but the beginning misled him, 
and as his agitation throbbed itself away he suffered an 
encroachment of despair which made him for a time 
unable to move or even think. 

His reply, written by the dreary twilight which rep- 
resented sunset, ran thus: 


“Dear Amy,—I thank you for your letter, and I ap- 
preciate your motive in writing it. But if you feel that 
you have ‘done what I expressed a wish that you should 
do,’ you must have strangely misunderstood me. 

“The only one thing that I wished was, that by some 
miracle your love for me might be revived. Can I per- 
suade myself that this is the letter of a wife who desires 
to return to me because in her heart she loves me? If 
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that is the truth you have been most unfortunate in trying 
to express yourself. ; 

“You have written because it seemed your duty to do 
so. But, indeed, a sense of duty such as this is a mis- 
taken one. You have no love for me, and where there is 
no love there is no mutual obligation in marriage. Perhaps 
you think that regard for social conventions will neces- 
sitate your living with me again. But have more courage; 
refuse to act falsehoods; tell society it is base and brutal, 
and that you prefer to live an honest life. 

“T cannot share your wealth, dear. But as you have 
no longer need of my help—as we are now quite inde- 
pendent of each other—I shall cease to send the money 
which hitherto I have considered yours. In this way I 
shall have enough, and more than enough, for my neces- 
sities, so that you will never have to trouble yourself with 
the thought that I am suffering privations. At Christmas 
I go to Croydon, and I will then write to you again. 

“For we may at all events be friendly. My mind is 
relieved from ceaseless anxiety on your account. I know 
now that you are safe from that accursed poverty which 
is to blame for all our sufferings. You I do not blame, 
though I have sometimes done so. My own experience 
teaches me how kindness can be embittered by misfor- 
tune. Some great and noble sorrow may have the effect 
of drawing hearts together, but to struggle against destitu- 
tion, to be crushed by care about shillings and sixpences— 
that must always degrade. 

“No other reply than this is possible, so I beg you not 
to write in this way again. Jet me know if you go to 
live elsewhere. I hope Willie is well, and that his growth 
is still a delight and happiness to you. 

“EDWIN REARDON.” 


That one word “dear,” occurring in the middle of the 
letter, gave him pause as he read the lines over. Should 
he not obliterate it, and even in such a way that Amy 
might see what he had done? His pen was dipped in 
the ink for that purpose, but after all he held his hand. 
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Amy was still dear to him, say what he might, and if she 
noted the word—if she pondered over it 

A street gas-lamp prevented the room from becoming 
absolutely dark. When he had closed the envelope he lay 
down on his bed again, and watched the flickering yellow- 
ness upon the ceiling. He ought to have some tea before 
going to the hospital, but he cared so little for it that 
the trouble of boiling water was too great. The flicker- 
ing light grew fainter; he understood at length that this 
was caused by fog that had begun to descend. The fog 
was his enemy; it would be wise to purchase a respirator 
if this hideous weather continued, for sometimes his throat 
burned, and there was a rasping in his chest which gave 
disagreeable admonition. 

He fell asleep for half an hour, and on awakening he | 
was feverish, as usual at this time of day. Well, it was 
time to go to his work. Ugh! That first mouthful of 
fog! 


CHAPTER XXVIII 
INTERIM 


_THE rooms which Milvain had taken for himself and 
his sisters were modest, but more expensive than their 
old quarters. As the change was on his account he held 
himself responsible for the extra outlay. But for his 
immediate prospects this step would have been unwar- 
rantable, as his earnings were only just sufficient for 
his needs on the previous footing. He had resolved that 
his marriage must take place before Christmas; till that 
event he would draw when necessary upon the girls’ little 
store, and then repay them out of Marian’s dowry. 

“And what are we to do when you are married ?” asked 
Dora. 

The question was put on the first evening of their being 
all under the same roof. The trio had had supper in the 
girls’ sitting-room, and it was a moment for frank con- 
versation. Dora rejoiced in the coming marriage; her 
_ brother had behaved honourably, and Marian, she trusted, 
weuld be very happy, notwithstanding disagreement with 
her father, which seemed inevitable. Maud was by no 
means so well pleased, though she endeavoured to wear 
smiles. It looked to her as if Jasper had been guilty of 
a kind of weakness not to be expected in him. Marian, 
as an individual, could not be considered an appropriate 
wife for such a man with such a future; and as for her 
five thousand pounds, that was ridiculous. Had it been 
ten—something can be made of ten thousand; but a 
paltry five! Maud’s ideas on such subjects had notably 
expanded of late, and one of the results was that she did 
not live so harmoniously with her sister as for the first 
few months of their London career. 

“T have been thinking a good deal about that,” replied 
Jasper to the younger orl Con. He stood with his 
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back to the fire and smoked a cigarette. “I thought at 
first of taking a flat; but then a flat of the kind I should 
want would be twice the rent of a large house. If we 
have a house with plenty of room in it you might come 
and live with us after a time. At first I must find you 
decent lodgings in our neighbourhood.” 

“You show a good deal of generosity, Jasper,” said 
Maud, “but pray remember that Marian isn’t bringing you 
five thousand a year.” 

“T regret to say that she isn’t. What she brings me is 
five hundred a year for ten years—that’s how I look at - 
it. My own income will make it something between six 
or seven hundred at first, and before long probably more 
like a thousand. I am quite cool and collected. I under- 
stand exactly where I am,‘and where I am likely to be 
ten years hence. Marian’s money is to be spent in ob-° 
taining a position for myself. At present I am spoken 
of as a ‘smart young fellow,’ and that kind of thing; but 
no one would offer me an editorship, or any other serious 
help. Wait till I show that I have helped myself, and 
hands will be stretched to me from every side. ’Tis the 
way of the world. I shall belong to a club; I shall give 
nice, quiet little dinners to selected people; I shall let it 
be understood by all and sundry that I have a social posi- 
tion. Thenceforth I am quite a different man, a man 
to be taken into account. And what will you bet me that 
I don’t stand in the foremost rank of literary reputabilities 
ten years hence?” 

“T doubt whether six or seven hundred a year will be 
enough for this.” : 

“Tf not, | am prepared to spend a thousand. Bless my 
soul! As if two or three years wouldn’t suffice to draw 
out the mean qualities in the kind of people I am thinking 
of! I say ten, to leave myself a great margin.” 

“Marian approves this ?” 

“I haven’t distinctly spoken of it. But she approves 
whatever I think good.” 

The girls laughed at his way of pronouncing this. 


“And let us just suppose that you are so unfortunate 
as to fail?” 
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“There’s no supposing it, unless, of course, I lose my 
health. I am not presuming on any wonderful develop- 
ment of powers. Such as I am now, I need only to be 
put on the little pedestal of a decent independence and 
plenty of people will point fingers of admiration at me. 
You don’t fully appreciate this. Mind, it wouldn’t do 
if I had no qualities. I have the qualities; they only need 
bringing into prominence. If I am an unknown man, 
and publish a wonderful book, it will make its way very 
slowly, or not at all. If I, become a known man, publish 
that very same book, its praise will echo over both hemi- 
spheres. I should be within the truth if I had said a. 
vastly inferior book, but I am in a bland mood at pres- 
ent. Suppose poor Reardon’s novels had been published 
in the full light of reputation instead of in the struggling 
dawn which was never to become day, wouldn’t they have 
been magnified by every critic? You have to become 
famous before you can secure the attention which would 
give fame.” 

He delivered this apophthegm with emphasis, and re- 
peated it in another form. 

“You have to obtain reputation before you can get a 
fair hearing for that which would justify your repute. 
It’s the old story of the French publisher who said to 
“Dumas: ‘Make a name, and I’ll publish anything you 
write. ‘But how the diable, cries the author, ‘am I 
to make a name if I can’t get published?’ If a man can’t 
hit upon any other way of attracting attention, let him 
dance on his head in the middle of the street; after that 
he may hope to get consideration for his volume of poems. 
I am speaking of men who wish to win reputation before 
they are toothless. Of course if your work is strong, 
and you can afford to wait, the probability is that half a 
dozen people will at last begin to shout that you have been 
monstrously neglected, as you have. But that happens 
when you are hoary and sapless, and when nothing under 
the sun delights you.” 

He lit a new cigarette. 

“Now I, my dear girls, am not a man who can afford 
to wait. First of all, my qualities are not of the kind which 
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demand the recognition of posterity. My writing is for 
to-day, most distinctly hodiernal. It has no value save 
in reference to to-day. The question is: How can I get 
the eyes of men fixed upon me? The answer: By 
pretending I am quite independent of their gaze. I shall 
succeed, without any kind of doubt; and then I'll have a 
medal struck to celebrate the day of my marriage.” 

But Jasper was not quite so well assured of the pru- 
dence of what he was about to do as he wished his sisters 
to believe. The impulse to which he had finally yielded 
still kept its force; indeed, was stronger than ever since 
the intimacy of lovers’ dialogue had revealed to him more 
of Marian’s heart and mind. Undeniably he was in love. 
Not passionately, not with the consuming desire which 
makes every motive seem paltry compared with its own 
satisfaction; but still quite sufficiently in love to have a — 
great difficulty in pursuing his daily tasks. This did 
not still the voice which bade him remember all the op- 
portunities and hopes he was throwing aside. Since the 
plighting of troth with Marian he had been over to 
Wimbledon, to the house of his friend and patron Mr. 
Horace Barlow, and there he had again met with Miss 
Rupert. This lady had no power whatever over his 
emotions, but he felt assured that she regarded him with 
strong interest. When he imagined the possibility of 
contracting a marriage with Miss Rupert, whoe would 
make him at once a man of solid means, his head drooped, 
and he wondered at his precipitation. It had to be con- 
fessed that he was the victim of a vulgar weakness. He 
had declared himself not of the first order of progressive 
men. 

The conversation with Amy Reardon did not tend to 
put his mind at rest. Amy was astonished at so indiscreet 
a step in a man of his calibre. Ah! if only Amy herself 
were free, with her ten thousand pounds to dispose of! 
She, he felt sure, did not view him with indifference. 
Was there not a touch of pique in the elaborate irony with 
which she had spoken of his choice?—But it was idle to 
look in that direction. 

He was anxious on his sisters’ account. They were 
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clever girls, and with energy might before long earn a 
bare subsistence; but it began to be doubtful whether 
they would persevere in literary work. Maud, it was 
clear, had conceived hopes of quite another kind. Her 
intimacy with Mrs. Lane was effecting a change in her 
habits, her dress, even her modes of speech. A few days 
after their establishment in the new lodgings, Jasper 
spoke seriously on this subject with the younger girl. 

“T wonder whether you could satisfy my curiosity in 
a certain matter,” he said. “Do you, by chance, know 
how much Maud gave for that new jacket in which I saw 
her yesterday ?” 

Dora was reluctant to answer. 

“T don’t think it was very much.” 

“That is to say, it didn’t cost twenty guineas. Well, 
I hope not. I notice, too, that she has been purchasing 
a new hat.” ; 

“Oh, that was very inexpensive. She trimmed it her- 
ele.” 

“Did she? Is there any particular, any quite special, 
reason for this expenditure?” 

“T really can’t say, Jasper.” 

“That’s ambiguous, you know. Perhaps it means you 
won't allow yourself to say?’ 

‘“No, Maud doesn’t tell me about things of that kind.” 

He took opportunities of investigating the matter, with 
the result that some ten days after he sought private 
colloquy with Maud herself. She had asked his opinion 
of a little paper she was going to send to a ladies’ illus- 
trated weekly, and he summoned her to his own room. 

“T think this will do pretty well,” he said. ‘“There’s 
rather too much thought in it, perhaps. Suppose you 
knock out one or two of the less obvious reflections, and 
substitute a wholesome commonplace? You'll have a 
better chance, I assure you.” 

“But I shall make it worthless.” 

“No; you'll probably make it worth a guinea or so. 
You must remember that the people who read women’s> 
papers are irritated, simply irritated, by anything that isn’t 
glaringly obvious. They hate an unusual thought. The 
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art of writing for such papers—indeed, for the public in 
general—is to express vulgar thought and feeling in a 
way that flatters the vulgar thinkers and feelers. Just 
abandon your mind to it, and then let me see it again.” 

Maud took up the manuscript and glanced over it with 
a contemptuous smile. Having observed her for a mo- 
ment, Jasper threw himself back in the chair and said, as 
if casually: 

“T am told that Mr. Dolomore is becoming a great 
friend of yours.” 

The girl’s face changed. She drew herself up, and 
looked away towards the window. 

“T don’t know that he is a ‘great’ friend.” 

“Still, he pays enough attention to you to excite re- 
mark.” 

“Whose remark?” 

“That of several people who go to Mrs. Lane’s.” 

“T don’t know any reason for it,” said Maud, coldly. 

“Look here, Maud, you don’t mind if I give you a 
friendly warning?” 

She kept silence, with a look of superiority to all moni- 
tion. 

“Dolomore,” pursued her brother, “is all very well in 
his way, but that way isn’t yours. I believe he has a 
good deal of money, but he has neither brains nor prin- 
ciple. There’s no harm in your observing the nature and 
habits of such individuals, but don’t allow yourself to 
forget that they are altogether beneath you.” 

“There’s no need whatever for you to teach me self- 
respect,’ replied the girl. 

“T’m quite sure of that; but you are inexperienced. On 
the whole, I do rather wish that you would go less fre- 
quently to Mrs. Lane’s. It was rather an unfortunate 
choice of yours. Very much better if you could have 
got on a good footing with the Barnabys. If you are 
generally looked upon as belonging to the Lanes’ set it will 
make it difficult for you to get in with the better people.” 

Maud was not to be drawn into argument, and Jasper 
could only hope that his words would have some weight 
with her. The Mr. Dolomore in question was a young 
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man of rather offensive type—athletic, dandiacal, and 
half-educated. It astonished Jasper that his sister ‘could 
tolerate such an empty creature for a moment; who has 
not felt the like surprise with regard to women’s incli- 
nations? He talked with Dora about it, but she was not 
in her sister’s confidence. 

“T think you ought to have some influence with her,” 
Jasper said. 

“Maud won't allow anyone to interfere in—her private 
affairs.” 
‘ “Tt would be unfortunate if she made me quarrel with 
er. 

“Oh, surely there isn’t any danger of that?” 

“T don’t know, she mustn’t be obstinate.” 


Jasper himself saw a good deal of miscellaneous society 
at this time. He could not work so persistently as usual, 
and with wise tactics he used the seasons of enforced 
leisure to extend his acquaintance. Marian and he were 
together twice a’ week, in the evening. 

Of his old Bohemian associates he kept up intimate 
relations with one only, and that was Whelpdale. This 
was in a measure obligatory, for Whelpdale frequently 
came to see him, and it would have been difficult to repel 
a man who was always making known how highly he 
esteemed the privilege of Milvain’s friendship, and whose 
company on the whole was agreeable enough. At the 
present juncture Whelpdale’s cheery flattery was a dis- 
tinct assistance; it helped to support Jasper in his self- 
confidence, and to keep the brightest complexion on the 
prospect to which he had committed himself. 

“Whelpdale is anxious to make Marian’s acquaintance,” 
Jasper said to his sisters one day. “Shall we have him 
here to-morrow evening?” 

“Just as you like,” Maud replied. 

“You won’t object, Dora?” 

“Oh no! I rather like Mr. Whelpdale.” 

“If I were to repeat that to him he’d go wild with de- 
light. But don’t be afraid; I shan’t. I’ll ask him to come 
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for an hour, and trust to his discretion not to bore us by 
staying too long.” 

A note was posted to Whelpdale; he was invited to 
present himself at eight o’clock, by which time Marian 
would have arrived. Jasper’s room was to be the scene 
of the assembly, and punctual to the minute the literary 
adviser appeared. He was dressed with all the finish 
his wardrobe allowed, and his face beamed with gratifica- 
tion; it was rapture to him to enter the presence of these 
three girls, one of whom he had, more suo, held in roman- 
tic remembrance since his one meeting with her at 
Jasper’s old lodgings. His eyes melted with tenderness 
as he approached Dora and saw her smile of gracious 
recognition. By Maud he was profoundly impressed. 
Marian inspired him with no awe, but he fully appreciated 
the charm of her features and her modest gravity. After 
all, it was to Dora that his eyes turned again most nat- 
urally. He thought her exquisite, and, rather than be 
long without a glimpse of her, he contented himself with 
fixing his eyes on the hem of her dress and the boot-toe 
that occasionally peeped from beneath it. 

As was to be expected in such a circle, conversation 
soon turned to the subject of literary struggles. 

“T always feel it rather humiliating,” said Jasper, “that 
I have gone through no very serious hardships. It must 
be so gratifying to say to young fellows who are just 
beginning: “Ah, I remember when I was within an ace 
of starving to death, and then come out with Grub 
Street reminiscences of the most appalling kind. Un- 
fortunately, I have always had enough to eat.” 

“T haven't,” exclaimed Whelpdale. “I have lived for 
five days on a few cents’ worth of pea-nuts in the States.” 
“What are pea-nuts, Mr. Whelpdale?” asked Dora. 

Delighted with the question, Whelpdale described that 
undesirable species of food. 

“It was in Troy,” he went on, “Troy, N: Y. To-think 
that a man should live on pea-nuts in a town called Troy!” 

“Tell us those adventures,” cried Jasper. “It’s a long 
time since I heard them, and the girls will enjoy it vastly.” _ 
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Dora looked at him with such good-humoured interest 
that the traveller needed no further persuasion. 
_ “It came to pass in those days,” he began, “that I 
inherited from my godfather a small, a very small, sum 
of money. I was making strenuous efforts to write for 
magazines, with absolutely no encouragement. As every- 
body was talking just then of the Centennial Ex- 
hibition at Philadelphia, I conceived the brilliant idea 
of crossing the Atlantic, in the hope that I might find 
valuable literary material at the Exhibition—or Exposi- 
tion, as they called it—and elsewhere. I won’t trouble 
you with an account of how I lived whilst I still had 
money; sufficient that no one would accept the articles 
I sent to England, and that at last I got into perilous 
straits. I went to New York, and thought of returning 
home, but the spirit of adventure was strong in me. ‘T’ll 
go West,’ I said to myself. ‘There I am bound to find 
material.’ And go I did, taking an emigrant ticket to 
Chicago. It was December, and I should like you to 
imagine what a journey of a thousand miles by an emi- 
grant train meant at that season. The cars were deadly 
cold, and what with that and the hardness of the seats I 
found it impossible to sleep; it reminded me of tortures 
I had read about; I thought my brain would have burst 
with the need of sleeping. At Cleveland, in Ohio, we 
had to wait several hours in the night; I left the station 
and wandered about till I found myself on the edge of a 
great cliff that looked over Lake Erie. A magnificent 
picture! Brilliant moonlight, and all the lake away to the 
horizon frozen and covered with snow. The clocks struck 
two as I stood there.” : 

He was interrupted by the entrance of a servant who 
brought coffee. 

“Nothing could be more welcome,” cried Dora. “Mr. 
Whelpdale makes one feel quite chilly.” 

There was laughter and chatting whilst Maud poured 
out the beverage. Then Whelpdale pursued his narrative. 

“T reached Chicago with not quite five dollars in my 
pockets, and, with a courage which I now marvel at, I paid 
immediately four dollars and a half for a week’s board and 
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lodging. ‘Well,’ I said to myself, ‘for a week I am safe. 
If I earn nothing in that time, at least I shall owe nothing 
when I have to turn out into the streets.’ It was a rather 
dirty little boarding-house, in Wabash Avenue, and occu- 
pied, as I soon found, almost entirely by actors. There 
was no fireplace in my bedroom, and if there had been I 
couldn’t have afforded a fire. But that mattered little; 
what I had to do was to set forth and discover some way 
of making money. Don’t suppose that I was in a des- 
perate state of mind; how it was, I don’t quite know, but 
I felt decidedly cheerful. It was pleasant to be in this new 
region of the earth, and I went about the town like a 
tourist who has abundant resources.” 

He sipped his coffee. 

“T saw nothing for it but to apply at the office of some 
newspaper, and as I happened to light upon the biggest 
of them first of all, I put on a bold face, marched in, 
asked if I could see the editor. There was no difficulty 
whatever about this; I was told to ascend by means of the 
‘elevator’ to an upper storey, and there I walked into a 
comfortable little room where a youngish man sat smoking 
a cigar at a table covered with print and manuscript. I 
introduced myself, stated my business. ‘Can you give me 
work of any kind on your paper?’ ‘Well, what experi- 
ence have you had?’ ‘None whatever.’ The editor 
smiled. ‘I’m very much afraid you would be no use to 
us. But what do you think you could do?’ Well, now, 
there was but one thing that by any possibility I could do. 
I asked him: “Do you publish any fiction—short stories? 
“Yes, we’re always glad of a short story, if it’s good.’ 
This was a big daily paper; they have weekly supplements 
of all conceivable kinds of matter. ‘Well,’ I said, ‘if I 
write a story of English life, will you consider it?? ‘With 
pleasure.’ I left him, and went out as if my existence 
were henceforth provided for.” 

He laughed heartily, and was joined by his hearers. 

“It was a great thing to be permitted to write a story, 
but then—what story? I went down to the shore of Lake 
Michigan; walked there for half an hour in an icy wind. 
Then I looked for a stationer’s shop, and laid out a few 
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of my remaining cents in the purchase of pen, ink, and 
paper—my stock of all these things was at an end when I 
left New York. Then back to the boarding-house. Im- 
possible to write in my bedroom, the temperature was 
below zero; there was no choice but to sit down in the 
common room, a place like the smoke-room of a poor 
commercial hotel in England. A dozen men were gath- 
ered about the fire, smoking, talking, quarrelling. Favour- 
able conditions, you see, for literary effort. But the story 
had to be written, and write it I did, sitting there at the 
end of a deal table; I finished it in less than a couple of 
days, a good long story, enough to fill three columns of 
the huge paper. I stand amazed at my power of concen- 
tration as often as I think of it!” 

“And was it accepted?” asked Dora. 

“You shall hear. I took my manuscript to the editor, 
and he told me to come and see him again next morning. 
I didn’t forget the appointment. As I entered he smiled 
in a very promising way, and said, ‘I think your story 
will do. Ill put it into the Saturday supplement. Call on 
Saturday morning and I’ll remunerate you.’ How well I 
remember that word ‘remunerate’! I have had an af- 
fection for the word ever since. And remunerate me he 
did; scribbled something on a scrap of paper, which I pre- 
sented to the cashier. The sum was eighteen dollars. Be- 
hold me saved !” 

He sipped his coffee again. 

“T have never come across an English editor who treated 
me with anything like that consideration and general kind- 
liness. How the man had time, in his position, to see me 
so often, and do things in such a human way, I can’t 
understand. Imagine anyone trying the same at the office 
of a London newspaper! To begin with, one couldn’t see 
the editor at all. I shall always think with profound grati- 
tude of that man with the peaked brown beard and pleas- 
ant smile.” 

“But did the pea-nuts come after that?” inquired Dora. 

“Alas! they did. For some months I supported myself 
in Chicago, writing for that same paper, and for others. 
But at length the flow of my inspiration was checked; I 
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had written myself out. And I began to grow homesick, 
wanted to get back to England. The result was that I 
found myself one day in New York again, but without 
money enough to pay for a passage home. I tried to write 
one more story. But it happened, as I was looking over 
newspapers in a reading-room, that I saw one of my Chi- 
cago tales copied into a paper published at Troy. Now 
Troy was not very far off, and it occurred to me that, if I 
went there, the editor of this paper might be disposed to 
employ me, seeing he had a taste for my fiction. And I 
went, up the Hudson by steamboat. On landing at Troy 
I was as badly off as when I reached Chicago; I had less 
than a dollar. And the worst of it was I had come on a 
vain errand ; the editor treated me with scant courtesy, and 
no work was to be got. I took a little room, paying for it 
day by day, and in the meantime I fed on those loathsome 
pea-nuts, buying a handful in the street now and then. 
And I assure you I looked starvation in the face.” 

“What sort of a town is Troy?” asked Marian, speaking 
for the first time. 

“Don’t ask me. They make straw-hats there princi- 
pally, and they sell pea-nuts. More I remember not.” 

“But you did't starve to death,” said Maud. 

“No, I just didn’t. I went one afternoon into a lawyer’s 
office, thinking I might get some copying work, and there 
I found an odd-looking old man, sitting with an open 
Bible on his knees. He explained to me that he wasn’t the 
lawyer ; that the lawyer was away on business, and that he 
was just guarding the office. Well, could he help me? 
He meditated, and a thought occurred to him. ‘Go,’ he 
said, ‘to such and such a boarding-house, and ask for Mr. 
Freeman Sterling. He is just starting on a business tour, 
and wants a young man to accompany him.’ I didn’t 
dream of asking what the business was, but sped, as fast 
as my trembling limbs would carry me, to the address he 
had mentioned. I asked for Mr. Freeman Sterling, and 
found him. He was a photographer, and his business at 
present was to go about getting orders for the reproducing 
of old portraits. A good-natured young fellow. He said 
he liked the look of me, and on the spot engaged me to 
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assist him in a house-to-house visitation. He would pay 
for my board and lodging, and give me a commission on 
all the orders I obtained. Forthwith I sat down to a 
‘square meal,’ and ate—my conscience, how I ate!” 

“You were not eminently successful in that pursuit, I 
think ?”’ said Jasper. 

“I don’t think I got half a dozen orders. Yet that good 
Samaritan supported me for five or six weeks, whilst we 
travelled from Troy to Boston. It couldn’t go on; I was 
ashamed of myself; at last I told him that we must part. 
Upon my word, I believe he would have paid my expenses 
for another month; why, I can’t understand. But he had 
a vast respect for me because I had written in newspapers, 
and I do seriously think that he didn’t like to tell me I 
was a useless fellow. We parted on the very best of 
terms in Boston.” 

“And you again had recourse to pea-nuts?” asked Dora. 

“Well, no. In the meantime I had written to someone 
in England, begging the loan of just enough money to en- 
able me to get home. The money came a day after I had 
seen Sterling off by train.” 

An hour and a half quickly passed, and Jasper, who 
wished to have a few minutes of Marian’s company before 
it was time for her to go, cast a significant glance at his 
sisters. Dora said innocently: 

“You wished me to tell you when it was half-past nine, 
Marian.” 

And Marian rose. This was a signal Whelpdale could 
not disregard. Immediately he made ready for his own 
departure, and in less than five minutes was gone, his face 
at the last moment expressing blended delight and pain. 

“Too good of you to have asked me to come,” he said 
with gratitude to Jasper, who went to the door with him. 
“You are a happy man, by Jove! A happy man!” 

When Jasper returned to the room his sisters had van- 
ished. Marian stood by the fire. He drew near to her, 
took her hands, and repeated laughingly Whelpdale’s last 
words. 

“Ts it true?” she asked. 

“Tolerably true, I think.” 
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“Then I am as happy as you are.” 

He released her hands, and moved a little apart. 

“Marian, I have been thinking about that letter to your 
father. I had better get it written, don’t you think?” 

She gazed at him with troubled eyes. 

“Perhaps you had. Though we said it might be delayed 
until # 

“Yes, I know. But I suspect you had rather I didn’t 
wait any longer. Isn’t that the truth?” 

“Partly. Do just as you wish, Jasper.” 

“T’ll go and see him, if you like.” 

“T am so afraid No, writing will be better.” 

“Very well. Then he shall have the letter to-morrow 
afternoon.” 

“Don’t let it come before the last post. I had so much 
rather not. Manage it, if you can.” 

“Very well. Now go and say good-night to the 
girls. It’s a vile night, and you must get home as soon as 
possible.” 

She turned away, but again came towards him, mur- 
muring : 

“Just a word or two more.” 

“About the letter ?” 

“No. You haven’t said i: 

He laughed. 

“And you couldn’t go away contentedly unless I re- 
peated for the hundredth time that I love you?” 

Marian searched his countenance. 

“Do you think it foolish? I live only on those words.” 

“Well, they are better than pea-nuts.”’ 

“Oh, don’t! I can’t bear to 4 

Jasper was unable to understand that such a jest sounded 
to her like profanity. She hid her face against him, and 
whispered the words that would have enraptured her had 
they but come from his lips. The young man found it 
pleasant enough to be worshipped, but he could not reply 
as she desired. A few phrases of tenderness, and his 
love-vocabulary was exhausted ; he even grew weary when 
something more—the indefinite something—was vaguely 
required of him. 
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“You are a dear, good, tender-hearted girl,” he said, 
stroking her short, soft hair, which was exquisite to the 
hand. “Now go and get ready.” 

She left him, but stood for a few moments on the land- 
ing before going to the girls’ room. 


CHAPTER XXIX 
CATASTROPHE 


Marian had finished the rough draft of a paper on 
James Harrington, author of “Oceana.” Her father went 
through it by the midnight lamp, and the next morning 
made his comments. A black sky and sooty rain strength- 
ened his inclination to sit by the study fire and talk at large 
in a tone of flattering benignity. 

“Those paragraphs on the Rota Club strike me as singu- 
larly happy,” he said, tapping the manuscript with the 
mouthpiece of his pipe. “Perhaps you might say a word 
or two more about Cyriac Skinner; one mustn’t be too al- 
lusive with general readers, their ignorance is incredible. 
But there is so little to add to this paper—so little to alter 
—that I couldn’t feel justified in sending it as my own 
work. I think it is altogether too good to appear anony- 
mously. You must sign it, Marian, and have the credit 
that 1s due to you.” 

“Oh, do you think it’s worth while?” answered the girl, 
who was far from easy under this praise. Of late there 
_ had been too much of it; it made her regard her father 
with suspicions which increased her sense of trouble in 
keeping a momentous secret from him. 

“Yes, yes; you had better sign it. I'll undertake there’s 
no other girl of your age who could turn out such a piece 
of work. I think we may fairly say that your apprentice- 
ship is at an end. Before long,” he smiled anxiously, “I 
may be counting upon you as a valued contributor. And 
that reminds me; would you be disposed to call with me on 
the Jedwoods at their house next Sunday ?” 

Marian understood the intention that lay beneath this 
proposal. She saw that her father would not allow him- 
self to seem discouraged by the silence she maintained on 
the great subject which awaited her decision. He was en- 

424 


CATASTROPHE 425 


deavouring gradually to involve her in his ambitions, to 
carry her forward by insensible steps. It pained her to 
observe the suppressed eagerness with which he looked for 
her reply. 

“T will go if you wish, father, but I had rather not.” 

“T feel sure you would like Mrs. Jedwood. One has no 
great opinion of her novels, but she is a woman of some 
intellect. Let me book you for next Sunday; surely I 
have a claim to your companionship now and then.” 

Marian kept silence. Yule puffed at his pipe, then said 
with a speculative air: 

“T suppose it has never even occurred to you to try your 
hand at fiction?” 

“T haven’t the least inclination that way.” 

“You would probably do something rather good if you 
tried. But I don’t urge it. My own efforts in that line 
were a mistake, I’m disposed to think. Not that the 
things were worse than multitudes of books which nowa- 
days go down with the many-headed. But I never quite 
knew what I wished to be at in fiction. I wasn’t content 
to write a mere narrative of the exciting kind, yet lI 
couldn’t hit upon subjects of intellectual cast that alto- 
gether satisfied me. Well, well; I have tried my hand at 
most kinds of literature. Assuredly I merit the title of 
man of letters.” 

“You certainly do.” 

“By-the-by, what should you think of that title for a 
review—Letters? It has never been used, so far as I 
know. I like the word ‘letters... How much better ‘a 
man of letters’ than ‘a literary man’! And a propos of 
that, when was the word ‘literature’ first used in our mod- 
ern sense to signify a body of writing? In Johnson’s day it 
was pretty much the equivalent of our ‘culture.’ You 
remember his saying, ‘It is surprising how little literature 
people have.’ His dictionary, I believe, defines the word 
as ‘learning, skill in letters’—nothing else.” 

It was characteristic of Yule to dwell with gusto on 
little points such as this; he prosed for a quarter of an 
hour, with a pause every now and then whilst he kept his 
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“T think Letters wouldn’t be amiss,” he said at length, 
returning to the suggestion which he wished to keep before 
Marian’s mind. “It would clearly indicate our scope. No 
articles on bimetallism, as Quarmby said—wasn’t it 
Quarmby ?” 

He laughed idly. 

“Yes, I must ask Jedwood how he likes the name.” 


Though Marian feared the result, she was glad when 
Jasper made up his mind to write to her father. Since it 
was determined that her money could not be devoted to 
establishing a review, the truth ought to be confessed be- 
fore Yule had gone too far in nursing his dangerous hope. 
Without the support of her love and all the prospects 
connected with it, she would hardly have been capable of - 
giving a distinct refusal when her reply could no longer be 
postponed ; to hold the money merely for her own benefit 
would have seemed to her too selfish, however slight her 
faith in the project on which her father built so exultantly. 
When it was declared that she had accepted an offer of 
marriage, a sacrifice of that kind could no longer be ex- 
pected of her. Opposition must direct itself against the 
choice she had made. It would be stern, perhaps relent- 
less; but she felt able to face any extremity of wrath. Her 
nerves quivered, but in her heart was an exhaustless source 
of courage. 

That a change had somehow come about in the girl 
Yule was aware. He had observed her with the closest 
study day after day. Her health seemed to have improved ; 
after a long spell of work she had not the air of de- 
spondent weariness which had sometimes irritated him, 
sometimes made him uneasy. She was more womanly in 
her bearing and speech, and exercised an independence, 
appropriate indeed to her years, but such as had not for- 
merly declared itself. The question with her father was 
whether these things resulted simply from her conscious- 
ness of possessing what to her seemed wealth, or some- 
thing else had happened of the nature that he dreaded. 
An alarming symptom was the increased attention she 
paid to her personal appearance; its indications were not 
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at all prominent, but Yule, on the watch for such things, 
did not overlook them. True, this also might mean noth- 
ing but a sense of relief from narrow means; a girl would 
naturally adorn herself a little under the circumstances. 

His doubts came to an end two days after that proposal 
of a title for the new review. As he sat in his study the 
servant brought him a letter delivered by the last evening 
post. The handwriting was unknown to him; the con- 
tents were these: 


“DEAR Mr. YuLE,—It is my desire to write to you with 
perfect frankness and as simply as I can on a subject 
which has the deepest interest for me, and which I trust 
you will consider in that spirit of kindness with which you 
received me when we first met at Finden. 

“On the occasion of that meeting | had the happiness of 
being presented to Miss Yule. She was not totally a 
stranger to me; at that time I used to work pretty regu- 
larly in the Museum Reading-room, and there I had seen 
Miss Yule, had ventured to observe her at moments with a 
young man’s attention, and had felt my interest aroused, 
though I did not know her name. To find her at Finden 
seemed to me a very unusual and delightful piece of good 
fortune. When I came back from my holiday I was con- 
scious of a new purpose in life, a new desire and a new 
motive to help me on in my chosen career. 

“My mother’s death led to my sisters’ coming to live in 
London. Already there had been friendly correspondence 
between Miss Yule and the two girls, and now that the 
opportunity offered they began to see each other frequently. 
As I was often at my sisters’ lodgings it came about that 
I met Miss Yule there from time to time. In this way 
was confirmed my attachment to your daughter. The bet- 
ter I knew her, the more worthy I found her of reverence 
and love. 

“Would it not have been natural for me to seek a re- 
newal of the acquaintance with yourself which had been 
begun in the country? Gladly I should have done so. 
Before my sisters’ coming to London I did call one day at 
your house with the desire of seeing you, but unfortu- 
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nately you were not at home. Very soon after that I 
learnt to my extreme regret that my connection with The 
Current and its editor would make any repetition of my 
visit very distasteful to you. I was conscious of nothing 
in my literary life that could offend you—and at this day, 
I can say the same-—but I shrank from the appearance of 
importunity, and for some months I was deeply distressed 
by the fear that what I most desired in life had become 
unattainable. My means were very slight; I had no choice 
but to take such work as offered, and mere chance had put 
me into a position which threatened ruin to the hope that 
you would some day regard me as a not unworthy suitor 
for your daughter’s hand. 

“Circumstances have led me to a step which at that time 
seemed impossible. Having discovered that Miss Yule re- 
turned the feeling I entertained for her, I have asked her 
to be my wife, and she has consented. It is now my hope 
that you will permit me to call upon you. Miss Yule is 
aware that I am writing this letter; will you not let her 
plead for me, seeing that only by an unhappy chance have 
I been kept aloof from you? Marian and I are equally 
desirous that you should approve our union; without that 
approval, indeed, something will be lacking to the happi- 
ness for which we hope. 

“Believe me to be sincerely yours, 

“JASPER MILvAIN.” 


Half an hour after reading this Yule was roused from a 
fit of the gloomiest brooding by Marian’s entrance. She 
came towards him timidly, with pale countenance. He had 
glanced round to see who it was, but at once turned his 
head again. 

“Will vou forgive me for keeping this secret from you, 
father ?” 

“Forgive your” he replied in a hard, deliberate voice. 
“T assure you it is a matter of perfect indifference to me. 
You are long since of age, and I have no power whatever 
to prevent your falling a victim to any schemer who takes 
your fancy. It would be folly in me to discuss the ques- 
tion. I recognise your right to have as many secrets as 
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may seem good to you. To talk of forgiveness is the 
merest affectation.” 

“No, I spoke sincerely. If it had seemed possible I 
should gladly have let you know about this from the first. 
That would have been natural and right. But you know 
what prevented me.” 

“T do. I will try to hope that even a sense of shame had 
something to do with it.” 

“That had nothing to do with it,’ said Marian, coldly. 
“TI have never had reason to feel ashamed.” 

“Be it so. *I trust you may never have reason to feel 
repentance. May I ask when you propose to be married ?” 

“T don’t know when it will take place.” 

“As soon, I suppose, as your uncle’s executors have 
discharged a piece of business which is distinctly germane 
to the matter ?” 

) Perhaps. - 

“Does your mother know 

“T have just told her.” 

“Very well, then it seems to me that there’s nothing 
more to be said.” 

“Do you refuse to see Mr. Milvain?” 

“Most decidedly I do. You will have the goodness to 
inform him that that is my reply to his letter.” 

“T don’t think that is the behaviour of a gentleman,” 
said Marian, her eyes beginning to gleam with resentment. 

“T am obliged to you for your instruction.” 

“Will you tell me, father, in plain words, why you dis- 
like Mr. Milvain?” 

“T am not inclined to repeat what I have already fruit- 
lessly told you. For the sake of a clear understanding, 
however, I will let you know the practical result of my 
dislike. From the day of your marriage with that man 
you are nothing to me. I shall distinctly forbid you to 
enter my house. You make your choice, and go your own 
way. I shall hope never to see your face again.” 

Their eyes met, and the look of each seemed to fasci- 
nate the other. 

“Tf you have made up your mind to that,” said Marian 
in a shaking voice, “I can remain here no longer. Such 
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words are senselessly cruel. To-morrow I shall leave the 
house.” 3 

“T repeat that you are of age, and perfectly independ- 
ent. It can be nothing to me how soon you go. You 
have given proof that I am of less than no account to you, 
and doubtless the sooner we cease to afflict each other the 
better.” 

It seemed as if the effect of these conflicts with her 
father were to develop in Marian a vehemence of temper 
which at length matched that of which Yule was the vic- 
tim. Her face, outlined to express a gentle gravity, was 
now haughtily passionate; nostrils and lips thrilled with 
wrath, and her eyes were magnificent in their dark fieri- 
ness. 

“You shall not need to tell me that again,” she answered, 
and immediately left him. 

She went into the sitting-room, where Mrs. Yule was 
awaiting the result of the interview. 

“Mother,” she said, with stern gentleness, “this house 
can no longer be a home for me. I shall go away to- 
morrow, and live in lodgings until the time of my mar- 
riage.” 

Mrs. Yule uttered a cry of pain, and started up. 

“Oh, don’t do that, Marian! What has he said to you? 
Come and talk to me, darling—tell me what he’s said— 
don’t look like that!’ 

She clung to the girl despairingly, terrified by a trans- 
formation she would have thought impossible. 

“He says that if I marry Mr. Milvain he hopes never 
to see my face again. I can’t stay here. You shall come 
and see me, and we will be the same to each other as al- 
ways. But father has treated me too unjustly. I can’t 
live near him after this.” 

“He doesn’t mean it,” sobbed her mother. “He says 
what he’s sorry for as soon as the words are spoken. 
He loves you too much, my darling, to drive you away 
like that. It’s his disappointment, Marian; that’s all it is. 
He counted on it so much. I’ve heard him talk of it in 
his sleep; he made so sure that he was going to have that 
new magazine, and the disappointment makes him that he 
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doesn’t know what he’s saying. Only wait and see; he’ll 
tell you he didn’t mean it, I know he will. Only leave him 
alone till he’s had time to get over it. Do forgive him this 
once. 

“It’s like a madman to talk in that way,” said the girl, 
releasing herself. ‘Whatever his disappointment, I can’t 
endure it. I have worked hard for him, very hard, ever 
since I was old enough, and he owes me some kindness, 
some respect. It would be different if he had the least 
reason for his hatred of Jasper. It is nothing but insen- 
sate prejudice, the result of his quarrels with other people. 
What right has he to insult me by representing my future 
husband as a scheming hypocrite ?” 

“My love, he has had so much to bear—it’s made him so 
quick-tempered.” 

“Then I am quick-tempered, too, and the sooner we are 
apart the better, as he said himself.” 

“Oh, but you have always been such a patient girl.” 

“My patience is at an end when I am treated as if I 
had neither rights nor feelings. However wrong the 
choice I had made, this was not the way to behave to me. 
His disappointment? Is there a natural law, then, that a 
daughter must be sacrificed to her father? My husband 
will have as much need of that money as my father has, 
and he will be able to make far better use of it. It was 
wrong even to ask me to give my money away like that. 
I have a right to happiness, as well as other women.” 

She was shaken with hysterical passion; the natural 
consequence of this outbreak in a nature such as hers. 
Her mother, in the meantime, grew stronger by force of 
profound love that at length had found its opportunity of 
expression. Presently she persuaded Marian to come up- 
stairs with her, and before long the overburdened breast 
was relieved by a flow of tears. But Marian’s purpose 
remained unshaken. 

“Tt is impossible for us to see each other day after day,” 
she said when calmer. ‘‘He can’t control his anger against 
me, and I suffer too much when I am made to feel like 
this. I shall take a lodging not far off, where you can see 
me often.” 
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“But you have no money, Marian,” replied Mrs. Yule, 
miserably. 

“No money? As if I couldn’t borrow a few pounds 
until all my own comes to me! Dora Milvain can lend me 
all I shall want; it won’t make the least difference to her. 
I must have my money very soon now.” 

At about half-past eleven Mrs. Yule went downstairs, 
and entered the study. 

“If you are coming to speak about Marian,” said her 
husband, turning upon her with savage eyes, “you can 
save your breath. I won’t hear her name mentioned.” 

She faltered, but overcame her weakness. 

_ “You are driving her away from us, Alfred. It isn’t 
sight! Oh, it isn’t right!” 

“Tf she didn’t go I should, so understand that! And if 
I go, you have seen the last of me. Make your choice, . 
make your choice!” 

He had yielded himself to that perverse frenzy which - 
impels a man to acts and utterances most wildly at con- 
flict with reason. His sense of the monstrous irrationality 
to which he was committed completed what was begun in 
him by the bitterness of a great frustration. 

“Tf I wasn’t a poor, helpless woman,” replied his 
wife, sinking upon a chair and crying without raising her 
hands to her face, “I’d go and live with her till she was 
married, and then make a home for myself. But I haven’t 
a penny, and I’m too old to earn my own living; I should 
only be a burden to her.” 

“That shall be no hindrance,” cried Yule. “Go, by all 
means; you shall have a sufficient allowance as long as I 
can continue to work, and when I’m past that, your lot 
will be no harder than mine. Your daughter had the 
chance of making provision for my old age, at no expense 
to herself. But that was asking too much of her. Go, by 
all means, and leave me to make what I can of the rest of 
my life; perhaps I may save a few years still from the 
curse brought upon me by my own folly.” 

It was idle to address him. Mrs. Yule went into the 
sitting-room, and there sat weeping for an hour. Then 
she extinguished the lights, and crept upstairs in silence. 
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Yule passed the night in the study. Towards morning 
he slept for an hour or two, just long enough to let the 
fire go out and to get thoroughly chilled. When he opened, 
his eyes a muddy twilight had begun to show at the win- 
-dow; the sounds of a clapping door within the house, 
which had probably awakened him, made him aware that 
the servant was already up. 

He drew up the blind. There seemed to be a frost, for 
the moisture of last night had all disappeared, and the 
yard upon which the window looked was unusually clean. 
With a glance at the black grate he extinguished his lamp, 
and went out into the passage. A few minutes’ groping 
for his overcoat and hat, and he left the house. 

His purpose was to warm himself with a vigorous walk, 
and at the same time to shake off, if possible, the night- 
mare of his rage and hopelessness. He had no distinct 
feeling with regard to his behaviour of the past evening ; 
he neither justified nor condemned himself; he did not 
ask himself whether Marian would to-day leave her home, 
or if her mother would take him at his word and also 
depart. These seemed to be details which his brain was 
too weary to consider. But he wished to be away from 
the wretchedness of his house, and to let things go as they 
would whilst he was absent. As he closed the front door 
he felt as if he were escaping from an atmosphere that 
threatened to stifle him. 

His steps directing themselves more by habit than with 
any deliberate choice, he walked towards Camden Road. 
When he had reached Camden Town railway-station he 
was attracted by a coffee-stall; a draught of the steaming 
liquid, no matter its quality, would help his blood to circu- 
late. He laid down his penny, and first warmed his hands 
by holding them round the cup. Whilst standing thus he 
noticed that the objects at which he looked had a blurred 
appearance; his eyesight seemed to have become worse 
this morning. Only a result of his insufficient sleep per- 
haps. He took up a scrap of newspaper that lay on the 
stall; he could read it, but one of his eyes was certainly 
weaker than the other; trying to see with that one alone, 
he found that everything became misty. 
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He laughed, as if the threat of new calamity were an 
amusement in his present state of mind. And at the same 
‘moment his look encountered that of a man who had 
drawn near to him, a shabbily-dressed man of middle age 
whose face did not correspond with his attire. 

‘Will you give me a cup of coffee?’ asked the stranger, 
in a low voice and with shame-faced manner. “It would 
be a great kindness.” 

The accent was that of good breeding. Yule hesitated 
in surprise for a moment, then said: 

“Have one by all means. Would you care for anything 
to eat?” 

“T am much obliged to you. I think I should be none 
the worse for one of those solid slices of bread and but- 
tens 

The stall-keeper was just extinguishing his lights; the - 
frosty sky showed a pale gleam of sunrise. 

“Hard times, I’m afraid,’”’ remarked Yule, as his bene- 
ficiary began to eat the luncheon with much appearance 
of grateful appetite. : 

“Very hard times.” He had a small, thin, colourless 
countenance, with large, pathetic eyes; a slight moustache 
and curly beard. His clothes were such as would be worn 
by some very poor clerk. “I came here an hour ago,” he 
continued, “with the hope of meeting an acquaintance who 
generally goes from this station, at a certain time. I have 
missed him, and in doing so I missed what I had thought 
»my one chance of a breakfast. When one has neither 
dined nor supped on the previous day, breakfast becomes 
a meal of some importance.” 

“True. Take another slice.” 

“Tam greatly obliged to you.” 

“Not at all. I have known hard times myself, and am 
likely to know worse.” 

“I trust not——This is the first time that I have positively 
begged. I should have been too much ashamed to beg of 
the kind of men who are usually at these places; they cer- 
tainly have no money to spare. I was thinking of making 
an appeal at a baker’s shop, but it is very likely I should 
have been handed over to a policeman. Indeed I don’t 
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know what I should have done; the last point of endurance 


was almost reached. I have no clothes but these I wear, 
and they are few enough for the season. Still, I suppose 
the waistcoat must have gone.” 

He did not talk like a beggar who is trying to excite 
compassion, but with a sort of detached curiosity con- 
cerning the difficulties of his position. 

“You can find nothing to do?” said the man of letters. 

“Positively nothing. By profession I am a surgeon, 
but it’s a long time since I practised. Fifteen years ago I 
was comfortably established at Wakefield; I was married 
and had one child. But my capital ran out, and my prac- 
tice, never anything to boast of, fell to nothing. I suc- 
ceeded in getting a place as an assistant to a man at Ches- 
ter. We sold up, and started on the journey.” 

He paused, looking at Yule in a strange way. 

“What happened then?” 

“You probably don’t remember a railway accident that 
took place near Crewe in that year—it was 1869? I and 
my wife and child were alone in a carriage that was splin- 
tered. One moment I was talking with them, in fairly 
good spirits, and my wife was laughing at something I 
had said ; the next, there were two crushed, bleeding bodies 
at my feet. I had a broken arm, that was all. Well, they 


were killed on the instant; they didn’t suffer. That has 


been my one consolation.” 

Yule kept the silence of sympathy. 

“T was in a lunatic asylum for more than a year after 
that,” continued the man. “Unhappily, I didn’t lose my 


senses at the moment; it took two or three weeks to bring 


me to that pass. But I recovered, and there has been no 
return of the disease. Don’t suppose that I am still of un- 
sound mind. There can’ be little doubt that poverty will 
bring me to that again'in the end; but as yet I am per- 
fectly sane. I have supported myself in various ways. 
No, I don’t drink; I see the question in your face. But I 
am physically weak, and, to quote Mrs. Gummidge, 
‘things go contrary with me.’ There’s no use lamenting ; 
this breakfast has helped me on, and I feel in much bet- 
ter spirits.” 
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“Your surgical knowledge is no use to you?” 

The other shook his head and sighed. 

“Did you ever give any special attention to diseases of 
the eyes?” 

“Special, no. But of course I had some acquaintance 
with the subject.” 

“Could you tell by examination whether a man was 
threatened with cataract, or anything of that kind?” 

“T think I could.” 

“T am speaking of myself.” 

The stranger made a close scrutiny of Yule’s face, and 
asked certain questions with reference to his visual sensa- 
tions. 

“T hardly like to propose it,” he said at length, “but if 
you were willing to accompany me to a very poor room 
that I have not far from here, I could make the examina- ~ 
tion formally.” 

“T will go with you.” 

They turned away from the stall, and the ex-surgeon 
led into a by-street. Yule wondered at himself for caring 
to seek such a singular consultation, but he had a pressing 
desire to hear some opinion as to the state of his eyes. 
Whatever the stranger might tell him, he would afterwards 
have recourse to a man of recognised standing; but just 
now companionship of any kind was welcome, and the 
poor hungry fellow, with his dolorous life-story, had made 
appeal to his sympathies. To give money under guise of 
a fee would be better than merely offering alms. 

“This is the house,” said his guide, pausing at a dirty 
door. “It isn’t inviting, but the people are honest, so far 
as I know. My room is at the top.” 

“Lead on,” answered Yule. 

In the room they entered was rfothing noticeable; it was 
only the poorest possible kind of bed-chamber, or all but 
the poorest possible. Daylight had now succeeded to 
dawn, yet the first thing the stranger did was to strike a 
match and light a candle. 

“Will you kindly place yourself with your back to the 
window?” he said. “I am going to apply what is called 
the catoptric test. You have probably heard of it?” 
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“My ignorance of scientific matters is fathomless.” 

The other smiled, and at once offered a simple explana- 
tion of the term. By the appearance of the candle as it 
reflected itself in the patient’s eye it was possible, he said, 
to decide whether cataract had taken hold upon the organ. 

For a minute or two he conducted his experiment care- 
fully, and Yule was at no loss to read the result upon his 
face. 

“How long have you suspected that something was 
wrong?” the surgeon asked, as he put down the candle. 

“For several months.” 

“You haven’t consulted anyone ?” 

“No one. I have kept putting it off. Just tell me what 
you have discovered.”’ 

“The back of the right lens is affected beyond a doubt.” 

“That means, I take it, that before very long I shall be 
practically blind?” 

_ “T don’t like to speak with an air of authority. After 

all I am only a surgeon who has bungled himself into 
pauperdom. You must see a competent man; that much I 
can tell you in all earnestness. Do you use your eyes 
much ?” ; 

“Fourteen hours a day, that’s all.” 

“H’m! You are a literary man, | think?” 

“Tam. My name is Alfred Yule.” 

He had some faint hope that the name might be recog- 
nised; that would have gone far, for the moment, to 
counteract his trouble. But not even this poor satisfaction 
was to be granted him; to his hearer the name evidently 
conveyed nothing. 

“See a competent man, Mr. Yule. Science has advanced 
rapidly since the days when I was a student; I am only 
able to assure you of the existence of disease.” 

They talked for half an hour, until both were shaking 
with cold. Then Yule thrust his hand into his pocket. 

“You will of course allow me to offer such return as I 
am able,” he said. “The information isn’t pleasant, but I 
am glad to have it.” 

He laid five shillings on the chest of drawers—there was 
no table. The stranger expressed his gratitude. 
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“My name,is Duke,” he said, “and I was christened 
Victor—possibly because I was doomed to defeat in life. 
I wish you could have associated the memory of me with 
happier circumstances.” 

They shook hands, and Yule quitted the house. 

He came out again by Camden Town station. The cof- 
fee-stall had disappeared; the traffic of the great highway 
was growing uproarious. Among all the strugglers for 
existence who rushed this way and that, Alfred Yule felt 
himself a man chosen for fate’s heaviest infliction. He 
never questioned the accuracy of the stranger’s judgment, 
and he hoped for no mitigation of the doom it threatened. 
His life was over—and wasted. 

He might as well go home, and take his place meekly 
by the fireside. He was beaten. Soon to be a useless old 


man, a burden and annoyance to whosoever had pity on — 


him. 

It was a curious effect of the imagination that since 
coming into the open air again his eyesight seemed to be 
far worse than before. He irritated his nerves of vision 
by incessant tests, closing first one eye then the other, com- 
paring his view of nearer objects with the appearance of 
others more remote, fancying an occasional pain—which 
could have had no connection with his disease. The lit- 
erary projects which had stirred so actively in his mind 
twelve hours ago were become an insubstantial memory; 
to the one crushing blow had succeeded a second, which 
was fatal. He could hardly recall what special piece of 
work he had been engaged upon last night. His thoughts 
were such as if actual blindness had really fallen upon him. 

At half-past eight he entered the house. Mrs. Yule was 
standing at the foot of the stairs; she looked at him, then 


turned away towards the kitchen. He went upstairs. On 


coming down again he found breakfast ready as usual, 
and seated himself at the table. Two letters waited for 
him there; he opened them. 

When Mrs. Yule came into the room a few moments 
later she was astonished by a burst of loud, mocking 
laughter from her husband, excited, as it appeared, by 
something he was reading. 
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“Ts:Marian up?” he asked, turning to her. 

ss Viese” 

“She is not coming to breakfast ?” 

BOING ak 
_ “Then just take that letter to her, and ask her to read 
Rts? 

Mrs. Yule ascended to her daughter’s bedroom. She 
knocked, was bidden enter, and found’ Marian packing 
clothes in a trunk. The girl looked as if she had been up 
all night ; her eyes bore the traces of much weeping. 

“He has come back, dear,” said Mrs. Yule, in the low 
voice of apprehension, “and he says you are to read this 
letter,”’ 

Marian took the sheet, unfolded it, and read. As soon’ 
as she had reached the end she looked wildly at her mother, 
seemed to endeavour vainly to speak, then fell to the floor 
in unconsciousness. The mother was only just able to 
break the violence of her fall. Having snatched a pillow 
and placed it beneath Marian’s head, she rushed to the 
door and called loudly for her husband, who in a moment 
appeared. 

“What is it?” she cried to him. ‘Look, she has fallen 
down ina faint. Why are you treating her like this?” 

“Attend to her,” Yule replied roughly. “I suppose you 
‘know better than I do what to do when a person faints.” 

The swoon lasted for several minutes. 

“What’s in the letter?” asked Mrs. Yule whilst chafing 
the lifeless hands. 

“Her money’s lost. The people who were to pay it have 
just failed.” 

“She won’t get anything?” 

“Most likely nothing at all.” 

The letter was a private communication from one of 
John Yule’s executors. It seemed likely that the demand 
upon Turberville & Co. for an account of the deceased 
partner’s share in their business had helped to bring about 
a crisis in affairs that were already unstable. Something 
might be recovered in the legal proceedings that would 
result, but there were circumstances which made the out- 
look very doubtful. 
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As Marian came to herself her father left the room. 
An hour afterwards Mrs. Yule summoned him again to 
the girl’s chamber; he went, and found Marian lying on 
the bed, looking like one who had been long ill. 

“T wish to ask you a few questions,” she said, without 
raising herself. “Must my legacy necessarily be paid out 
of that investment?” 

“It must. Those are the terms of the will.” 

“Tf nothing can be recovered from those people, I have 
no remedy?” 

“None whatever that I can see.” 

“But when a firm is bankrupt they generally pay some 
portion of their debts?” 

“Sometimes. I know nothing of the case.” 

“This of course happens to me,” Marian said, with in- 
tense bitterness. “None of the other legatees will suffer, ~ 
I suppose?” 

“Someone must, but to a very small extent.” 

“Of course. When shall I have direct information?” 

“You can write to Mr. Holden; you have his address.” 

+ Phank -you.~;That’s all?’ 

He was dismissed, and went quietly away. 


CHAPTER XXX 
WAITING ON DESTINY 


TuHrRovucuHoutT the day Marian kept her room. Her in- 
tention to leave the house was, of course, abandoned; she 
was the prisoner of fate. Mrs. Yule would have tended 
her with unremitting devotion, but the girl desired to be 
alone. At times she lay in silent anguish; frequently her 
tears broke forth, and she sobbed until weariness over- 
came her. In the afternoon she wrote a letter to Mr. 
Holden, begging that she might be kept constantly ac- 
quainted with the progress of things. 

At five her mother brought tea. 

“Wouldn’t it be better if you went to bed now, Marian?” 
she suggested. 

“To bed? But I am going out in an hour or two.” 

BOiesyomumeant, dean: (it'sijso' bitterly «coldly Wz 
/wouldn’t be good for you.” 

“T have to go out, mother, so we won't speak of it.” 

It was not safe to reply. Mrs. Yule sat down, and 
watched the girl raise the cup to her mouth with trembling 
hand. 

“This won’t make any difference to you—in the end, 
my darling,” the mother ventured to say at length, allud- 
ing for the first time to the effect of the catastrophe on 
Marian’s immediate prospects. 

“Of course not,’ was the reply, in a tone of self-per- 
suasion. 

“Mr. Milvain is sure to have plenty of money before 


“You feel much better now, don't you?” 


“Much. I am quite well again.’ 
441 


442 NEW GRUB STREET 


At seven, Marian went out. Finding herself weaker 
than she had thought, she stopped an empty cab that 
presently passed her, and so drove to the Milvains’ lodg- 
ings. In her agitation she inquired for Mr. Milvain, in- 
stead of for Dora, as was her habit; it mattered very 
little, for the landlady and her servants were of course 
under no misconception regarding this young lady’s visits. 
Jasper was at home, and working. He had but to look 
at Marian to see that something wretched had been going 
on at her home; naturally he supposed it the result of his 
letter to Mr. Yule: 

“Your father has been behaving brutally,’ he said, 
holding her hands and gazing anxiously at her. 

“There is something far worse than that, Jasper.” 

“Worse?” 

She threw off her outdoor things, then took the fatal 
letter from her pocket and handed it to him. Jasper gave 
a whistle of consternation, and looked vacantly from the 
paper to Marian’s countenance. 

“How the deuce comes this about?” he exclaimed. 
“Why, wasn’t your uncle aware of the state of things?” 

“Perhaps he was. He may have known that the 
legacy was a mere form.” 

“You are the only one affected ?” 

“So father says. It’s sure to be the case.” 

“This has. upset you horribly, I can see. Sit down, 
Marian. When did the letter come?” 

“This morning.” 

“And you have been fretting over it all day. . But 
come, we must keep up our courage; you may get some- 
thing substantial out of the scoundrels still.” 

Even whilst he spoke his eyes wandered absently. On 
the last word his voice failed, and he fell into abstraction. 
Marian’s look was fixed upon him, and he became con- 
scious of it. He tried to smile. 

“What were you writing?” she asked, making involun- 
tary diversion from the calamitous theme. 

“Rubbish for the Wull-o’-the-Wisp. Listen to this para- 
graph about English concert audiences.” 
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It was as necessary to him as to her to have a respite 
before the graver discussion began. He seized gladly the 
opportunity she offered, and read several pages of manu- 
script, slipping from one topic to another. To hear him 
one would have supposed that he was in his ordinary 
mood ; he laughed at his own jokes and points. 

“They'll have to pay me more,’ was the remark with 
which he closed. “I only wanted to make myself indis- 
pensable to them, and at the end of this year I shall feel 
pretty sure of that. They'll have to give me two guineas 
a column; by Jove! they will.” 

“And you may hope for much more than that, mayn’t 
you, before long?” 

. “Oh, I shall transfer myself to a better paper presently. 
It seems to me I must be stirring to some purpose.” 

He gave her a significant look. 

“What shall we do, Jasper?” 

“Work and wait, I suppose.” 

“There’s something I must tell you. Father said I 
had better sign that Harrington article myself. If I do 
that, I shall have a right to the money, I think. It will 
at least be eight guineas. And why shouldn’t I go on 
writing for myself—for us? You can help me to think 
of subjects.” 

“First of all, what about my letter to your father? We 
are forgetting all about it.” 

“He refused to answer.” 

Marian avoided closer description of what had hap- 
pened. It was partly that she felt ashamed of her father’s 
unreasoning wrath, and feared lest Jasper’s pride might 
receive an injury from which she in turn would suffer ; 
partly that she was unwilling to pain her lover by making 
display of all she had undergone. 

“Oh, he refused to reply! Surely that is extreme be- 
haviour.” 

What she dreaded seemed to be coming to pass. Jasper 
stood rather stiffly, and threw his head back. 

“You know the reason, dear. That prejudice has en- 
tered into his very life. It is not you he dislikes; that 
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is impossible. He thinks of you only as he would of 
anyone connected with Mr. Fadge.” 

“Well, well; it isn’t a matter of much moment. But 
what I have in mind is this. Will it be possible for you, 
whilst living at home, to take a position of independence, 
and say that you are going to work for your own profit?” 

“At least I might claim half the money I can earn. 
And I was thinking more of ey 

“Of what?” 

‘When I am your wife, I may be able to help. I could 
earn thirty or forty pounds a year, I think. That would 
pay the rent of a small house.” 

She spoke with shaken voice, her eyes fixed upon his 
face. 

“But, my dear Marian, we surely oughtn’t to think of — 
marrying so long as expenses are so nicely fitted as all 
that’? ; 

“No. I only meant 

She faltered and her tongue became silent as her heart 
sank, 

“It simply means,” pursued Jasper, seating himself and 
crossing his legs, “that I must move heaven and earth to 
improve my position. You know that my faith in myself 
is not small; there’s no knowing what I might do if I 
used every effort. But, upon my word, I don’t see much 
hope of our being able to marry for a year or two under 
the most favourable circumstances.” 

“No; I quite understand that.” 

“Can you promise to keep a little love for me all that 
time?” he asked with a constrained smile. 

“You know me too well to fear.” 

“T thought you seemed a little doubtful.” 

His tone was not altogether that which makes banter 
pleasant between lovers. Marian looked at him fear- 
fully. Was it possible for him in truth so to misunder- 
stand her? He had never satisfied her heart’s desire of 
infinite love; she never spoke with him but she was op- 
pressed with the suspicion that his love was not as great 
as hers, and, worse still, that he did not wholly compre- 
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hend the self-surrender which she strove to make plain in 
every word. 

“You don’t say that seriously, Jasper °” 

“But answer seriously.” fj 

“How can you doubt that I would wait faithfully for 
you for years if it were necessary?” 

“Tt mustn’t be years, that’s very certain. I think ‘it 
preposterous for a man to hold a woman bound in that 
hopeless way.” 

“But what question is there of polars me bound? 
Is love dependent on fixed engagements? Do you feel 
that, if we agreed to part, your love would be at once a 
thing of the past?” 

“Why no, of course not.” 

“Oh, but how coldly you speak, Jasper!” 

She could not breathe a word which might be inter- 
preted as fear lest the change of her circumstances should 
make a change in his feeling. Yet that was in her mind. 
The existence of such a fear meant, of course, that she 
did not entirely trust him, and viewed his character as 
something less than noble. Very seldom indeed is a 
woman free from such doubts, however absolute her love; 
and perhaps it is just as rare for a man to credit in his 
heart all the praises he speaks of his beloved. Passion 
_is compatible with a great many of these imperfections 
of intellectual esteem. To see more clearly into Jasper’s 
personality was, for Marian, to suffer the more intoler- 
able dread lest she should lose him. 

She went to his side. Her heart ached because, in her 
great misery, he had not fondled her and intoxicated her 
senses with loving words. 

“How can I make you feel how much I love you?” she 
murmured. 

“You musn’t be so literal, dearest. Women are so 
desperately matter-of-fact; it comes out even in their 
love-talk.”’ 

Marian was not without perception of the irony of such 
an opinion on Jasper’s lips. 

“T am content for you to think so,’ 


? 


she said. ‘There 
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is only one fact in my life of any importance, and I can 
never lose sight of it.” 

“Well now, we are quite sure of each other. Tell me 
plainly, do you think me capable of forsaking you be- 
cause you have perhaps lost your money?” 

The question made her wince. If delicacy had held her 
tongue, it had no control of his. 

“How can I answer that better,” she said, “than by 

saying I love you?” 
- It was no answer, and Jasper, though obtuse compared 
‘with her, understood that it was none. But the emotion 
which had prompted his words was genuine enough. Her 
touch, the perfume of her passion, had their exalting 
effect upon him. He felt in all sincerity that to for- 
sake her would be a baseness, revenged by the loss of 
such a wife. 

“There’s an uphill fight before me, that’s all,’”’ he said, 
“instead of the pretty smooth course I have been looking 
forward to. But I don’t fear it, Marian. I’m not the 
fellow to be beaten. You shall be my wife, and you shall 
have as many luxuries as if you had brought me a for- 
tune.” 

“Luxuries! Oh, how childish you seem to think me!” 

“Not a bit of it. Luxuries are a most important part 
of life. I had rather not live at all than never possess 
them. Let me give you a useful hint; if ever I seem to 
you to flag, just remind me of the difference between 
these lodgings and a richly furnished house. Just hint 
to me that So-and-so, the journalist, goes about in his 
carriage, and can give his wife a box at the theatre. Just 
ask me, casually, how I should like to run over to the 
Riviera when London fogs are thickest. You understand ? 
That’s the way to keep me at it like a steam-engine.’ 

“You are right. All those things enable one to live 
a better and fuller life. Oh, how cruel that I—that we 
are robbed in this way! You can have no idea how ter- 
rible a blow it was to me when I read that letter this 
morning.” 

She was on the point of confessing that she had 
swooned, but something restrained her. 


WORT ENG ON SDE ST IN Y 447 


“Your father can hardly be sorry,” Said Jasper. 

“T think he speaks more harshly than he feels. The 
_ worst was, that until he got your letter he had kept hop- 
ing that I would let him have the money for a new re- 
view.” 

“Well, for the present I prefer to believe that the money 
isn’t all lost. If the blackguards pay ten shillings in the 
pound you will get two thousand five hundred out of 
them, and that’s something. But how do you stand? 
Will your position be that of an ordinary creditor?” 

“Tam so ignorant. I know nothing of such things.” 

“But of course your interests will be properly looked 
after. Put yourself in communication with this Mr. 
Holden. Ill have a look into the law on the subject. 
Let us hope as long as we can. By Jove! There’s no 
other way of facing it.’ ’ 

“No, indeed.” 

“Mrs. Reardon and the rest of them are safe enough, 
I suppose?” 

“Oh, no doubt.” 

“Confound them!—It grows upon one. One doesn’t 
take in the whole of such a misfortune at once. We 
must hold on to the last rag of hope, and in the meantime 
I'll half work myself to death. Are you going to see the 
girls?” 

“Not to-night. You must tell them.” 

“Dora will cry her eyes out. Upon my word, Maud ’Il 
have to draw in her horns. I must frighten her into 
economy and hard work.” 

He again lost himself in anxious reverie. 

“Marian, couldn’t you try your hand at fiction?” 

She started, remembering that her father had put the 
same question so recently. 

“T’m afraid I could do nothing worth doing.” 

“That isn’t exactly the question. Could you do any- 
thing that would sell? With very moderate success in 
fiction you might make three times as much as you ever 
will by magazine pot-boilers. A girl like you. Oh, you 
might manage, [ should think.” 

“A girl like me?” 
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“Well, I mean that love-scenes, and that kind of thing, 
would be very much in your line.” 

Marian was not given to blushing; very few girls are, 
even on strong provocation. For the first time Jasper 
saw her cheeks colour deeply, and it was with anything 
but pleasure. His words were coarsely inconsiderate, 
and wounded her. 

“T think that is not my work,” she said coldly, look- 
ing away. 


“But surely there’s no harm in my saying one 
paused in astonishment. “I meant nothing that could 
offend you.” 


“T know you didn’t, Jasper. But you make me think 
that x 

“Don’t be so literal again, my dear girl. Come here 
and forgive me.” 

She did not approach, but only because the painful 
thought he had excited kept her to that spot. 

“Come, Marian! Then I must come to you.” 

He did so and held her in his arms. 

“Try your hand at a novel, dear, if vou can possibly 
make time. Put me in it, if you like, and make me an 
insensible masculine. The experiment is worth a try, 
I’m certain. At all events do a few chapters, and let 
me see them. A chapter needn’t take you more than a 
couple of hours I should think.” 

Marian refrained from giving any promise. She 
seemed irresponsive to his caresses. That thought which 
at times gives trouble to all women of strong emotions 
was working in her: had she been too demonstrative, and 
made her love too cheap? Now that Jasper’s love might 
be endangered, it behoved her to use any arts which 
nature prompted. And so, for once, he was not wholly 
satisfied with her, and at their parting he wondered what 
subtle change had affected her manner to him. 


“Why didn’t Marian come to speak a word?” said 
Dora, when her brother entered the girls’ sitting-room 
about ten o'clock. 
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“You knew she was with me, then ?” 

“We heard her voice as she was going away.” 

She brought me some enspiriting news, and thought it 
better I should have the reporting of it to you.” 

With brevity he made known what had befallen. 

Cheerful, isn’t it? The kind of thing that strengthens 
one’s trust in Providence.” 

The girls were appalled. Maud, who was reading by 
the fireside, let her book fall to her lap, and knit her 
brows darkly. 

“Then your marriage must be put off, of course?” 
said Dora. : 

“Well, I shouldn’t be surprised if that were found 
necessary,” replied her brother caustically. He was able 
now to give vent to the feeling which in Marian’s pres- 
ence was suppressed, partly out of consideration for her, 
and partly owing to her influence. 

“And shall we have to go back to our old lodgings 
again?” inquired Maud. 

Jasper gave no answer, but kicked a footstool savagely 
out of his way and paced the room. 

“Oh, do you think we need?” said Dora, with unusual 
protest against economy. 

“Remember that it’s a matter for your own consider- 
ation,” Jasper replied at length. “You are living on your 
own resources, you know.” 

Maud glanced at her sister, but Dora was preoccupied. 

“Why do you prefer to stay here?’ Jasper asked 
abruptly of the younger girl. 

“Tt is so very much nicer,” she replied with some em- 
barrassment. 

He bit the ends of his moustache, and his eyes glared 
at the impalpable thwarting force that to imagination 
seemed to fill the air about him. 

“A lesson against being over-hasty,” he muttered, again 
kicking the footstool. 

“Did you make that considerate remark to Marian?” 
asked Maud. 

“There would have been no harm if I had done. She 
knows that I shouldn't have been such an ass as to talk 
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of marriage without the prospect of something to live 
upon.” . 

“T suppose she’s wretched?’ said Dora. 

“What else can you expect?” 

“And did you propose to release her from the burden 
of her engagement?” Maud inquired. 

“It’s a confounded pity that you’re not rich, Maud,” 
replied her brother with an involuntary laugh. “You 
would have a brilliant reputation for wit.” 

He walked about and ejaculated splenetic phrases on 
the subject of his ill-luck. 

“We are here, and here we must stay,’ was the final 
expression of his mood. “I have only one superstition 
that I know of, and that forbids me to take a step back- 
ward. If I went into poorer lodgings again-I should feel 
it was inviting defeat. I shall stay as long as the position 
is tenable. Let us get on to Christmas, and then see how 
things look. Heavens! Suppose we had married, and 
after that lost the money!” 

“You would have been no worse off than plenty of 
literary men,” said Dora. 

“Perhaps not. But as I have made up my mind to be 
considerably better off than most literary men that re- 
flection wouldn’t console me much. Things are in statu 
quo, that’s all. I have to rely upon my own efforts. What’s 
the time? Half-past ten; I can get two hours’ work be- 
fore going to bed.” 

And nodding a good-night he left them. 


> 


When Marian entered the house and went upstairs, 
she was followed by her mother. On Mrs. Yule’s coun- 
tenance there was a new distress, she had been crying 
recently. 

“Have you seen him?” the mother asked. 

“Yes. We have talked about it.” 

“What does he wish you to do, dear?” 

“There’s nothing to be done except wait.” 

“Father has been telling me something, Marian,” said 
Mrs. Yule after a long silence. “He says he is going to 
be blind. There’s something the matter with his eyes, 
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-and he went to see someone about it this afternoon. He’ll 


get worse and worse, until there has been an operation; 
and perhaps he’ll never be able to use his eyes properly 
again.” 

The girl listened in an attitude of despair. 

“He has seen an oculist?—a really good doctor?” 

“He says he went to one of the best.” 

“And how did he speak to you?” 

“He doesn’t seem to care much what happens. He 
talked of going to the workhouse, and things like that. 
But it couldn’t ever come to that, could it, Marian? 
Wouldn’t somebody help him?” 

“There’s not much help to be expected in this world,” 
answered the girl. 

Physical weariness brought her a few hours of oblivion 
as soon as she had lain down, but her sleep came to an 
end in the early morning, when the pressure of evil 
dreams forced her back to consciousness of real sorrows 
and cares. A fog-veiled sky added its weight to crush 
her spirit; at the hour when she usually rose it was still 
all but as dark as midnight. Her mother’s voice at the 
door begged her to lie and rest until it grew lighter, and 
she willingly complied, feeling indeed scarcely capable 
of leaving her bed. 

The thick black fog penetrated every corner of the 
house. It could be smelt and tasted. Such an atmosphere 
produces low-spirited languor even in the vigorous and 
hopeful; to those wasted by suffering it is the very reek 
of the bottomless pit, poisoning the soul. Her face col- 
ourless as the pillow, Marian lay neither sleeping nor 
awake, in blank extremity of woe; tears now and then 
ran down her cheeks, and at times her body was shaken 
with a throe such as might result from anguish of the 
torture chamber. 

Midway in the morning, when it was still necessary to 
use artificial light, she went down to the sitting-room. 
The course of household life had been thrown into con- 
fusion by the disasters of the last day or two; Mrs. Yule, 
who occupied herself almost exclusively with questions of 
economy, cleanliness, and routine, had not the heart to 
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pursue her round of duties, and this morning, though — 
under normal circumstances she would have been busy 
in ‘turning out’ the dining-room, she moved aimlessly and 
despondently about the house, giving the servant con- 
tradictory orders and then blaming herself for her absent- 
mindedness. In the troubles of her husband and her 
daughter she had scarcely greater share—so far as active 
participation went—than if she had been only a faithful 
old housekeeper; she could only grieve and lament that 
such discord had come between the two whom she loved, 
and that in herself was no power even to solace their dis- 
tresses. Marian found her standing in the passage, with 
a duster in one hand and a hearth-brush in the other. 

“Your father has asked to see you when you come 
down,” Mrs. Yule whispered. 

Bidlevowto shims? 

Marian entered the study. Her father was not in his 
place at the writing-table, nor yet seated in the chair 
which he used when he had leisure to draw up to the fire- 
side; he sat in front of one of the bookcases, bent for- 
_ward as if seeking a volume, but his chin was propped 
upon his hand, and he had maintained this position for a 
long time. He did not immediately move. When he 
raised his head Marian saw that he looked older, and she 
neticed—or fancied she did—that there was some un- 
familiar peculiarity about his eyes. 

“T am obliged to you for coming,” he began with dis- 
tant formality. “Since I saw you last I have learnt some- 
thing which makes a change in my position and prospects, 
-and it is necessary to speak on the subject. I won’t de- 
tain you more than a few minutes.” 

He coughed, and seemed to consider his next words. 

“Perhaps I needn’t repeat what I have told your mother. 
You have learnt it from her, I dare say?” 

“Yes, with much grief.” 

“Thank you, but we will leave aside that aspect of the 
matter. For a few more months I may be able to pursue 
my ordinary work, but before long I shall certainly be 
disabled from earning my livelihood by literature. 
Whether this will in any way affect your own position 
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I don’t know. Will you have the goodness to tell me 
whether you still purpose leaving this house?” 

“T have no means of doing so.” 

“Is there any likelihood of your marriage taking place, 
let us say, within four months?” 

“Only if the executors recover my money, or a large 
portion of it.” 

“I understand. My reason for asking is this. My 
lease of this house terminates at the end of next March, 
and I shall certainly not be justified in renewing it. If 
you are able to provide for yourself in any way it will be 
sufficient for me to rent two rooms after that. This 
disease which affects my eyes may be only temporary; 
in due time an operation may render it possible for me 
to work again. In hope of that I shall probably have to 
. borrow a sum of money on the security of my life in- 
surance, though in the first instance I shall make the 
most of what I can get for the furniture of the house 
and a large part of my library; your mother and I could 
live at very slight expense in lodgings. If the disease 
prove irremediable, I must prepare myself for the worst. 
What I wish to say is, that it will be better if from to-day 
you consider yourself as working for your own subsis- 
tence. So long as J remain here this house is of course 
your home; there can be no question between us of 
trivial expenses. But it is right that you should under- 
stand what my prospects are. I shall soon have no home 
to offer you; you must look to your own efforts for 
support.” 

“T am prepared to do that, father.” 

“T think you will have no great difficulty in earning 
enough for yourself. I have done my best to train you 
in writing for the periodicals, and your natural abilities © 
are considerable. If you marry, I wish you a happy 
life. The end of mine, of many long years of unremit- 
ting toil, is failure and destitution.” 

Marian sobbed. 

“That’s all I had to say,’ concluded her father, his 
voice tremulous with self-compassion. “T will only beg 
that there may be no further profitless discussion between 
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us. This room is open to you, as always, and I see no 
reason why we should not converse on subjects discon- 
nected with our personal differences.” 

“Is there no remedy for cataract in its early stages?” 
asked Marian. 

“None. You can read up the subject for yourself 
at the British Museum. I prefer not to speak of it.” 

“Will you let me be what help to you I can?” 

“For the present the best you can do is to establish a 
connection for yourself with editors. Your name will 
be an assistance to you. My advice is, that you send your 


‘Harrington’ article forthwith to Trenchard, writing him ~ 


a note. If you desire my help in the suggestion of new 
subjects, I will do my best to be of use.” 

Marian withdrew. She went to the sitting-room, where 
an ochreous daylight was beginning to diffuse itself and 
to render the lamp superfluous. With the dissipation of 
the fog rain had set in; its splashing upon the muddy 
pavement was audible. 

Mrs. Yule, still with a duster in her hand, sat on the 
sofa. Marian took a place beside her. They talked in 
low, broken tones, and wept together over their miseries. 


CHAPTER, XX XI 
A RESCUE AND A SUMMONS 


THE chances are that you have neither understanding 
nor sympathy for men such as Edwin Reardon and Harold 
Biffen. They merely provoke you. They seem to you 
inert, flabby, weakly envious, foolishly obstinate, im- 
piously mutinous, and many other things. You are made 
angrily contemptuous by their failure to get on; why 
don’t they bestir themselves, push and bustle, welcome 
kicks so long as halfpence follow, make a place in the 
world’s eye—in short, take a leaf from the book of Mr. 
Jasper Milvain? 

But try to imagine a personality wholly unfitted for 
the rough and tumble of the world’s labour-market. From 
the familiar point of view these men were worthless; 
view them in possible relation to a humane order of 
society, and they are admirable citizens. Nothing is 
easier than to condemn a type of character which is un- 
equal to the coarse demands of life as it suits the aver- 
age man. These two were richly endowed with the kindly 
and the imaginative virtues; if fate threw them amid in- 
congruous circumstances, is their endowment of less value? 
You scorn their passivity; but it was their nature and 
their merit to be passive. Gifted with independent means, 
each of them would have taken quite a different aspect 
in your eyes. The sum of their faults was their inability 
to earn money; but, indeed, that inability does not call 
for unmingled disdain. 

It was very weak of Harold Biffen to come so near 
perishing of hunger as he did in the days when he was 
completing his novel. But he would have vastly pre- 
ferred to eat and be satisfied had any method of obtain- 
ing food presented itself to him. He did not starve for 
the pleasure of the enue assure you. Pupils were 
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difficult to get just now, and writing that he had sent to 
magazines had returned upon his hands. He pawned 
such of his possessions as he could spare, and he reduced 
his meals to the minimum. Nor was he uncheerful in 
his cold garret and with his empty stomach, for “Mr. 
Bailey, Grocer,” drew steadily to an end. 

He worked very slowly. The book would make perhaps 
+wo volumes of ordinary novel size, but he had laboured 
over it for many months, patiently, affectionately, scrupu- 
ously. Each sentence was as good as he could make it, 
harmonious to the ear, with words of precious meaning 
skilfully set. Before sitting down to a chapter he planned 
it minutely in his mind; then he wrote a rough draft of 
it; then he elaborated the thing phrase by phrase. He 
had no thought of whether such toil would be recom- 
pensed in coin of the realm; nay, it was his conviction . 
that, if with difficulty published, it could scarcely bring 
him money. The work must be significant, that was all 
he cared for. And he had no society of admiring friends 
to encourage him. Reardon understood the merit of the 
workmanship, but frankly owned that the book was re- 
pulsive to him. To the public it would be worse than 
repulsive—tedious, utterly uninteresting. No matter; it 
drew to its end. 

The day of its completion was made memorable by an 
event decidedly more exciting, even to the author. 

At eight o’clock in the evening there remained half a 
page to be written. Biffen had already worked about 
nine hours, and on breaking off to appease his hunger he 
doubted whether to finish to-night or to postpone the 
last lines till to-morrow. The discovery that only a small 
crust of bread lay in the cupboard decided him to write 
no more; he would have to go out to purchase a loaf, and 
that was disturbance. 

But stay; had he enough money? He searched his 
pockets. Twopence and two farthings; no more. 

You are probably not aware that at bakers’ shops in 
the poor quarters the price of the half-quartern loaf varies 
sometimes from week to week. At present, as Biffen 
knew, it was twopence three-farthings, a common figure. 
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But Harold did not possess three farthings, only two. 
Reflecting, he remembered to have passed yesterday a 
shop where the bread was marked twopence halfpenny ; 
it was a shop in a very obscure little street off Hampstead 
Road, some distance from Clipstone Street. Thither he 
must repair. He had only his hat and a muffler to put 
on, for again he was wearing his overcoat in default of 
the under one, and his ragged umbrella to take from the 
corner; so he went forth. 

To his delight the twopence halfpenny announcement 
was still in the baker’s window. He obtained a loaf, 
wrapped it in the piece of paper he had brought—small 
bakers decline to supply paper for this purpose—and 
strode joyously homeward again. 

Having eaten, he looked longingly at his manuscript. 
But half a page more. Should he not finish it to-night? 
The temptation was irresistible. He sat down, wrought 
with unusual speed, and at half-past ten wrote with 
magnificent flourish “The End.” 

His fire was out and he ‘had neither coals nor wood. 
But his feet were frozen into lifelessness. Impossible to 
go to bed like this; he must take another turn in the 
streets. It would suit his humour to ramble a while. Had 
it not been so late he would have gone to see Reardon, 
who expected the communication of this glorious news. 

So again he locked his door. Half-way downstairs 
he stumbled over something or somebody in the dark. 

“Who is that?” he cried. 

The answer was a loud snore. Biffen went to the 
bottom of the house and called to the landlady. 

“Mrs. Willoughby! Who is asleep on the stairs?” 

“Why, I ’spect it’s Mr. Briggs,” replied the woman, 
indulgently. “Don’t you mind him, Mr. Biffen. There’s 
no ’arm; he’s only had a little too much. I'll go up an’ 
make him go to bed as soon as I’ve got my ’ands clean.” 

“The necessity for waiting till then isn’t obvious,” re- 
marked the realist with a chuckle, and went his way. 

He walked at a sharp pace for more than an hour, and 
about midnight drew near to his own quarter again. He 
had just turned up by the Middlesex Hospital, and was at 
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no great distance from Clipstone Street, when a yell and 
scamper caught his attention; a group of loafing black- 
guards on the opposite side of the way had suddenly 
broken up, and as they rushed off he heard the word 
“Fire! This was too common an occurrence to disturb 
his equanimity ; he wondered absently in which street the 
fire might be, but trudged on without a thought of mak- 
ing investigation. Repeated yells and rushes, however, 
assailed his apathy. “Two women came tearing by him. 
and he shouted to them: “Where is it?” 

“In Clipstone Street, they say,’ one screamed back. 

He could no longer be unconcerned. If in his own 
street the conflagration might be in the very house he in- 
habited, and in that case He set off ata run. Ahead 
of him was a thickening throng, its position indicating 
the entrance to Clipstone Street. Soon he found his . 
progress retarded; he had to dodge this way and that, 
to force progress, to guard himseif against overthrows 
by the torrent of ruffandom which always breaks forth at 
the cry of fire. He could tow smell the smoke, and all 
at once a black volume of it, bursting from upper win- 
dows, alarmed his sight. At once he was aware that, if 
not his own dwelling, it must be one of those on either 
side that was in flames. As yet no engine had arrived, 
and straggling policemen were only just beginning to make 
their way to the scene of uproar. By dint of violent effort 
Biffen moved forward yard by yard. A tongue of flame 
which suddenly illumined the fronts of the houses put an 
end to his doubt. 

“Let me get past!’’ he shouted to the gaping and sway- 
ing mass of people in front of him. “I live there! I 
must go upstairs to save something!” 

His educated accent moved attention. Repeating the 
demand again and again he succeeded in getting forward, 
and at length was near enough to see that people were 
dragging articles of furniture out on to the pavement. 

“That you, Mr. Biffen?” cried someone to him. 

He recognised the face of a fellow-lodger. 


“Is it possible to get up to my room?” broke frantically 
from his lips. ‘ 
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“You'll never get up there. It’s that 
the epithet was alliterative—‘as upset his 
and I ’ope he’ll well get roasted to death.” 

Biffen leaped on to the threshold, and crashed against 
Mrs. Willoughby, the landlady, who was carrying a huge 
bundle of household linen. 

“T told you to look after that drunken brute!” he said 
to her. “Can I get upstairs?” 

“What do I care whether you can or not!” the woman 
shrieked. “My God! And all them new chairs as I 
bought my 

He heard no more, but bounded over a confusion of 
obstacles and in a moment was on the landing of the 
first storey. Here he encountered a man who had not 
lost his head, a stalwart mechanic engaged in slipping 
clothes on to two little children. 

“Tf somebody don’t drag that fellow Briggs down he'll 
be dead,” observed the man. “He’s layin’ outside his 
door. I pulled him out, but I can’t do no more for him.” 

Smoke grew thick on the staircase. Burning was as 
yet confined to that front room on the second floor 
tenanted by Briggs the disastrous, but in all likelihood the 
ceiling was ablaze, and if so it would be all but impossible 
for Biffen to gain his own chamber, which was at the 
back on the floor above. No one was making an attempt 
to extinguish the fire; personal safety and the rescue 
of their possessions alone occupied the thoughts of such 
people as were still in the house. Desperate with the 
dread of losing his manuscript, his toil, his one hope, 
the realist scarcely stayed to listen to a warning that the 


Briggs” — 
lamp, 


_ fumes were impassable; with head bent he rushed up to 


the next landing. There lay Briggs, perchance already 
stifled, and through the open door Biffen had a horrible 
vision of furnace fury. To go yet higher would have 
been madness but for one encouragement: he knew that 
on his own storey was a ladder giving access to a trap- 
door, by which he might issue on to the roof, whence 
escape to the adjacent houses would be practicable. Again 
a leap forward! 
In fact, not two minutes elapsed from his commencing 
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the ascent of the stairs to the moment when, all but 
fainting, he thrust the key into his door and fell forward 
into purer air. Fell, for he was on his knees, and had 
begun to suffer from a sense of failing power, a sick 
whirling of the brain, a terror of hideous death. His 
manuscript was on the table, where he had left it after 
regarding and handling it with joyful self-congratulation ; 
though it was pitch dark in the room, he could at once 
lay his hand on the heap of paper. Now he had it; now 
it was jammed tight under his left arm; now he was out 
again on the landing, in smoke more deadly than ever. 

He said to himself: “If I cannot instantly break out 
by the trap-door it’s all over with me.” That the exit 
would open to a vigorous thrust he knew, having amused 
himself not long ago by going on to the roof. He touched 
the ladder, sprang upwards, and felt the trap above him. — 
But he could not push it back. “I’m a dead man,” flashed 
across his mind, “and all for the sake of ‘Mr. Bailey, 
Grocer.’” A frenzied effort, the last of which his mus- 
cles were capable, and the door yielded. His head was 
now through the aperture, and though the smoke swept 
up about him, that gasp of cold air gave him strength to 
throw himself on the flat portion of the roof that he had 
reached. 

So for a minute or two he lay. Then he was able to 
stand, to survey his position, and to walk along by the 
parapet. He looked down upon the surging and shouting 
crowd in Clipstone Street, but could see it only at intervals, 
owing to the smoke that rolled from the front windows 
below him. 

What he had now to do he understood perfectly. This 
roof was divided from those on either hand by a stack 
of chimneys; to get round the end of these stacks was 
impossible, or at all events too dangerous a feat unless 
it were the last resource, but by climbing to the apex of 
the slates he would be able to reach the chimney-pots, to 
drag himself up to them, and somehow to tumble over 
on to the safer side. To this undertaking he forthwith 
addressed himself. Without difficulty he reached the 
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ridge; standing on it he found that only by stretching 
his arm to the utmost could he grip the top of the chimney- 
pot. Had he the strength necessary to raise himself by 
such a hold? And suppose the pot broke? 

His life was still in danger; the increasing volumes of 
smoke warned him that in a few minutes the uppermost 
storey might be in flames. He took off his overcoat to 
allow himself more freedom of action; the manuscript, 
now an encumbrance, must precede him over the chim- 
ney-stack, and there was only one way of effecting that. 
With care he stowed the papers into the pockets of the 
coat; then he rolled the garment together, tied it up in 
its own sleeves, took a deliberate aim—and the bundle 
was for the present in safety. 

Now for the gymnastic endeayour. Standing on tip- 
toe, he clutched the rim of the chimney-pot, and strove 
to raise himself. The hold was firm enough, but his arms 
were far too puny to perform such work, even when 
death would be the penalty of failure. Too long he had 
lived on insufficient food and sat over the debilitating 
desk. He swung this way and that, trying to throw one 
of his knees as high as the top of the brickwork, but there 
was no chance of his succeeding. Dropping on to the 
slates, he sat there in perturbation. 

He must cry for help. In front it was scarcely possible 
to stand by the parapet, owing to the black clouds of 
smoke, now mingled with sparks; perchance he might at- 
tract the notice of some person either in the yards be- 
hind or at the back windows of other houses. The night 
was so obscure that he could not hope to be seen; voice 
alone must be depended upon, and there was no certainty 
that it would be heard far enough. Though he stood in 
his shirt-sleeves in a bitter wind no sense of cold affected 
him; his face was beaded with perspiration drawn forth 
by his futile struggle to climb. He let himself slide down 
the rear slope, and, holding by the end of the chimney 
brickwork, looked into the yards. At the same instant 
a face appeared to him—that of a man who was trying to 
obtain a glimpse of this roof from that of the next house 
by thrusting out his head beyond the block of chimneys. 
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“Hollo!” cried the stranger. “What are you doing 
there?” 

“Trying to escape, of course. Help me to get on to 
your roof.” 

“By God! I expected to see the fire coming through 
already. Are you the as upset his lamp an’ fired 
the bloomin’ ’ouse?” 

“Not I! He’s lying drunk on the stairs; dead by this 
time.” 

“By God! I wouldn’t have helped you if vou’d been 
him. How are you coming round? Blest if I see! You'll 
break your bloomin’ neck if you try this corner. You'll 
have to come over the chimneys; wait till I get a ladder.” 

“And a rope,” shouted Biffen. 

The man disappeared for five minutes. To Biffen it 
seemed half an hour; he felt, or imagined he felt, the . 
slates getting hot beneath him, and the smoke was again 
catching his breath. But at length there was a shout 
from the top of the chimney-stack. The rescuer had 
seated himself on one of the pots, and was about to lower 
on Biffen’s side a ladder which had enabled him to ascend 
from the other. Biffen planted the lowest rung very 
carefully on the ridge of the roof, climbed as lightly as 
possible, got a footing between two pots; the ladder was 
then pulled over, and both men descended in safety. 

“Have you seen a coat lving about here?” was Biffen’s 
first question. “I threw mine over.” 

“What did you do that for?” 

“There are some valuable papers in the pockets.” 

They searched in vain; on neither side of the roof was 
the coat discoverable. 

“You must have pitched it into the street,” said the 
man. 

This was a terrible blow; Biffen forgot his rescue from 
destruction in lament for the loss of his manuscript. He 
would have pursued the fruitless search, but his com- 
panion, who feared that the fire might spread to adjoining 
houses, insisted on his passing through the trap-door and 
descending the stairs. 

“If the coat fell into the street,” Biffen said, when they 


a 
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were down on the ground floor, “of course it’s lost; it 
would be stolen at once. But may not it have fallen into 
your back yard?” 

He was standing in the midst of a cluster of alarmed 
people, who stared at him in astonishment, for the reek 


- through which he had fought his way had given him the 


aspect of a sweep. His suggestion prompted someone to 
run into the yard, with the result that a muddy bundle 
was brought in and exhibited to him, 

“Ts this your coat, Mister ?” 

“Heaven be thanked! That’s it! There are valuable 
papers in the pockets.” 

He unrolled the garment, felt to make sure that “Mr. 
Bailey” was safe, and finally put it on. 

“Will anyone here let me sit down in a room and give 
mea drink of water?” he asked, feeling now as if he 
must drop with exhaustion. . 

The man who had rescued him performed this further 
kindness, and for half an hour, whilst tumult indescribable 
raged about him, Biffen sat recovering bis strength. By 
that time the firemen were hard at work, but one floor 
of the burning house had already fallen through, and it 
was probable that nothing but the shell would be saved. 
After giving a full account of himself to the people among 
whom he had come, Harold declared his intention of de- 
parting; his need of repose was imperative, and he could 
not hope for it in this proximity to the fire. As he had 
no money, his only course was to inquire for a room at 
some house in the immediate neighhourhcod, where the 
people would receive him in a charitable spirit. 

With the aid of the police he passed to where the crowd 
was thinner, and came out into Cleveland Street. Here 
most of the house-doors were open, and he made several 
applications for hospitality, but either his story was 
doubted or his grimy appearance predisposed people 
against him. At length, when again his strength was 
all but at an end, he made appeal to a policeman. 

“Surely you can tell,” he protested, after explaining 
his position, “that I don’t want to cheat anvhody. I shall 
have money to-morrow. If no one will take me in you 
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must haul me on some charge to the police station; I 
shall have to lie down on the pavement in a minute.” 

The officer recognised a man who was standing half- 
dressed on a threshold close by; he stepped up to him, 
and made representations which were successful. In a 
few minutes Biffen took possession of an underground 
room furnished as a bed-chamber, which he agreed to rent 
for a week. His landlord was not ungracious, and went 
so far as to supply him with warm water, that he might 
in a measure cleanse himself. This operation rapidly 
performed, the hapless author flung himself into bed, 
and before long was fast asleep. 

When he went upstairs about nine o’clock in the morn- 
ing he discovered that his host kept an oil-shop. 

“Lost everything, have you?” asked the man sym- 
pathetically. 

“Everything, except the clothes I wear and some papers | 
that I managed to save. All my books burnt!” 

Biffen shook his head dolorously. 

“Your account-books!” cried the dealer in oil. “Dear, 
dear !—and what might your business be?” 

The author corrected this misapprehension. In the end 
he was invited to break his fast, which he did right will- 
ingly. Then, with assurances that he would return be- 
fore nightfall, he left the house. His steps were naturally 
first directed to Clipstone Street; the familiar abode was a 
gruesome ruin, still smoking. Neighbours informed him 
that Mr. Briggs’s body had been brought forth in a hor- 
rible condition; but this was the only loss of life that 
had happened. 

Thence he struck eastward, and at eleven came to 
Manville Street, Islington. He found Reardon by the 
fireside, looking very ill, and speaking with hoarseness. 

“Another cold ?” 

“It looks like it. I wish you would take the trouble 
to go and buy me some vermin-killer. That would suit 
my case.’ 

“Then what would suit mine? Behold me, undeniably 


a philosopher; in the literal sense of the words omnia 
mea mecum porto.” 
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He recounted his adventures, and with such humorous 
vivacity that when he ceased the two laughed together as 
if nothing more amusing had ever been heard. 

“Ah, but my books, my books!” exclaimed Biffen, with 
a genuine groan. “And all my notes! At one fell swoop! 
If 1 didn’t laugh, old friend, I should sit down and 
cry; indeed I should. All my classics, with years of 
scribbling in the margins! How am I to buy them again?” 

“You rescued ‘Mr. Bailey.’ He must repay you.” 

Biffen had already laid the manuscript on the table; 
it was dirty and crumpled, but not to such an extent as to 
render copying necessary. Lovingly he smoothed the 
pages and set them in order, then he wrapped the whole 
in a piece of brown paper which Reardon supplied, and 
wrote upon it the address of a firm of publishers. 

“Have you note-paper? I'll write to them; impossible 
to call in my present guise.” 

Indeed his attire was more like that of a bankrupt 
costermonger than of a man of letters. Collar he had 
none, for the griminess of that he wore last night had 
necessitated its being thrown aside; round his throat was 
a dirty handkerchief. His coat had been brushed, but 
its recent experiences had brought it one stage nearer to 
that dissolution which must very soon be its fate. His 
grey trousers were now black, and his boots looked as if 
they had not been cleaned for weeks. 

“Shall I say anything about the character of the book?” 
he asked, seating himself with pen and paper. “Shall I 
hint that it deals with the ignobly decent?” 

“Better let them form their own judgment,’ replied 
Reardon, in his hoarse voice. 

“Then Ill just say that I submit to them a novel of 
modern life, the scope of which is in some degree in- 
dicated by its title. Pity they can’t know how nearly it 
became a holocaust, and that I risked my life to save it. 
If they’re good enough to accept it [’ll tell them the story. 
And now, Reardon, I’m ashamed of myself, but can you 
without inconvenience lend me ten shillings?” 

“Easily.” 

“T must write to two pupils, to inform them of my 
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change of address—from garret to cellar. And I must 
ask help from my prosperous brother. He gives it me 
unreluctantly, I know, but I am always loath to apply to 
him. May I use your paper for these purposes?” 

The brother of whom he spoke was employed in a 
house of business at Liverpool; the two had not met for 


- 


years, but they corresponded, and were on terms such as | 


Harold indicated. When he had finished his letters, and 
had received the half-sovereign from Reardon, he went 
his way to deposit the brown-paper parcel at the pub- 
lishers’, The clerk who received it from his hands prob- 
ably thought that the author might have chosen a more 
respectable messenger. 


Two days later, early in the evening, the friends were 
again enjoying each other’s company in Reardon’s room. 


Both were invalids, for Biffen had of course caught a 


cold from his exposure in shirt-sleeves on the roof, and 
he was suffering from the shock to his nerves; but the 
thought that his novel was safe in the hands of publishers 
gave him energy to resist these influences. The absence 
of the pipe, for neither had any palate for tobacco at 
present, was the only external peculiarity of this meeting. 
There seemed no reason why they should not meet fre- 
quently before the parting which would come at Christ- 
mas; but Reardon was in a mood of profound sadness, 
and several times spoke as if already he were bidding his 
friend farewell. 

“T find it difficult to think,” he said, “that you will al- 
ways struggle on in such an existence as this. To every 
man of metal there does come an opportunity, and it 


surely is time for yours to present itself. I have a super- | 


stitious faith in “Mr. Bailey.’ If he leads you to triumph, 
don’t altogether forget me.” 
“Don’t talk nonsense.” 


“What ages it seems since that day when I saw you | 


in the library at Hastings, and heard you ask in vain for 


my book! And how grateful I was to you! I wonder | 
whether any mortal ever asks for my books nowadays? | 
Some day, when I am well established at Croydon, you | 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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shall go to Mudie’s and make inquiry if my novels ever 
by any chance leave the shelves, and then you shall give 
me a true and faithful report of the answer you get. ‘He 
is quite forgotten,’ the attendant will say; be sure of it.” 

“T think not.” 

“To have had even a small reputation, and to have 
outlived it, is a sort of anticipation of death. The man 
Edwin Reardon, whose name was sometimes spoken in 
a tone of interest, is really and actually dead. And what 
remains of me is resigned to that. I have an odd fancy 
that it will make death itself easier; it is as if only half 
of me had now to die.” 

Biffen tried to give a lighter turn to the gloomy sub- 
sect, 

“Thinking of my fiery adventures,” he said, in his tone 
of dry deliberation, “I find it vastly amusing to picture 
you as a witness at the inquest if I had been choked and 
consumed. No doubt it would have been made known that 
I rushed upstairs to save some particular pieces of prop- 
erty—several people heard me say so—and you alone 
would be able to conjecture what this was. Imagine the 
gaping wonderment of the coroner’s jury! The Daily 
Telegraph would have made a leader out of me. “This 
poor man was so strangely deluded as to the value of a 
novel in manuscript which it appears he had just com- 
pleted, that he positively sacrificed his life in the en- 
deavour to rescue it from the flames.’ And the Saturday 
would have had a column of sneering jocosity on the ir- 
repressibly sanguine temperament of authors. At all 
events, I should have had my day of fam.” 

“But what an ignoble death it would have been!” he 
pursued. “Perishing in the garret of a lodging-house 
which caught fire by the overturning of a drunkard’s 
lamp! One would like to end otherwise.” 

‘Where would you wish to die?’ asked Reardon, 
musingly. 

“At home,” replied the other, with pathetic emphasis. 
“TI have never had a home since I was a boy, and am 
never likely to have one. But to die at home is an un- 
reasoning hope I still cherish.” 
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“Tf you had never come to London, what would you 
have now been?” 

“Almost certainly a schoolmaster in some small town, 
And one might be worse off than that, you know.” 

“Yes, one might live peaceably enough in such a posi- 
tion. And I—I should be in an estate- -agent’s office, earn- 
ing a sufficient salary, and most likely married to some 
unambitious country girl. I should have lived an intel- 
ligible life, instead of only trying to live, aiming at modes 
of life beyond my reach. My mistake was that of num- 
berless men nowadays. Because I was conscious of brains, 
T thought that the only place for me was London. It’s 
easy enough to understand this common delusion. We 
form our ideas of London from old literature; we think 
of London as if it were still the one centre of intellectual 
life; we think and talk like Chatterton. But’ the truth is - 
that intellectual men in our day do their best to keep away 
from London—when once they know ‘the place. There 
are libraries everywhere; papers and magazines reach the 
north of Scotland as soon as they reach Brompton; it’s 
only on rare occasions, for special kinds of work, that 
one is bound to live in London. And as for recreation, 
why, now that no English theatre exists, what is there in 
London that you can’t enjoy in almost any part of Eng- 
land? At all events, a yearly visit of a week would be 
quite sufficient for all the special features of the town. 
London is only a huge shop, with an hotel'on the upper 
storeys. To be sure, if you make it your artistic sub- 
ject, that’s a different thing. But neither you nor I would 
‘do that by deliberate choice.” : 

“T think not.” 

“It’s a huge misfortune, this will-o’-the-wisp attraction 
exercised by London on young men of brains. They 
come here to be degraded, or to perish, when their true 
sphere is a life of peaceful remoteness. The type of man 
capable of success in London is more or less callous and 
cynical. If I had the training of boys, I would teach 
them to think of London as the last place where life can 
be lived worthily.” 
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“And the place where you are most likely to die in 
squalid wretchedness.” 

“The one happy result of my experiences,” said Rear- 
don, “is that they have cured me of ambition. What a 
miserable fellow I should he if I were still possessed with 
the desire to make a name! I can’t even recall very clearly 
that state of mind. My strongest desire now is for 
peaceful obscurity. I am tired out; I want to rest for 
the remainder of my life.” 

“You won't have much rest at Croydon.” 

“Oh, it isn’t impossible. My time will be wholly oc- 
cupied in a round of all but mechanical duties, and I 
think that will be the best medicine for my mind. I 

- shall read very little, and that only in the classics. I 
don’t say that I shall always be content in such a position ; 
in a few years perhaps something pleasanter will offer. 
But in the meantime it will do very well. Then there is 
our expedition to Greece to look forward to. I am quite 
in earnest about that. The year after next, if we are 
both alive, assuredly we 80.” 

“The year after next.” Biffen smiled dubiously. 

zal have demonstarted to you mathematically that it is 
possible.” 

“You have; but so are a great many other things that: 
one does not dare to hope for.” 

Someone knocked at the door, opened it, and said: 

“Here’s a telegram for you, Mr. Reardon.” 

The friends looked at each other, as if. some fear had 
entered the minds of both. Reardon opened the despatch. 
It was from his wife, and ran thus: 

“Willie is ill of diphtheria. Please come to us at once. 
I am staying with Mrs. Carter at her mother’s, at 
Brighton.” 

The full address was given. 

“You hadn’t heard of her going there?” said Biffen 
when he had read the lines. 

“No. I haven’t seen Carter for several days, or perhaps 
he would have told me. Brighton, at this time of year? 
But I believe there’s a fashionable ‘season’ about now- 
isn’t there? I suppose that would account for it.” 


? 
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He spoke in a slighting tone, but showed increasing 
agitation. 

“Of course you will go?’ 

“T must. Though I’m in no condition for making a 
journey.” 

His friend examined him anxiously. 

“Are you feverish at all this evening?” 

Reardon held out a hand that the other might feel his 
pulse. The beat was rapid to begin with, and had been 
heightened since the arrival of the telegram. 

“But go I must. The poor little fellow has no great 
place in my heart, but, when Amy sends for me, I must 
go. Perhaps things are at the worst.” 

“When is there a train? Have you a time-table?”’ 

Biffen was despatched to the nearest shop to purchase 
one, and in the meanwhile Reardon packed a few neces- 


saries in a small travelling-bag, ancient and worn, but 


the object of his affection because it had accompanied 
him on his wanderings in the South. When Harold re- 
turned, his appearance excited Reardon’s astonishment— 
he was white from head to foot. 

“Snow ?” 


“Tt must have been falling heavily for an hour or 


more.” 

“Can’t be helped; I must go.” 

The nearest station for departure was London Bridge, 
and the next train left at 7.20. By Reardon’s watch it 
was now about five minutes to seven. 

“T don’t know whether it’s possible,” he said, in con- 
fused hurry, “but 1 must try. There isn’t another train 
till ten past nine. Come with me to the station, Biffen.” 

Both were ready. They rushed from the house, and sped 
through the soft, steady fall of snowflakes into Upper 
Street. Here they were several minutes before they found 
a disengaged cab. Questioning the driver, they learnt 
what they would have known very well already but for 
their excitement: impossible to get to London Bridge 
Station in a quarter of an hour. 

“Better to go on, all the same,”’ was Reardon’s opinion. 
“If the snow gets deep I shall perhaps not be able to have 
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a cab at all. But you had better not come; I forgot that 
you are as much out of sorts as I am.” 

“How can you wait a couple of hours alone? In with 

ou!’ 

“Diphtheria is pretty sure to be fatal to a child of 
that age, isn’t itr” Reardon asked when they were speed- 
ing along City Road. 

“T’m afraid there’s much danger.” 

“Why did she send?” 

“What an absurd question! You seem to have got into 
a thoroughly morbid state of mind about her. Do be 
human, and put away your obstinate folly.” 

“In my position you would have acted precisely as I 
have done. I have had no choice.” 

“IT might; but we have both of us too little practicality. 
The art of living is the art of compromise. We have no 
right to foster sensibilities, and conduct ourselves as if 
the world allowed of ideal relations; it leads to misery for 
others as well as ourselves. Genial coarseness is what 
it behoves men like you and me to cultivate. Your reply 
to your wife’s last letter was preposterous. You ought 
to have gone to her of your own accord as soon as ever 
you heard she was rich; she would have thanked you for 
such common-sense disregard of delicacies. Let there 
be an end of this nonsense, I implore you!” 

Reardon stared through the glass at the snow that fell 
thicker and thicker. 

“What are we—vou and I?” pursued the other. “We 
have no belief in immortality; we are convinced that this 
life is all; we know that human happiness is the origin 
and end of all moral considerations. What right have we 
to make ourselves and others miserable for the sake of 
an obstinate idealism? It is our duty to make the best 
of circumstances. Why will you go cutting your loaf 
with a razor when you have a serviceable bread-knife?” 

Still Reardon did not speak. The cab rolled on a'most 
silently. 

“You love your wife, and this summons she sends is 
proof that her thought turns to you as soon as she is in 
distress.” 
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“Perhaps she only thought it her duty to let the child’s 
father know e 

“Perhaps—perhaps—perhaps!” cried Biffen, contemp- 
tuously. ‘There goes the razor again! Take the plain, 
human construction of what happens. Ask yourself what 
the vulgar man would do, and do likewise; that’s the only 
safe rule for vou.” 

They were both hoarse with too much talking, and for 
the last half of the drive neither spoke. 

At the railway-station they ate and drank together, but 
with poor pretence of appetite. As long as possible they 
kept within the warmed rooms. Reardon was pale, and 
had anxious, restless eyes; he could not remain seated, 
though when he had walked about for a few minutes the 
trembling of his limbs obliged him to sink down. It was 
an unutterable relief to both when the moment of the 
train’s starting approached. 

They clasped hands warmly, and exhanged a few last 
requests and promises. 

“Forgive mv plain speech, old fellow,” said Biffen. 
“Go and be happy!” 

Then he stood alone on the platform, watching the red 
light on the last carriage as the train whirled away into 
darkness and storm. 


CHAPTER XXXII 


REARDON BECOMES PRACTICAL 


REARDON had never been to Brighton, and of his own 
accord never would have gone; he was prejudiced against 
the place because its name has become suggestive of fash- 
ionable imbecility and the snobbishness which tries to model 
itself thereon; he knew that the town was a mere portion 
of London transferred to the sea-shore, and as he loved 
the strand and the breakers for their own sake, to think 
of them in such connection could be nothing but a trial 
of his temper. Something of this species of irritation 
affected him in the first part of his journey, and disturbed 
the mood of kindliness with which he was approaching 
Amy; but towards the end he forgot this in a growing 
desire to be beside his wife in her trouble. His impa- 
tience made the hour and a half seem interminable. 

The fever which was upon him had increased. He 
coughed frequently; his breathing was difficult; though 
constantly moving, he felt as if, in the absence of excite- 
ment, his one wish would have been to lie down and aban- 
don himself to lethargy. Two men who sat with him in 
the third-class carriage had spread a rug over their knees 
and amused themselves with playing cards for trifling 
sums of money; the sight of their foolish faces, the sound 
of their laughs, the talk they interchanged, exasperated 
him to the last point of endurance, but for all that he 
could not draw his attention from them. He seemed con- 
demned by some spiritual tormentor to take an interest 
in their endless games, and to observe their visages until 
he knew every line with a hateful intimacy. One of the 
men had a moustache of unusual form; the ends curved 
upward with peculiar suddenness, and Reardon was con- 
strained to speculate as to the mode of training by which 


this singularity had been produced. He could have shed 
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tears of nervous distraction in his inability to turn his 
thoughts upon other things. 

On alighting at his journey’s end he was seized with a 
fit of shivering, an intense and sudden chill which made 
his teeth chatter. In an endeavour to overcome this he 
began to run towards the row of cabs, but his legs refused 
such exercise, and coughing compelled him to pause for 
breath. Still shaking, he threw himself into a vehicle and 
was. driven to the address Amy had mentioned. The 
snow on the ground lay thick, but no more was falling. 

Heedless of the direction which the cab took, he suf- 
fered his physical and mental unrest for another quarter 
of an hour, then a stoppage told him that the house was 
reached. On his way he kad heard a clock strike eleven. 

The door operied almost as soon as he had rung the 
bell. He mentioned his name, and the maid-servant con- 
ducted him to a drawing-room on the ground-floor. The ° 
house was quite a small one, but seemed to be well fur- 
nished. One lamp burned on the table, and the fire had 
sunk to a red glow. Saying that she would inform Mrs. 
Reardon at once, the servant left him alone. 

He placed his bag on the floor, took off his muffler, 
threw back his overcoat, and sat waiting. The overcoat 
was new, but the garments beneath it were his poorest, 
those he wore when sitting in his garret, for he had neither 
had time to change them, nor thought of doing so. 

He heard no approaching footstep, but Amy came into + 
the room in a way which showed that she had hastened 
downstairs. She looked.at him, then drew near with both 
hands extended, and laid them on his shoulders, and kissed 
him. Reardon shook so violently that it was all he could 
do to remain standing; he seized one of her hands, and 
pressed it against his lips. 

“How hot your breath is!” she said. “And how you 
tremble! Are you ill?” “hale 

“A bad cold, that’s all,” he answered thickly, and 
coughed. ‘How is Willie?” 

“In great danger. The doctor is coming again to-night; 
we thought that was his ring.’ 

“You didn’t expect me to-night?” 


ee 
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~ “T couldn’t feel sure whether you would come.” 

“Why did you send for me, Amy? Because Willie was 
in danger, and you felt I ought to know about it 2” 

“Yes—and because I 4 ; 

She burst into tears. The display of emotion came very 
suddenly; her words had been spoken in a firm voice, 
and only the pained knitting of her brows had told what 
she was suffering. 

“Tf Willie dies, what shall I do? Oh, what shall I 
do?” broke forth between her sobs. 

Reardon took her in his arms, and laid his hand upon 
her head in the old loving way. 

“Do you wish me to go up and see him, Amy?” 

“Of course. But first, let me tell you why we are 
here. Edith—Mrs. Carter—was coming to spend a week 
with her mother, and she pressed me to join her. I didn’t 
really wish to; I was unhappy, and felt how impossible 
it was to go on always living away from you. Oh, that 
I had never come! Then Willie would have been as well 
as ever.” 

“Tell me when and how it began.” 

She explained briefly, then went on to tell of other 
circumstances. 

“T have a nurse with me in the room. It’s my own 
bedroom, and this house is so small it will be impossible 
to give you a bed here, Edwin. But there’s an hotel only 
a few yards away.” 

“Yes, yes; don’t trouble about that.” 

“But you look so ill—you are shaking so. Is it a cold 
you have had long?” 

“Oh, my old habit; you remember. One cold after 
another, all through the accursed winter. What does that 
matter when you speak kindly to me once more? I had 
‘rather die now at your feet and see the old gentleness 
when you look at me, than live on estranged from you. 
No, don’t kiss me, I believe these vile sore-throats are 
contagious.” 

“But your lips are so hot and parched! And to think 
of your coming this journey, on such a night!” 

“Good old Biffen came to the station with me. He was 
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angry because I had kept away from you so long. Have 
you given me your heart again, Amy?” 

“Oh, it has all been a wretched mistake! .But we were 
so poor. Now all that is over; if only Willie can be 
saved to me! I am so anxious for the doctor’s coming; 
the poor little child can hardly draw a breath. How 
cruel it is that such suffering should come upon a little 
creature who has never done or thought ill!” 

“You are not the first, dearest, who has revolted against 
nature’s cruelty.”’ 

“Let us go up at once, Edwin. Leave your coat and 
things here. Mrs. Winter—Edith’s mother—is a very 
old lady; she has gone to bed. And I dare say you 
wouldn’t care to see Mrs. Carter to-night?” 

“No, no! only you and Willie.” 

“When the doctor comes hadn’t you better ask his ad- 
vice for yourself?” 

“We shall see. Don’t trouble about me.” 

They went softly up to the first floor, and entered a 
bedroom. Fortunately the light here was very dim, or 
~ the nurse who sat by the child’s bed must have wondered 
at the eccentricity with which her patient’s father attired 
‘himself. Bending over the little sufferer, Reardon felt 
for the first time since Willie’s birth a strong fatherly 
emotion; tears rushed to his eyes, and he almost crushed 
Amy’s hand as he held it during the spasms of his intense 
feeling. 

He sat here for a long time without speaking. The 
warmth of the chamber had the reverse of an assuaging 
effect upon his difficult breathing and his frequent short 
cough—it seemed to oppress and confuse his brain. He 
began to feel a pain in his right side, and could not sit 
upright on the chair. 

Amy kept regarding him, without his being aware of it. 

“Does your head ache?’’ she whispered. 

He nodded, but did not speak. 

“Oh, why doesn’t the doctor come? I must send in a 
few minutes.” 

But as soon as she had spoken a bell rang in the lower 
part of the house. Amy had no doubt that it announced 
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the promised visit. She left the room, and in a minute 
or two returned with the medical man. When the ex- 


_ amination of the child was over, Reardon requested a few 


words with the doctor in the room downstairs. 

“Tl come back to you,” he whispered to Amy. 

The two descended together, and entered the drawing- 
room. 

“Ts there any hope for the little fellow?’ Reardon 
asked. 

Yes, there was hope; a favourable turn might be ex- 
pected. 

“Now I wish to trouble you for a moment on my own 
account. I shouldn’t be surprised if you tell me that I 
have congestion of the lungs.” 

The doctor, a suave man of fifty, had been inspecting 
his interlocutor with curiosity. He now asked the neces- 
sary questions, and made an examination. 

“Have you had any lung trouble before this?” he in- 
quired gravely. 

“Slight congestion of the right lung not many weeks 
ago.” 

“T must order you to bed immediately. Why have you 
allowed your symptoms to go so far without o 

“T have just come down from London,” interrupted 
Reardon. 

“Tut, tut, tut! To bed this moment, my dear sir! 
There is inflammation, and e 

“T can’t have a bed in this house; there is no spare 
room. I must go to the nearest hotel.” 

“Positively? Then let me take you. My carriage is 
at the door.” 

“One thing—I beg you won't tell my wife that this’ is 
serious. Wait till she is out of her anxiety about the 
child.” 

“You will need the services of a nurse. A most un- 
fortunate thing that you are obliged to go to the hotel.” 

“Tt can’t be helped. If a nurse is necessary, I must 
engage one.” 

He had the strange sensation of knowing that what- 
ever was needful could be paid for; it relieved his mind 
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immensely. To the rich, illness has none of the worst 
horrors only understood by the poor. 

“Don’t speak a word more than you can help,” said 
the doctor as he watched Reardon withdraw. 

Amy stood on the lower stairs, and came down as soon 
as her husband showed himself. 

“The doctor is good enough to take me in his carriage,” 
he whispered. “It is better that I should go to bed, and 
get a good night’s rest. I wish I could have sat with you, 
Amy.” 

“Ts it anything? You look worse than when you came, 
Edwin.” 

“A feverish cold. Don’t give it a thought, dearest. Go 
to Willie. Good-night!” ; 

She threw her arms about him. 

“T shall come to see you if you are not able to be here 
by nine in the morning,” she said, and added the name of 
the hotel to which he was to go. 

At this establishment the doctor was well known. By 
midnight Reardon lay in a comfortable room, a huge 
cataplasm fixed upon him, and other needful arrange- 
ments made. A waiter had undertaken to visit him at 
intervals through the night, and the man of medicine prom- 
ised to return as soon as possible after daybreak. 


What sound was that, soft and continuous, remote, now 
clearer, now confusedly murmuring? He must have slept, 
but now he lay in sudden perfect conscioushess, and that 
music fell upon his ears. Ah! of course it was the rising 
tide; he was near the divine sea. 

The night-light enabled him to discern the principal 
objects in the room, and he let his eyes stray idly hither 
and thither. But this moment of peacefulness was brought 
to an end by a fit of coughing, and he became troubled, 
profoundly troubled, in mind. Was his illness really dan- 
gerous’ He tried to draw a deep breath, but could not. 
He found that he could only lie on his right side with any 
ease. And with the effort of turning he exhausted him- 
self; in the course of an hour or two all his strength had 
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left him. Vague fears flitted harassingly through his 
thoughts. If he had inflammation of the lungs—that was 
a disease of which one might die, and speedily. Death? 
No, no, no; impossible at such a time as this, when Amy, 
his own dear wife, had come back to him, and had brought 
him that which would insure their happiness through all 
the years of a long life. 

He was still quite a young man; there must be great 
reserves of strength in him. And he had the will to live, 
the prevailing will, the passionate all-conquering desire of 
happiness. 

How he had alarmed himself! Why, now he was calmer 
again, and again could listen to the music of the breakers. 
Not all the folly and baseness that paraded along this 
strip of the shore could change the sea’s eternal melody. 
In a day or two he would walk on the sands with Amy, 
somewhere quite out of sight of the repulsive town. But 
Willie was ill; he had forgotten that. Poor little boy! 
In future the child should be more to him; though never 
what the mother was, his own love, won again and for 
ever. 


Again an interval of unconsciousness, brought to an 
end by that aching in his side. He breathed very quickly ; 
could not help doing so. He had never felt so ill as this, 
never. Was it not near morning? 


Then he dreamt. He was at Patras, was stepping into 
a boat to be rowed out to the steamer which would bear 
him away from Greece. A magnificent night, though at 
the end of December; a sky of deep blue, thick set with 
stars. No sound but the steady splash of the oars, or 
perhaps a voice from one of the many vessels that lay 
anchored in the harbour, each showing its lantern-gleams. 
The water was as deep a blue as the sky, and sparkled 
with reflected radiance. 

And now he stood on deck in the light of early morn- 
ing. Southward lay the Ionian Islands; he looked for 
Ithaca, and grieved that it had been passed in the hours 


480 NEW GRUB STREET: 


of darkness. But the nearest point of the main shore 
was a rocky promontory; it reminded him that in these 
waters was fought the battle of Actium. 

The glory vanished. He lay once more a sick man in 
a hired chamber, longing for the dull English dawn. 


At eight o’clock came the doctor. He would allow 
only a word or two to be uttered, and his visit was brief. 
Reardon was chiefly anxious to have news of the child, 
but for this he would have to wait. 

At ten Amy entered the bedroom. Reardon could not 
raise himself, but he stretched out his hand and took hers, 
and gazed eagerly at her. She must have been weeping, 
he felt sure of that, and there was an expression on her 
face such as he had never seen there. 

“How is Willie?” 

“Better, dear; much better.” 

He still searched her face. 

“Ought you to leave him?” 

“Hush! You mustn’t speak.” 

Tears broke from her eyes, and Reardon had the con- 
viction that the child was dead. 

“The truth, Amy!” 

She threw herself on her knees by the bedside, and 
pressed her wet cheek against his hand. 

“T am come to nurse you, dear husband,” she said a 
moment after, standing up again and kissing his fore- 
head. “TI have only you now.” 

His heart sank, and for a moment so great a terror was 
upon him that he closed his eyes and seemed to pass into 
utter darkness. But those last words of hers repeated 
themselves in his mind, and at length they brought a 
deep solace. Poor little Willie had been the cause of 
the first coldness between him and Amy; her love for him 
had given place to a mother’s love for a child. Now it 
would be as in the first days of their marriage; they 
would again be all in all to each other. 

“You oughtn’t to have come, feeling so ill,” she said to 
him. “You should have let me know, dear.” 

He smiled and kissed her hand. 
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ee you kept the truth from me last night, in kind- 

She checked herself, knowing that agitation must be 
harmful to him. She had hoped to conceal the child’s 
death, but the effort was too much for her overstrung 
nerves. And indeed it was only possible for her to remain 
an hour or two by this sick bed, for she was exhausted 
by her night of watching, and the sudden agony with 
which it had concluded. Shortly after Amy’s departure, 
a professional nurse came to attend upon what the doctor 
had privately characterised as a very grave case. 

By the evening its gravity was in no respect diminished. 
The sufferer had ceased to cough and to make restless 
movements, and had become lethargic; later, he spoke 
deliriously, or rather muttered, for his words were sel- 
dom intelligible. Amy had returned to the room at four 
o’clock, and remained till far into the night; she was 
physically exhausted, and could do little but sit in a chair 
by the bedside and shed silent tears, or gaze at vacancy 
in the woe of her sudden desolation. Telegrams had been 
exchanged with her mother, who was to arrive in Brighton 
to-morrow morning; the child’s funeral would probably 
be on the third day from this. 

When she rose to go away for the night, leaving the 
nurse in attendance, Reardon seemed to lie in a state of 
unconsciousness, but just as she was turning from the 
bed, he opened his eyes and pronounced ber name. 

“T am here, Edwin,” she answered, bending over him. 

“Will you let Biffen know?” he said in low but very 
clear tones. 

“That you are ill, dear? I will write at once, or tele- 
graph, if you like. What is his address?” 

He had closed his eyes again, and there came no re- 
ply. Amy repeated her question twice; she was turning 
from him in hopelessness when his voice became audible. 

“T can’t remember his new address. I know it, but 
I can’t remember.” 

_ She had to leave him thus. 

The next day his breathing was so harassed that he 

had to be raised against pillows, But throughout the 
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hours of daylight his mind was clear, and from time to 
time he whispered words of tenderness in reply to Amy’s 
look. He never willingly relinquished her hand, and re- 
peatedly he pressed it against his cheek or lips. Vainly 
he still endeavoured to recall his friend’s address. 

“Couldn’t Mr. Carter discover it for vou?’ Amy asked. 

“Perhaps. You might try.” 

She would have suggested applying to Jasper Muilvain, 
but that name must not be mentioned. Whelpdale, also, 
would perchance know where Biffen lived, but Whelp- 
dale’s address he had also forgotten. 

At night there were long periods of’delirium; not mere 
confused muttering, but continuous talk which the listeners 
could follow perfectly. 

For the most part the sufferer’s mind was occupied with 
revival of the distress he: had undergone whilst making 
those last efforts to write something worthy of himself. 
Amy’s heart was wrung as she heard him living through 
that time of supreme misery—misery which she might 
have done so much to alleviate, had not selfish fears and 
irritated pride caused her to draw further and further 
from him. Hers was the kind of penitence which is 
forced by sheer stress of circumstances on a nature which 
resents any form of humiliation; she could not abandon 
herself to unreserved grief for what she had done or 
omitted, and the sense of this defect made a great part 
of her affliction. When her husband lay in mute lethargy, 
she thought only of her dead child, and mourned the 
loss; but his delirious utterances constrained her to break 
from that bitter-sweet preoccupation, to confuse her 
mourning with self-reproach and with fears. 

Though unconsciously, he was addressing her : “I can do 
no more, Amy. My brain seems to be worn out; I can’t 
compose, I can’t even think. Look! I have been sitting 
here for hours, and I have done only that little bit, half 
a dozen lines. Such poor stuff too! I should burn it, 
only I can’t afford. I must do my regular quantity every 
day, no matter what it is.” 

The nurse, who was present when he talked in this way, 
looked to Amy for an explanation. 
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“My husband is an author,” Amy answered. “Not long 
ago he was obliged to write when he was ill and ought to 
have been resting.” 

“I always thought it must be hard work writing books,” 
said the nurse with a shake of her head. 

“You don’t understand me,” the voice pursued, dreadful 
as a voice always is when speaking independently of the 
will. “You think I am only a poor creature, because I 
can do nothing better than this. If only I had money 


- enough to rest for a year or two, you should see. Just 


because I have no money I must sink to this degradation. 
And I am losing you as well; you don’t love me!” 

He began to moan in anguish. 

But a happy change presently came over his dreaming. 
He fell into animated description of his experiences in 
Greece and Italy, and after talking for a long time, he 
turned his head and said in a perfectly natural tone: 

“Amy, do you know that Biffen and I are going to 
Greece :”’ 

She believed he spoke consciously, and replied : 

“You must take me with you, Edwin.” 

He paid no attention to this remark, but went on with 
the same deceptive accent. 

“He deserves a holiday after nearly getting burnt to 
death to save his novel. Imagine the old fellow plunging 
headlong into the flames to rescue his manuscript! Don’t 
say that authors can’t be heroic!” 

And he laughed gaily. 

Another morning broke. It was possible, said the doctors 
(a:second had been summoned), that a crisis which drew 
near might bring the favourable turn; but Amy formed 
her own opinion from the way in which the nurse ex- 
pressed herself. She felt sure the gravest fears were 
entertained. Before noon Reardon awoke from what had 
seemed natural sleep—save for the rapid breathing—and of 
a sudden recollected the number of the house in Cleveland 
Street at which Biffen was now living. He uttered it with- 
out explanation. Amy at once conjectured his meaning, 
and as soon as her surmise was confirmed she despatched 
a telegram to her husband’s friend. 
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That evening, as Amy was on the point of returning — 
to the sick-room after having dined at her friend’s house, 
it was announced that a gentleman named Biffen wished 
to see her. She found him in the dining-room, and, even 
amid her distress, it was a satisfaction to her that he pre- 
sented a far more conventional appearance than in the 
old days. All the garments he wore, even his hat, gloves, 
and boots, were new ; a surprising state of things, explained 
by the fact of his commercial brother having sent him a 
present of ten pounds, a practical expression of sympathy 
with him in his recent calamity. Biffen could not speak; 
he looked with alarm at Amy’s pallid face. Ina few words 
she told him of Reardon’s condition. 

“T feared this,” he replied under his breath. “He was ill 
when I saw him off at London Bridge. But Willie is 
better, I trust?” ; 

Amy tried to answer, but tears filled her eyes and her > 
head drooped. Harold was overcome with a sense of 
fatality ; grief and dread held him motionless. 

They conversed brokenly for a few minutes, then left 
the house, Biffen carrying the hand-bag with which he 
had travelled hither. When they reached the hotel he 
waited apart until it was ascertained whether he could 
enter the sick-room. Amy rejoined him and said with a 
faint smile: 

“He is conscious, and was very glad to hear that you 
had come. But don’t let him try to speak much.” 

The change that had come over his friend’s countenance 
was to Harold, of course, far more gravely impressive than 
to those who had watched at the bedside. In the drawn 
features, large sunken eyes, thin and discoloured lips, it 
seemed to him that he read too surely the presage of doom. 
After holding the shrunken hand for a moment he was 
convulsed with an agonising sob, and had to turn away. 

Amy saw that her husband wished to speak to her; she 
bent over him. 

saan to stay, dear. Give him a room in the hotel.” 

will. 

Biffen sat down by the bedside, and remained for half 
an hour. His friend inquired whether he had yet heard 
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about the novel; the answer was a shake of the head. 
When he rose, Reardon signed to him to bend down, and 
whispered : 

“It doesn’t matter what happens; she is mine again.” 

The next day was very cold, but a blue sky gleamed over 
land and sea. The drives and promenades were thronged 
with people in exuberant health and spirits. Biffen re- 
garded this spectacle with resentful scorn; at another time 
it would have moved him merely to mirth, but not even 
the sound of the breakers when he had wandered as far as 
possible from human contact could help him to think with 
resignation of the injustice which triumphs so flagrantly 
in the destinies of men. Towards Amy he had no shadow 
of unkindness; the sight of her in tears had impressed him 
-as profoundly, in another way, as that of his friend’s 
wasted features. She and Reardon were again one, and 
his love for them both was stronger than any emotion 
of tenderness he had ever known. 

In the afternoon he again sat by the bedside. Every 
symptom of the sufferer’s condition pointed to an approach- 
ing end: a face that had grown cadaverous, livid lips, 
breath drawn in hurrying gasps. Harold despaired of an- 
other look of recognition. But as he sat with his forehead 
resting on his hand Amy touched him; Reardon had 
turned his face in their direction, and with a conscious 
gaze. 

“T shall never go with you to Greece,” he said dis- 
tinctly. 

There was silence again. Biffen did not move his eyes 
from the deathly mask; in a minute or two he saw a smile 
soften its lineaments, and Reardon again spoke: ; 

“How often you and I have quoted it!—“We are such 
stuff as dreams are made of, and our——’”’ 

The remaining words were indistinguishable, and, as if 
the effort of utterance had exhausted him, his eyes closed, 
and he sank into lethargy. 


When he came down from his bedroom on the following 
morning, Biffen was informed that his friend had died 
between two and three o’clock. At the same time he re- 
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ceived a note in which Amy requested him to come and 
see her late in the afternoon. He spent the day in a long 
walk along the eastward cliffs; again the sun shone bril- 
liantly, and the sea was flecked with foam upon its chang- 
ing green and azure. It seemed to him that he had never 
before known solitude, even through all the years of his 
lonely and sad existence. 

At sunset he obeyed Amy’s summons. He found her 
calm, but with the signs of long weeping. ' 

“At the last moment,” she said, “he was able to speak 
to me, and you were mentioned. He wished you to have 
all that he has left in his room at Islington. When I come 
back to London, will you take me there and let me see the 
room just as when he lived in it? Let the people in the 
house know what has happened, and that I am responsible - 
for whatever will he owing.” 

Her resolve to behave composedly gave way as soon as 
Harold’s broken voice had replied. Hysterical sobbing 
made further speech from her impossible, and Biffen, after 
holding her hand reverently for a moment, left her alone, 


CHAPTER XXXIII 
THE SUNNY WAY 


ON an evening of early summer, six months after the 
death of Edwin Reardon, Jasper of the facile pen was 
bending over his desk, writing rapidly by the warm western 
light which told that sunset was near. Not far from him 
sat his younger sister; she was reading, and the book in 
her hand bore the title, “Mr. Bailey, Grocer.” 

“How will this do?” Jasper exclaimed, suddenly throw- 
ing down his pen. 

And he read aloud a critical notice of the book with 
which Dora was occupied ; a notice of the frankly eulogistic 
species, beginning with: “It is seldom nowadays that the 
luckless reviewer of novels can draw the attention of the 
public to a new work which is at once powerful and 
original”; and ending: “The word is a bold one, but we 
do not hesitate to pronounce this book a masterpiece.” 

“Ts that for The Current?” asked Dora, when he had 
finished. 

“No, for The West End. Fadge won’t allow anyone 
but himself to be lauded in that style. I may as well do 
the notice for The Current now, as I’ve got my hand in.” 

He turned to his desk again, and before daylight failed 
him had produced a piece of more cautious writing, very 
favourable on the whole, but with reserves and slight cen- 
sures. This also he read to Dora. 

“You wouldn’t suspect they were written by the same 
man, eh?” 

“No. You have changed the style very skilfully.” 

“T doubt if they’ll be much use. Most people will fling 
the book down with yawns before they’re half through the 
first volume. If I knew a doctor who had many cases of 
insomnia in hand, I would recommend ‘Mr. Bailey’ to him 
gases specific. ” 

.“Oh, but it is really clever, Jasper!” 
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“Not a doubt of it. I half believe what I have written. 
And if only we could get it mentioned in a leader or two, 
and so on, old Biffen’s fame would be established with the 
better sort of readers. But he won’t sell three hundred 
copies. I wonder whether Robertson would let me do a 
notice for his paper?” 

“Biffen ought to be grateful to you, if he knew,” said 
Dora, laughing. 

“Vet, now, there are people who would cry out that this 
kind of thing is disgraceful. It’s nothing of the kind. 
Speaking seriously, we know that a really good book will 
more likely than not receive fair treatment from two or 
three reviewers; yes, but also more likely than not it will 
be swamped in the flood of literature that pours forth week 
after week, and won't have attention fixed long enough 
upon it to establish its repute. The struggle for existence 
among books is nowadays as severe as among men. Ifa 
writer has friends connected with the press, it is the plain 
duty of those friends to do their utmost to help him. What 
matter if they exaggerate, or even lie? The simple, sober 
truth has no chance whatever of being listened to, and 
it’s only by volume of shouting that the ear of the public 
is held. What use is it to Biffen if his work struggles to 
slow recognition ten years hence? Besides, as I say, the 
growing flood of literature swamps everything but works 
of primary genius. If a clever and conscientious book 
does not spring to success at once, there’s precious small 
chance that it will survive. Suppose it were possible for 
me to write a round dozen reviews of this book, in as many 
different papers, I would do it with satisfaction. Depend 
upon it, this kind of thing will be done on that scale before 
long. And it’s quite natural. A man’s friends must be 
helped, by whatever means, quocunque modo, as Biffen 
himself would say.” 

“I dare say he doesn’t even think of you as a friend 
now.” 

“Very likely not. It’s ages since I saw him. But there’s 
much magnanimity in my character, as I have often told 
you. It delights me to be generous, whenever I can afford 
Ne 
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Dusk was gathering about them. As they sat talking, 
there came a tap at the door, and the summons to enter 
was obeyed by Mr. Whelpdale. 

“T was passing,” he said in his respectful voice, ‘and 
couldn’t resist the temptation.” 

Jasper struck a match and lit the lamp. In this clearer 
light Whelpdale was exhibited as a young man of greatly 
improved exterior; he wore a cream-coloured waistcoat, a 
necktie of subtle hue, and delicate gloves; prosperity 
breathed from his whole person. It was, in fact, only a 
moderate prosperity to which he had as yet attained, but 
the future beckoned to him flatteringly. Early in this year, 
his enterprise as “literary adviser” had brought him in con- 
tact with a man of some pecuniary resources, who proposed 
to establish an agency for the convenience of authors who 
were not skilled in disposing of their productions to the 
best advantage. Under the name of Fleet & Co., this 
business was shortly set on foot, and Whelpdale’s services 
were retained on satisfactory terms. The birth of the 
syndicate system had given new scope to literary agencies, 
and Mr. Fleet was a man of keen eye for commercial 
opportunities. 

“Well, have you read Biffen’s book?” asked Jasper. 

“Wonderful, isn’t it? A work of genius, I am convinced. 
Ha! you have it there, Miss Dora. But I’m afraid it is 
hardly for you.” 

“And why not, Mr. Whelpdale?”’ 

“You should only read of beautiful things, of happy 
lives. This book must depress you.” 

“But why «zl you imagine me such a feeble-minded 
person?” asked Dora. “You have so often spoken like 
this. I have really no ambition to be a doll of such super- 
fine wax.” 

The habitual flatterer looked deeply concerned. 

“Pray forgive me!” he murmured humbly, leaning for- 
wards towards the girl with eyes which deprecated her 
displeasure. ‘“‘I am very far indeed from attributing weak- 
ness to you. It was only the natural, unreflecting impulse ; 
one finds it so difficult to associate you, even as merely a 
reader, with such squalid scenes. The ignobly decent, 
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as poor Biffen calls it, is so very far from that sphere in 
which you are naturally at home.” 

There was some slight affectation in his language, but 
the tone attested sincere feeling. Jasper was watching 
him with half an eye, and glancing occasionally at Dora. 

“No doubt,” said the latter, “it’s my story in The Eng-" 
lish Girl that inclines you to think me a goody-goody sort 
of young woman.” 

“So far from that, Miss Dora, I was only waiting for 
-an opportunity to tell you how exceedingly delighted I 
have been with the last two weeks’ instalments. In all 
seriousness, I consider that story of yours the best thing 
of the kind that ever came under my notice. You seem 
to me to have discovered a new genre; such writing as this 
has surely never been offered to girls, and all the readers 
of the paper must be immensely grateful to you. I run | 
eagerly to buy the paper each week; I assure you I do. 
The stationer thinks I purchase it for a sister, I suppose. 
But each section of the story seems to be better than 
’ the last. Mark the prophecy which I now make: when 
this tale is published in a volume its success will be great. 
You will be recognised, Miss Dora, as the new writer for 
modern English girls.” 

The subject of this panegyric coloured a little and~ 
laughed. Unmistakably she was pleased. 

“Look here, Whelpdale,”’ said Jasper, “I can’t have 
this; Dora’s conceit, please to remember, is, to begin with, 
only a little less than my own, and you will make her 
unendurable. Her tale is well enough in its way, but 
then its way is a very humble one.” 

“T deny it!” cried the other, excitedly. “How can it 
be called a humble line of work to provide reading, which 
is at once intellectual and moving and exquisitely pure, 
for the most important part of the population—the edu- 
cated and refined young people who are just passing from 
girlhood to womanhood ?” 

“The most important fiddlestick !” 

“You are grossly irreverent, my dear Milvain. I can- 
not appeal to your sister, for she’s too modest to rate 
her own sex at its true value, but the vast majority of 
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thoughtful men would support me. You yourself do, 
though you affect this profane way of speaking. And 
we know,” he looked at Dora, “that he wouldn’t talk like 
. this if Miss Yule were present.” 

Jasper changed the topic of conversation, and presently 
Whelpdale was able to talk with more calmness. The 
young man, since his association with Fleet & Co., had 
become fertile in suggestions of literary enterprise, and 
at present he was occupied with a project of special hope- 
fulness. 

“T want to find a capitalist,’ he said, “who will get 
possession of that paper Chat, and transform it according 
to an idea I have in my head. The thing is doing very 
indifferently, but I am convinced it might be made splen- 
did property, with a few changes in the way of conducting 
ie 

“The paper is rubbish,’ remarked Jasper, “and the 
kind of rubbish—oddly enough—which doesn’t attract 
people.” 

“Precisely, but the rubbish is capable of being made a 
very valuable article, if it were only handled properly. 
I have talked to the people about it again and again, but 
I can’t get them to believe what I say. Now just listen to 
my notion. In the first place, I should slightly alter the 
name; only slightly, but that little alteration would in 
itself have an enormous effect. Instead of Chat, I should 
call it Chit-Chat!’ 

Jasper exploded with mirth. 

“That’s brilliant!” he cried. “A stroke of genius!” 

“Are you serious? Or, are you making fun of me? I 
believe it is a stroke of genius. Chat doesn’t attract any 
one, but Chit-Chat would sell like hot cakes, as they say 
in America. I know I am right; laugh as you will.” 

“On the same principle,” cried Jasper, “if The Tatler 
were changed to Tittle-Tattle, its circulation would be 
trebled.” 

Whelpdale smote his knees in delight. 

“An admirable idea! Many a true word uttered in joke, 
and this is an instance! Tuttle-Tattle—a magnificent title ; 
the very thing to catch the multitude.” 
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Dora was joining in the merriment, and for a minute 
or two nothing but bursts of laughter could be heard. 

“Now do let me go on,” implored the man of projects, 
when the noise subsided. ‘“That’s only one change, though 
a most important one. What I next propose is this :— 
I know you will laugh again, but I will demonstrate to 
you that | am right. No article in the paper is to measure 
more than two inches in length, and every inch must be 
broken into at least two paragraphs.” 

SU penny a 

“But you are joking, Mr. Whelpdale?”’ exclaimed Dora. 

“No, I am perfectly serious. Let me explain my prin- 
ciple. I would have the paper address itself to the quar- 
ter-educated ; that is to say, the great new generation that 
is being turned out by the Board Schools, the young men 
and women who can just read, but are incapable of sus- 
tained attention. People of this kind want something to ~ 
occupy them in trains, and on “buses and trams. As a 
rule they care for no newspapers except the Sunday ones; 
what they want is the lightest and frothiest of chit-chatty 
information—hbits of stories, bits of description, bits of 
scandal, bits of jokes, bits of statistics, bits of foolery. 
Am I not right? Everything must be very short, two 
inches at the utmost; their attention can’t sustain itself 
beyond two inches. Even chat is too solid for them; 
they want chit-chat.” 

Jasper had begun to listen seriously. 

“There’s something in this, Whelpdale,” he remarked. 

“Ha! I have caught you?” cried the other delightedly. 
“Of course there’s something in it!” 

“But——”’ began Dora, and checked herself. 

“You were going to say ” Whelpdale bent towards 
her with deference. 

“Surely these poor, silly people oughtn’t to be encour- 
aged in their weakness.” 

Whelpdale’s countenance fell. He looked ashamed of 
himself. But Jasper came speedily to the rescue. 

“That’s twaddle, Dora. Fools will be fools to the 
world’s end. Answer a fool according to his folly; supply 
a simpleton with the reading he craves, if it will put 
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money in your pocket. You have discouraged poor 
Whelpdale in one of the most notable projects of modern 
times.” 

“I shall think no more of it,” said Whelpdale gravely. 
“You are right, Miss Dora.” 

Again Jasper burst into merriment. His sister reddened, 
and looked uncomfortable. She began to speak timidly: 

“You said this was for reading in trains and ’buses 2” 

Whelpdale caught at hope. 

“Yes. And really, you know, it may be better at such 
times to read chit-chat than to be altogether vacant, or 
to talk unprofitably. I am not sure; I bow to your opinion 
unreservedly.” 

“So long as they only read the paper at such times,” 
said Dora, still hesitating. “One knows by experience that 
one really can’t fix one’s attention in travelling; even an 
article in a newspaper is often too long.” 

“Exactly! And if you find it so, what must be the case 
with the mass of untaught people, the quarter-educated. 
It might encourage in some of them a taste for reading 
—don’t you think ?” 

“It might,’ assented Dora, musingly. “And in that 
case you would be doing good!” 

“Distinct good !” 

They smiled joyfully at each other. Then Whelpdale 
turned to Jasper: 

“You are convinced that there is something in this?” 

“Seriously, I think there is. It would all depend on the 
skill of the fellows who put the thing together every 
week. There ought always to be one strongly sensational 
item—we won’t call it article. For instance, you might 
display on a placard: ‘What the Queen eats!’ or, ‘How 
Gladstone’s collars are made!’—things of that kind.” 

“To be sure, to be sure. And then, you know,” added 
Whelpdale, glancing anxiously at Dora, “when people 
had been attracted by these devices, they would find a few 
things that were really profitable. We would give nicely 
written little accounts of exemplary careers, of heroic 
deeds, and so on. Of course nothing whatever that could 
be really demoralising—cela va sans dire. Well, what I 
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was going to say was this: would you come with me to 
the office of Chat, and have a talk with my friend Lake, 
the sub-editor? I know your time is very valuable, but 
then you’re often running into the Will-o’-the-Wisp, and 
Chat is just upstairs, you know.” 

“What use should I be?” 

“Oh, all the use in the world. Lake would pay most 
respectful attention to your opinion, though he thinks so 
little of mine. You are a man of note, | am nobody. I 
feel convinced that you could persuade the Chat people 
to adopt my idea, and they might be willing to give me a 
contingent share of contingent profits, if I had really 
shown them the way to a good thing.” 

Jasper promised to think the matter over. Whilst their 
talk still ran on this subject, a packet that had come by 
post was brought into the room. Opening it, Milvain. 
exclaimed : 

“Ha! this is lucky. There’s something here that may 
interest you, Whelpdale.” 

“Proofs?” 

“Yes. A paper I have written for The Wayside.” He 
looked at Dora, who smiled. ‘How do you like the title? 
—The Novels of Edwin Reardon!’ ” 

“You don’t say so!” cried the other. “What a good- 
hearted fellow you are, Milvain! Now that’s really a kind 
thing to have done. By Jove! I must shake hands with 
you; I must indeed! Poor Reardon! Poor old fellow!” 

His eyes gleamed with moisture. Dora, observing this, 
looked at him so gently and sweetly that it was perhaps 
well he did not meet her eyes; the experience would have 
been altogether too much for him. 

“It has been written for three months,’ said Jasper, 
“but we have held it over for a practical reason. When 
I was engaged upon it, I went to see Mortimer, and asked 
him if there was any chance of a new edition of Reardon’s’ 
books. He had no idea the poor fellow was dead, and 
the news seemed really to affect him. He promised to 
consider whether it would be worth while trying a new 
issue, and before long I heard from him that he would 
bring out the two best books with a decent cover and so 


1 THE SUNNY WAY 495 


on, provided I could get my article on Reardon into one 
of the monthlies. This was soon settled. The editor of 
The Wayside answered at once, when I wrote to him, that 
he should be very glad to print what I proposed, as he had 
a real respect for Reardon. Next month the books will 
be out—‘Neutral Ground,’ and ‘Hubert Reed.’ Mortimer 
said he was sure these were the only ones that would pay 
for themselves. But we shall see. He may alter his 


_ Opinion when my article has been read.” 


“Read it to us now, Jasper, will you?” asked Dora. 
The request was supported by Whelpdale, and Jasper 
needed no pressing. He seated himself so that the lamp- 


: light fell upon the pages, and read the article through. It. 


was an, excellent piece of writing (see The Wayside, June 
1884), and in places touched with true emotion. Any 
intelligent reader would divine that the author had been 
personally acquainted with the man of whom he wrote, 
though the fact was nowhere stated. The praise was not | 
exaggerated, yet all the best points of Reardon’s work 
were admirably brought out. One who knew Jasper might 
reasonably have doubted, before reading this, whether he 
was capable of so worthily appreciating the nobler man. 

“T never understood Reardon so well before,” declared 
Whelpdale, at the close. “This is a good thing well-done. 
It’s something to be proud of, Miss Dora.” 

ieLcawiurcel tiatit is, she replied: 

“Mrs. Reardon ought to be very grateful to you, Mil- 

vain. By-the-by, do you ever see her ?” 

“T have met her only once since his death—by chance.” 

“Of course she will marry again. I wonder who'll be 
the fortunate man?” 

“Fortunate, do you think?” asked Dora quietly, with- 
out looking at him. 

“Oh, I spoke rather cynically, I’m afraid,” Whelpdale 
hastened to reply. “I was thinking of her money. In- 
deed, I knew Mrs. Reardon only very slightly.” 

“T don’t think you need regret it,’ Dora remarked. 

“Oh well, come, come!” put in her brother. ‘We 
know very well that there was little enough blame on her 


side.” 
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“There was great blame!” Dora exclaimed. “She be- 
haved shamefully! I wouldn’t speak to her; I wouldn’t 
sit down in her company!” 

“Bosh! What do you know about it? Wait till you 
are married to a man like Reardon, and reduced to utter 
penury.” 

“Whoever my husband was, I would stand by him, if I 
starved to death!” 

“Tf he ill-used you?” 

“T am not talking of such cases. Mrs. Reardon had 
never anything of the kind to fear. It was impossible for 
a man such as her husband to behave harshly. Her con- 
duct was cowardly, faithless, unwomanly!”’ 

“Trust one woman for thinking the worst of another,” 
observed Jasper with something like a sneer. 

Dora gave him a look of strong disapproval; one might 
have suspected that brother and sister had before this. 
fallen into disagreement on the delicate topic. Whelpdale 
felt obliged to interpose, and had of course no choice but 
to support the girl. 

“T can only say,” he remarked with a smile, “that Miss 
Dora takes a very noble point of view. One feels that a 
wife ought to be staunch. But it’s so very unsafe to dis- 
cuss matters in which one cannot know all the facts.” 

“We know quite enough of the facts,’ said Dora, with 
delightful pertinacity. 

“Indeed, perhaps we do,” assented her slave. Then, 
turning to her brother, “Well, once more I congratulate 
vou. I shall talk of your article incessantly, as soon as it 
appears. And I shall pester every one of my acquaint- 
ances to buy Reardon’s books—though it’s no use to him, 
poor fellow. Still, he would have died more contentedly 
if he could have foreseen this. By-the-by, Biffen will be 
profoundly grateful to you, I’m sure.” 

“Tm doing what I can for him, too. Run your eye 
over these slips.” 

Whelpdale exhausted himself in terms of satisfaction. 

“You deserve to get on, my dear fellow. In a few 
years you will be the Aristarchus of our literary world.” 

When the visitor rose to depart, Jasper said hé would 
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walk a short distance with him. As soon as they had 
left the house, the future Aristarchus made a confidential 
communication. 

“It may interest you to know that my sister Maud is 
shortly to be married.” ‘ 

“Indeed! May I ask to whom?” 

“A man you don’t know. His name is Dolomore—a 
fellow in society.” 

“Rich, then, I hope?” 

“Tolerably well-to-do. I dare say he has three or four 
thousand a year!” 

“Gracious heavens! Why, that’s magnificent.” 

But Whelpdale did not look quite so much satisfaction 
as his words expressed. 

“Ts it to be soon?” he inquired. 

“At the end of the season. Make no difference to. 
Dora and me, of course.” 

“Oh? Really? No difference at all? You will let 
me come and see you—both—yjust in the old way, Mil-. 
vain ?” 

“Why the deuce shouldn’t you?” 

“To be sure, to be sure. By Jove! I really don’t know 
how I should get on if I couldn’t look in of an evening 
now and then. I have got so much into the habit of it. 
And—I’m a lonely beggar, you know. I don’t go into 
society, and really “4 

He broke off, and Jasper began to speak of other things. 

When Milvain re-entered the house, Dora had gone to 
her own sitting-room. It was not quite ten o’clock. Tak- 
ing one set of the proofs of his “Reardon” article, he put 
it into a large envelope; then he wrote a short letter, 
which began “Dear Mrs. Reardon,” and ended “Very 
sincerely yours,” the communication itself being as fol- 


lows: 


“T venture to send you the proofs of a paper which is 
to appear in next month’s Wayside, in the hope that it 
may seem to you not badly done, and that the reading of 
it may give you pleasure. If anything occurs to you which 
you would like me to add, or if you desire any omission, 
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will you do me the kindness to let me know of it as soon 
as possible, and your suggestion shall at once be adopted. 
I am informed that the new edition of ‘On Neutral 
Ground’ and ‘Hubert Reed’ will be ready next month. 
Need I say how glad I am that my friend’s work is not 

to be forgotten?” | 


‘This note he also put into the envelope, which he made 
ready for posting. Then he sat for a long time in pro- 
found thought. 

Shortly after eleven his door opened, and Maud came 
in. She had been dining at Mrs. Lane’s. Her attire was 
still simple, but of quality which would have signified 
recklessness, but for the outlook whereof Jasper spoke to 
Whelpdale. The girl looked very beautiful. There was 
a flush of health and happiness on her cheek, and when 
she spoke it was in a voice that rang quite differently 
from her tones of a year ago; the pride which was natural 
to her had now a firm support; she moved and uttered her- 
self in queenly fashion. 

“Has anyone been?” she asked. 

“W helpdale.” 

“Oh! I wanted to ask you, Jasper: do you think it 
wise to let him come quite so often?” 

“There’s a difficulty, you see. I can hardly tell him to 
sheer off. And he’s really a decent fellow.” 

“That may be. But—I think it’s rather unwise. Things 
are changed. In a few months, Dora will be a good deal 
at my house, and will see all sorts of people.” 

“Yes; but what if they are the kind of people she doesn’t 
care anything about? You must remember, old girl, that 
her tastes are quite different from yours. I say nothing, 
but—perhaps it’s as well they should be.” 

“You say nothing, but you add an insult,” returned 
Maud, with a smile of superb disregard. “We won’t 
reopen the question.” 

“Oh dear no! And, by-the-by, I have a letter from 
Dolomore. It came just after you left.” 

“Well?” 

“He is quite willing to settle upon you a third of his 
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income from the collieries; he tells me it will represent 
between seven and eight hundred a year. I think it rather 
little, you know; but I congratulate myself on having got 
this out of him.” : 

“Don’t speak in that unpleasant way! It was only your 
abruptness that made any kind of difficulty.” 

“I have my own opinion on that point, and I shall beg 
leave to keep it. Probably he will think me still more 
abrupt when I request, as I am now going to do, an in- 
terview with his solicitors.” 

“Ts that allowable?” asked Maud, anxiously. ‘Can you 
do that with any decency ?” 

“Tf not, then I must do it with indecency. You will 
have the goodness to remember that if I don’t look after 
your interests, no one else will. It’s perhaps fortunate for 
you that I have a good deal of the man of business about 
me. Dolomore thought I was a dreamy, literary fellow. 
I don’t say that he isn’t entirely honest, but he shows 
something of a disposition to play the autocrat, and I by 
no means intend to let him. If you had a father, Dolo- 
more would have to submit his affairs to examination. 
I stand to you in loco parentis, and I shall bate no jot of 
my rights.” 

“But you can’t say that his behaviour hasn’t been per- 
fectly straightforward.” 

“T don’t wish to. I think, on the whole, he has be- 
haved more honourably than was to be expected of a man 
of his kind. But he must treat me with respect. My 
position in the world is greatly superior to his. And, by 
the gods! I will be treated respectfully! It wouldn’t be 
amiss, Maud, if you just gave him a hint to that effect.” 

“All I have to say is, Jasper, don’t do me an irreparable 
injury. You might, without meaning it.” 

“No fear whatever of it. I can behave as a gentleman, 
and I only expect Dolomore to do the same.” 

Their conversation lasted for a long time, and when he 
was again left alone Jasper again fell into a mood of 
thoughtfulness. 

By a late post on the following day he received this 
letter : 
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“Dear Mr. Mirtvain,—I have received the proofs, and 
have just read them; I hasten to thank you with all my 
heart. No suggestion of mine could possibly improve this 
article; it seems to me perfect in taste, in style, in mat- 
ter. No one but you could have written this, for no one 
else understood Edwin so well, or had given such thought 
to his work. If he could but have known that such jus- 
tice would be done to his memory! But he died believing 
that already he was utterly forgotten, that his books would 
never again be publicly spoken of. This was a cruel fate. 
I have shed tears over what you have written, but they 
were not only tears of bitterness; it cannot but be a 
consolation to’ me to think that, when the magazine ap- 
pears, so many people will talk of Edwin and his books. 
I am deeply grateful to Mr. Mortimer for having under- 
taken to republish those two novels; if you have an op- 
portunity, will you do me the great kindness to thank him: 
on my behalf? At the same time, I must remember that 
it was you who first spoke to him on this subject. You 
say that it gladdens you to think Edwin will not be for- 
gotten, and I am very sure that the friendly office you 
have so admirably performed will in itself reward you 
more than any poor expression of gratitude from me. I 
write hurriedly, anxious to let you hear as soon as pos- 
sible. 

“Believe me, dear Mr. Milvain, 
“Yours sincerely, 
“Amy REARDON.” 


CHAPTER] XRT V 
A CHECK 


MarIAN was at work as usual in the Reading-room 
She did her best, during the hours spent here, to convert 
herself into the literary machine which it was her hope 
would some day be invented for construction in a less 
sensitive material than human tissue. Her eyes seldom 
strayed beyond the limits of the desk; and if she had occa- 
sion to rise and go to the reference shelves, she looked at 
no one on the way. Yet she herself was occasionally an 
_ object of interested regard. Several readers were ac- 
quainted with the chief facts of her position; they knew 
that her father was now incapable of work, and was wait- 
ing till his diseased eyes should be ready for the operator ; 
it was surmised, moreover, that a good deal depended upon 
the girl’s literary exertions. Mr. Quarmby and his gos- 
sips naturally took the darkest view of things; they were 
convinced that Alfred Yule could never recover his sight, 
and they had a dolorous satisfaction in relating the story 
of Marian’s legacy. Of her relations with Jasper Mil- 
vain none of these persons had heard; Yule had never 
spoken of that matter to any one of his friends. 

Jasper had to look in this morning for a hurried con- 
sultation of certain encyclopedic volumes, and it chanced 
that Marian was standing before the shelves to which his 
business led him. He saw her from a little distance, and 
paused ; it seemed as if he would turn back; for a moment 
he wore a look of doubt and worry. But after all he pro- 
ceeded. At the sound of his “Good-morning,’ Marian 
started—she was standing with an open book in hand—and 
looked up with a gleam of joy on her face. 

“T wanted to see you to-day,” she said, subduing her 
voice to the tone of ordinary conversation. ‘I should 


have come this evening.” : 
01 
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“You wouldn’t have found me at home. From five to 
seven I shall be frantically busy, and then I have to rush 
off to dine with some people.” 

“T couldn’t see you before five?” 

“Ts it something important ?” 

LY C510 15, 5 

“T tell you what. If you could meet me at Gloucester. 
Gate at four, then I shall be glad of half an hour in the 
park. But I mustn’t talk now; I’m driven to my wits’ end. 
Gloucester Gate, at four sharp. I don’t think it'll rain.” 

He dragged out a tome of the “Britannica.” Marian 
nodded, and returned to her seat. 


At the appointed hour she was waiting near the en- 
trance of Regent’s Park which Jasper had mentioned. 
Not long ago there had fallen a light shower, but the. 
sky was clear again. At five minutes past four she still 
waited, and had begun to fear that the passing rain might 
have led Jasper to think she would not come. Another 
five minutes, and from a hansom that rattled hither at 
full speed, the familiar figure alighted. 

“Do forgive me!” he exclaimed. “I couldn’t possibly 
‘get here before. Let us go to the right.” 

They betook themselves to that tree-shadowed strip of 
the park which skirts the canal. 

“T’m so afraid that you haven’t really time,” said Marian, 
who was chilled and confused by this show of hurry. 
She regretted having made the appointment; it would 
have been much better to postpone what she had to say 
until Jasper was at leisure. Yet nowadays the hours of 
leisure seemed to come so rarely. 

“If I get home at five, it'll be all right,’ he replied. 
“What have you to tell me, Marian?” 

“We have heard about the money, at last.” 

“Oh?” He avoided looking at her. “And what’s the 
upshot ?” 

“I shall have nearly fifteen hundred pounds.” 

“So much as that? Well, that’s better than nothing, 
isn’t it?” 

“Very much better.” 


Ns 


AGH OK 503: 


The walked on in silence. Marian stole a glance at her 
companion. 

“I should have thought it a great deal,” she said pres- 
ently, “before I had begun to think of thousands.” 

“Fifteen hundred. Well, it means fifty pounds a year,. 
I suppose.” 

He chewed the end of his moustache. 

“Let us sit down on this bench. Fifteen hundred— 
h’m! And nothing more is to be hoped for ?” 

“Nothing. I should have thought men would wish to 
pay their debts, even after they had been bankrupt; but 
they tell us we can’t expect anything more from these 


people.” 
“You are thinking of Walter Scott, and that kind of 
thing”—Jasper laughed. “Oh, that’s quite unbusiness- 


like; it would be setting a pernicious example nowadays. 
Well, and what’s to be done?” 

Marian had no answer for such a question. The tone 
of it was a new stab to her heart, which had suffered so: 
many during the past half year. 

“Now, Dll ask you frankly,” Jasper went on, “and I 
know you will reply in the same spirit: would it be wise 
for us to marry on this money?” 

“On this money ?” 

She looked into his face with painful earnestness. 

“You mean,” he said, “that it can’t be spared for that 
purpose ?” 

What she really meant was uncertain even to herself. 
She had wished to hear how Jasper would receive the 
news, and thereby to direct her own course. Had he 
welcomed it as offering a possibility of their marriage, 
that would have gladdened her, though it would then have 
been necessary to show him all the difficulties by which 
she was beset; for some time they had not spoken of her 
father’s position, and Jasper seemed willing to forget 
all about that complication of their troubles. But mar- 
riage did not occur to him, and he was evidently quite 
prepared to hear that she could no longer regard this. 
money as her own to be freely disposed of. This was on 
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one side a relief, but on the other it confirmed her fears. 
She would rather have heard him plead with her to neglect 
her parents for the sake of being his wife. Love excuses 
everything, and his selfishness would have been easily lost 
sight of in the assurance that he still desired her. 

“You say,” she replied, with bent head, “that it would 
bring us fifty pounds a year. If another fifty were added 
to that, my father and mother would be supported in case 
the worst comes. I might earn fifty pounds.” 

“You wish me to understand, Marian, that I mustn’t 
expect that you will bring me anything when we are mar- 
ried.” 

His tone was that of acquiescence; not by any means 
of displeasure. He spoke as if desirous of saying for 
her something she found a difficulty in saying for her- 
self. 

“Jasper, it is so hard for me! So hard for me! How: 
could I help remembering what you told me when I prom- 
ised to be your wife?” 

“T spoke the truth rather brutally,’ he replied, in a 
kind voice. “Let all that be unsaid, forgotten. We are 
in quite a different position now. Be open with me, 
Marian; surely you can trust my common sense and good 
feeling. Put aside all thought of things I have said, and 
don’t be restrained by any fear lest you should seem to 
me unwomanly—you can’t be that. What is your own 
wish? What do you really wish to do, now that there is 
no uncertainty calling for postponements ?” 

Marian raised her eyes, and was about to speak as she 
regarded him; but with the first accent her look fell. 

“T wish to be your wife.” 

He waited, thinking and struggling with himself. 

“Yet you feel that it would be heartless to take and 
use this money for our own purposes ?” 

“What is to become of my parents, Jasper ?” 

“But then you admit that the fifteen hundred pounds 
“ont support them. You talk of earning fifty pounds a 
year for them.” 

“Need I cease to write, dear, if we were married? 
Wouldn’t you let me help them?” 
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“But, my dear girl, you are taking for granted that 
we shall have enough for ourselves.” 

“I didn’t mean at once,” she explained hurriedly. “In 
a short time—in a year. You are getting on so well. You 
will soon have a sufficient income, I am sure.” 

Jasper rose. 

“Let us walk as far as the next seat. Don’t speak. I 
have something to think about.” 

Moving on beside him, she slipped her hand softly 


within his arm; but Jasper did not put the arm into posi- 


tion to support hers, and her hand fell again, dropped 
suddenly. They reached another bench, and again be- 
came seated. 

“It comes to this, Marian,” he said, with portentous 
gravity. “Support you, I could—I have little doubt of 
that. Maud is provided for, and Dora can make a living 
for herself. I could support you and leave you free to 
give your parents whatever you can earn by your own 
work. But——” 

He paused significantly. It was his wish that Marian 
should supply the consequence, but she did not speak. 

“Very well,” he exclaimed. “Then when are we to be 
married?” 

The tone of resignation was too marked. Jasper was 
not good as a comedian; he lacked subtlety. 

“We must wait,’ fell from Marian’s lips, in the whis- 
per of despair. 

“Wait? But how long?” he inquired, dispassionately. 

“Do you wish to be freed from your engagement, Jas- 

ergy 

: He was not strong enough to reply with a plain “Yes,” 
and so have done with his perplexities. He feared the 
girl’s face, and he feared his own subsequent emotions. 

“Don’t talk in that way, Marian. The question is simply 
this: Are we to wait a vear, or are we to wait five years? 
In a year’s time, I shall probably be able to have a small 
house somewhere out in the suburbs. If we are married 
then, I shall be happy enough with so good a wife, but 


my career will take a different shape. I shall just throw 


overboard certain of my ambitions, and work steadily on 
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at earning a livelihood. If we wait five years, I may 
perhaps have obtained an editorship, and in that case I 
should of course have all sorts of better things to offer 
you.” 

“But, dear, why shouldn’t you get an editorship all the 
same if you are married?” 

“T have explained to you several times that success of 
that kind is not compatible with a small house in the 
suburbs and all the ties of a narrow income. Asa bachelor, 
I can go about freely, make acquaintances, dine at people’s 
houses, perhaps entertain a useful friend now and then— 
and so on. It is not merit that succeeds in my line; it is 
merit plus opportunity. Marrying now, I cut myself off 
from opportunity, that’s all.” 

She kept silence. 

“Decide my fate for me, Marian,’ he pursued, mag-. 
nanimously. “Let us make up our minds and do what 
we decide to do. Indeed, it doesn’t concern me so much 
as yourself. Are you content to lead a simple, unam- 
bitious life? Or should you prefer your husband to be 
a man of some distinction?” 

“T know so well what your own wish is. But to wait 
for years—you will cease to love me, and will only think 
of me as a hindrance in your way.” 

“Well now, when I said five years, of course I took a 
round number. Three—two might make all the difference 
to me.” 

“Let it be just as you wish. I can bear anything rather 
than lose your love.” 

“You feel, then, that it will decidedly be wise not to 
marry whilst we are still so poor?” 

“Yes; whatever you are convinced of is right.” 

He again rose, and looked at his watch. 

“Jasper, you don’t think that I have behaved selfishly 
in wishing to let my father have the money ?” 

“T should have been greatly surprised if you hadn’t 
wished it. I certainly can’t imagine you saying: ‘Oh, let 
them do as best they can!’ That would have been selfish 
with a vengeance,” 

“Now you are speaking kindly! Must you go, Jasper?” 
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“I must indeed. Two hours’ work I am bound to get 
before seven o’clock.” is 

“And I have been making it harder for you, by dis- 
turbing your mind.” 

“No, no; it’s all right now. I shall go at it with all 
the more energy, now we have come to a decision.” 

“Dora has asked me to go to Kew on Sunday. Shall 
you be able to come, dear?” 

“By Jove, no! I have three engagements on Sunday 
afternoon. I'll try and keep the Sunday after; I will 
indeed.” 

“What are the engagements?’ she asked timidly. 

As they walked back towards Gloucester Gate, he an- 
swered her question, showing how unpardonable it would 
be to neglect the people concerned. Then they parted, 
Jasper going off at a smart pace homewards. 

Marian turned down Park Street, and proceeded for 


-some distance along Camden Road. The house in which 


she and her parents now lived was not quite so far away 
as St. Paul’s Crescent; they rented four rooms, one of 
which had to serve both as Alfred Yule’s sitting-room and 
for the gatherings of the family at meals. Mrs. Yule 
generally sat in the kitchen, and Marian used her bed- 
room as a study. About half the collection of books had 
been sold; those that remained were still a respectable 
library, almost covering the walls of the room where 
their disconsolate possessor passed his mournful days. 

He could read for a few hours a day, but only large 
type, and fear of consequences kept him well within the 
limit of such indulgence laid down by his advisers. Though 
he inwardly spoke as if his case were hopeless, Yule was 
very far from having resigned himself to this conviction; 
indeed, the prospect of spending his latter years in dark- 
ness and idleness was too dreadful to him to be accepted 
so long as a glimmer of hope remained. He saw no rea- 
son why the customary operation should not restore him 
to his old pursuits, and he would have borne it ill if his 
wife or daughter had ever ceased to oppose the despair 
which it pleased him to affect. 

On the whole, he was noticeably patient. At the time 
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of their removal to these lodgings, seeing that Marian 
prepared herself to skare the change as a matter of course, 
he let her do as she would without comment; nor had he 
since spoken to her on the subject which had proved so 
dangerous. Confidence between them there was none; 
Yule addressed his daughter in a grave, cold, civil tone, 
and Marian replied gently, but without tenderness. For 
Mrs. Yule the disaster to the family was distinctly a 
gain; she could not but mourn her husband’s affliction, 
yet he no longer visited her with the fury or contemptuous 
irapatience of former days. Doubtless the fact of need- 
ing so much tendance had its softening influence on the 
man; he could not turn brutally upon his wife when every 
hour of, the day afforded him some proof of her absolute 
devotion. Of course his open-air exercise was still un- 
hindered, and in this season of the returning sun he walked 
a great deal, decidedly to the advantage of his general’ 
health—which again must have been a source of benefit to 
his temper. Of evenings, Marian sometimes read to him. 
He never requested this, but he did not reject the kind- 
ness. 

This afternoon Marian found her father examining a 
volume of prints which had been lent him by Mr. Quarmby. 
The table was laid for dinner (owing to Marian’s fre- 
quent absence at the Museum, no change had been made 
in the order of meals) and Yule sat by the window, his 
book propped on a second chair. A whiteness in his eyes 
showed how the disease was progressing, but his face had 
a more wholesome colour than a year ago. 

“Mr. Hinks and Mr. Gorbutt inquired very kindly after 
you to-day,” said the girl, as she seated herself. 

“Oh, is Hinks out again?” 

“Yes, but he looks very ill.” 

They conversed of such matters until Mrs. Yule—now 
her own servant—brought in the dinner. After the meal, 
Marian was in her bedroom for about an hour; then she 
went to her father, who sat in idleness, smoking. 

“What is your mother doing?” he asked, as she en- 
tered. 

“Some needlework.” 
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“I had perhaps better say’’—he spoke rather stiffly, and 


with averted face—‘‘that I make no exclusive claim to 


the use of this room. As I can no longer pretend to study, 
it would be idle to keep up the show of privacy that 
mustn’t be disturbed. Perhaps you will mention to your 
mother that she is quite at liberty to sit here whenever 
she chooses.” 

It was characteristic of him that he should wish to de- 
liver this permission by proxy. But Marian understood 
how much was implied in such an announcement. 

“T will tell mother,” she said. ‘But at this moment I 
wished to speak to you privately. How would you ad- 
vise me to invest my money?” 

Yule looked surprised, and answered with cold dignity. 

“It is strange that you should put such a question to 
me. I should have supposed your interests were in the 
hands of—of some competent person.” 

“This will be my private affair, father. I wish to get 
as high a rate of interest as I safely can.” 

“T really must decline to advise, or interfere in any 
way. But, as you have introduced this subject, | may as 
well put a question which is connected with it. Could 
you give me any idea as to how long you are likely to re- 
main with us?” 

“At least a year,’ was the answer, “and very likely 
much longer.” 

“Am I to understand, then, that your marriage is in- 
definitely postponed ?” 

“Ves, father.” 

“And will you tell me why?” 

“T can only say that it has seemed better—to both of 

us.” 
Yule detected the sorrowful emotion she was endeavour- 
ing to suppress. His conception of Milvain’s character 
made it easy for him to form a just surmise as to the 
reasons for this postponement; he was gratified to think 
that Marian might learn how rightly he had judged her 
wooer, and an involuntary pity for the girl did not pre- 
vent his hoping that the detestable alliance was doomed. 
With difficulty he refrained from smiling. 
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“T will make no comment on that,” he remarked, with 
a certain emphasis. “But do you imply that this invest- 
ment of which you speak is to be solely for your own 
advantage ?” 

“For mine, and for yours and mother’s.” 

There was a silence of a minute or two. As yet it had 
not been necessary to take any steps for raising money, 
but a few months more would see the family without re- 
sources, save those provided by Marian, who, without 
discussion, had been simply setting aside what she re- 
ceived for her work. 

“You must be well aware,” said Yule at length, “that 
I cannot consent to benefit by any such offer. When it 
is necessary, I shall borrow on the security of ad 

“Why should you do that, father?” Marian interrupted. 
“My money is yours. If you refuse it as a gift, then. 
why may not I lend to you as well as a stranger? Repay 
me when your eyes are restored. For the present, all our 
anxieties are at an end. We can live very well until you 
are able to write again.” 

For his sake she put it in this way. Supposing him 
never able to earn anything, then indeed would come a 
time of hardship; but she could not contemplate that. The 
worst would only befall them in case she was forsaken by 
Jasper, and if that happened all else would be of little 
account. 

“This has come upon me as a surprise,” said Yule, in 
his most reserved tone. “I can give no definite reply; I 
must think of it.” 

“Should you like me to ask mother to bring her sewing 
here now?” asked Marian, rising. 

“Yes, you may do so.” 

In this way the awkwardness of the situation was over- 
come, and when Marian next had occasion to speak of 
money matters no serious objection was offered to her 
proposal. 

Dora Milvain of course learnt what had come to pass; 
to anticipate criticism, her brother imparted to her the 
decision at which Marian and he had arrived. She re- 
flected with an air of discontent. 


:. A CHECK Blt 
: “So you are quite satisfied,” was her question at length, 

that Marian should toil to support her parents as well 
as herself?” 

“Can J help it?” 

“T shall think very ill of you if you don’t marry her in 
a year at latest.” 

“T tell you, Marian has made a deliberate choice. She 
understands me perfectly, and is quite satisfied with my 
projects. You will have the kindness, Dora, not to dis- 
turb her faith in me.” 

“T agree to that ; and in return I shall let you know when 
she begins to suffer from hunger. It won’t be very long 
till then, you may be sure. How do you suppose three 
people are going to live on a hundred a year? And it’s 
very doubtful indeed whether Marian can earn as much 
as fifty pounds. Never mind; I shall let you know when 
she is beginning to starve, and doubtless that will amuse 
you.” 

At the end of July Maud was married. Between Mr. 
Dolomore and Jasper existed no superfluous kindness, each 
resenting the other’s self-sufficiency; but Jasper, when 
once satisfied of his proposed brother-in-law’s straight- 
forwardness, was careful not to give offence to a man who 
might some day serve him. Provided this marriage re- 
sulted in moderate happiness to Maud, it was undoubtedly 
a magnificent stroke of luck. Mrs. Lane, the lady who 
has so often been casually mentioned, took upon herself 
those offices in connection with the ceremony which the 
bride’s mother is wont to perform; at her house was held 
the wedding-breakfast, and such other absurdities of usage 
as recommend themselves to Society. Dora of course 
played the part of a bridesmaid, and Jasper went through 
his duties with the suave seriousness of a man who has 
convinced himself that he cannot afford to despise any- 
thing that the world sanctions. 

About the same time occurred another event which was 
to have more importance for this aspiring little family 
than could as yet be foreseen. Whelpdale’s noteworthy 
idea triumphed; the weekly paper called Chat was thor- 
oughly transformed, and appeared as Chit-Chat. From 
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the first number, the success of the enterprise was beyond 
doubt; in a month’s time all England was ringing with 
the fame of this noble new development of journalism; the 
proprietor saw his way to a solid fortune, and other men 
who had money to embark began to scheme imitative 
publications. It was clear that the quarter-educated would 
soon be abundantly provided with literature to their taste. 

Whelpdale’s exultation was unbounded, but in the fifth 
week of the life of Chit-Chat something happened which 
threatened to overturn his sober reason. Jasper was walk- 
ing along the Strand one afternoon, when he saw his 
ingenious friend approaching him in a manner scarcely 
to be accounted for, unless Whelpdale’s abstemiousness 
had for once given way before convivial invitation. The 
young man’s hat was on the back of his head, and his 
coat flew wildly as he rushed forwards with perspiring 
face and glaring eyes. He would have passed without - 
observing Jasper, had not the latter called to him; then 
he turned around, laughed insanely, grasped his acquaint- 
ance by the wrists, and drew him aside into a court. 

“What do you think?” he panted. “What do you think 
has happened ?” 

“Not what one would suppose, I hope. You seem to 
have gone mad.” 

“T’ve got Lake’s place on Chit-Chat!” cried the other 
hoarsely. “Two hundred and fifty a year! Lake and 
the editor quarrelled—pummelled each other—neither 
know nor care what it was about. My fortune’s made!” 

“You’re a modest man,” remarked Jasper, smiling. 

“Certainly I am. I have always admitted it. But re- 
member that there’s my connection with Fleet as well; 
no need to give that up. Presently I shall be making a 
clear six hundred, my dear sir! A clear six hundred, if 
a penny!” 

“Satisfactory, so far.” 

“But you must remember that I’m not a big gun, like 
you! Why, my dear Milvain, a year ago I should have 
thoucht an income of two hundred a glorious competence. 
I don’t aim at such things as are fit for you. You won’t 
be content till you have thousands ; of course I know that. 
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But I’m a humble fellow. Yet no; by Jingo, I’m not! 
In one way I’m not—I must confess it.” 

“In what instance are you arrogant ?” 

“T can’t tell you—not yet ; this is neither time nor place. 
I say, when will you dine with me? I shall give a dinner 
to half a dozen of my acquaintances somewhere or other. 
Poor old Biffen must come. When can you dine?” 

“Give me a week’s notice, and I’ll fit it in.” 

That dinner came duly off. On the day that followed, 
Jasper and Dora left town for their holiday; they went 
to the Channel Islands, and spent more than half of the 
three weeks they had allowed themselves in Sark. Passing 
over from Guernsey to that island, they were amused to 
see a copy of Chit-Chat in the hands of an obese and well- 
dressed man. 

“Is he one of the quarter-educated ?” asked Dora, laugh- . 
ing. 

“Not in Whelpdale’s sense of the word. But, strictly 
speaking, no doubt he is. The quarter-educated constitute 
a very large class indeed; how large, the huge success of 
that paper is demonstrating. Ill write to Whelpdale, and 
let him know that his benefaction has extended even to 
park’ 

This letter was written, and in a few days there came a 
reply. 

“Why, the fellow has written to you as well!” ex- 
claimed Jasper, taking up a second letter; both were on 
the table of their sitting-room when they came to their 
lodgings for lunch. ‘“That’s his hand.” 

“Tt looks like it.” 

Dora hummed an air as she regarded the envelope, then 
she took it away with her to her room upstairs. 

“What had he to say?” Jasper inquired, when she came 
down again and seated herself at the table. 

“Oh, a friendly letter. What does he say to your” 

Dora had never looked so animated and fresh of colour 
since leavine London; her brother remarked this, and was 
glad to think that the air of the Channel should be doing 
her so much good. He read Whelpdale’s letter aloud; it 
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“The reverence that fellow has for me is astonishing,” 
he observed with a laugh. “The queer thing is, it increases 
the better he knows me.” 

Dora laughed for five minutes. 

“Oh, what a splendid epigram!” she exclaimed. “It is 
indeed a queer thing, Jasper! Did you mean that to be a 
good joke, or was it better still by coming out unin- 
tentionally ?” 

“You are in remarkable spirits, old girl. By-the-by, 
would you mind letting me.see that letter of yours?’ 

He held out his hand. 

“T left it upstairs,” Dora replied carelessly. 

“Rather presumptuous in him, it seems to me.” 

“Oh, he writes quite as respectfully to me as he does 
to you,” she returned, with a peculiar smile. 

“But what business has he to write at all? It’s con- 
founded impertinence, now I come to think of it. I shall 
give him a hint to remember his position.” 

Dora could not be quite sure whether he spoke seriously 
or not. As both of them had begun to eat with an excellent 
appetite, a few moments were allowed to pass before the 
girl again spoke. 

“His position is as good as ours,” she said at length. 

“As good as ours? The ‘sub.’ of a paltry rag like 
Chit-Chat, and assistant to a literary agency!” 

‘““He makes considerably more money than we do.” 

“Money! What’s money ?” 

Dora was again mirthful. 

“Oh, of course money is nothing! We write for honour 
and glory. Don’t forget to insist on that when you reprove 
Mr. Whelpdale; no doubt it will impress him.” 

Late in the evening of that day, when the brother and 
sister had strolled by moonlight up to the windmill which 
occupies the highest point of Sark, and as they stood 
looking upon the pale expanse of sea, dotted with the 
gleam of lighthouses near and far, Dora broke the silence 
to say quietly: 

“T may as well tell you that Mr. Whelpdale wants to 
know if I will marry him.” 
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“The deuce he does!” cried Jasper, with a start. “If 
T didn’t half suspect something of that kind! What 
astounding impudence!”’ 

“You seriously think so ?” 

“Well, don’t you? You hardly know him, to begin 
with. And then—oh, confound it!’ 

“Very well, I'll tell him that his impudence astonishes 
Te, 

“You will?” 

“Certainly. Of course in civil terms. But don’t let 
this make any difference between you and him. Just pre- 
tend to know nothing about it; no harm is done.” 

“You are speaking in earnest?” 

“Quite. He has written in a very proper way, and 
there’s no reason whatever to disturb our friendliness with 
him. I have a right to give directions in a matter like 
this, and you’ll please to obey them.” 

Before going to bed Dora wrote a letter to Mr. Whelp- 
dale, not, indeed, accepting his offer forthwith, but con- 
veying to him with much gracefulness an unmistakable 
encouragement to persevere. This was posted on the 
morrow, and its writer continued to benefit most remark- 
ably by the sun and breezes and rock-scrambling of Sark. 

Soon after their return to London, Dora had the satis- 
faction of paying the first visit to her sister at the Dolo- 
mores’ house in Ovington Square. Maud was established 
in the midst of luxuries, and talked with laughing scorn 
of the days when she inhabited Grub Street; her literary 
tastes were henceforth to serve as merely a note of dis- 
tinction, an added grace which made evident her superiority 
to the well attired and smooth-tongued people among whom 
she was content to shine. On the one hand, she had con- 
tact with the world of fashionable literature, on the other 
with that of fashionable ignorance. Mrs. Lane’s house 
was a meeting-point of the two spheres. 

“T shan’t be there very often,’ remarked Jasper, as 
Dora and he discussed their sister’s magnificence. “That’s 
all very well in its way, but I aim at something higher.” 

“So do I,” Dora replied. 
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" “T’m very glad to hear that. I confess it seemed to me 
that you were rather too cordial with Whelpdale yester- 
day.” 

“One must behave civilly. Mr. Whelpdale quite under- 
stands me.” 

“You are sure of that? He didn’t seem quite so gloomy 
as he ought to have been.” 

“The success of Chit-Chat keeps him in good spirits.” 

It was perhaps a week after this that Mrs. Dolomore 
came quite unexpectedly to the house by Regent’s Park, 
as early as eleven o'clock in the morning. She had a long 
talk in private with Dora. Jasper was not at home; when 
he returned towards evening Dora came to his room with 
a countenance which disconcerted him. 

“Ts it true,’ she asked abruptly, standing before him 
with her hands strained together, “that you have been 
representing yourself as no longer engaged to Marian?” 

“Who has told you so?” 

“That doesn’t matter. I have heard it, and I want to 
know from you that it is false.” 

Jasper thrust his hands into his pockets and walked 
apart. 

“T can take no notice,’ he said with indifference, “of 
anonymous gossip.” 

“Well, then, I will tell you how I have heard. Maud 
came this morning, and told me that Mrs. Betterton had 
been asking her about it. Mrs. Betterton had heard from 
Mrs: Lane.” 

“From Mrs. Lane? And from whom did she hear, 
pray?” 

“That I don’t know. Is it true or not?” 

“T have never told anyone that my engagement was at 
an end,” replied Jasper, deliberately. 

The girl met his eyes. 

“Then I was right,” she said. “Of course I told Maud 
that it was impossible to believe this for a moment. But 
how has it come to be said ?” 

“You might as well ask me how any lie gets into cir- 
culation among people of that sort. I have told you the 
truth, and there’s an end of it.” 
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Dora lingered for a while, but left the room without 
saying anything more. 

She sat up late, mostly engaged in thinking, though at 
times an open book was in her hand. It was nearly half- 
past twelve when a very light rap at the door caused her 
to start. She called, and Jasper came in. 

“Why are you still up?” he asked, avoiding her look as 
he moved forward and took a leaning attitude behind an 
easy-chair. 

“Oh, I don’t know. Do you want anything?” 

There was a pause; then Jasper said in an unsteady 
voice : 

“T am not given to lying, Dora, and I feel confoundedly 
uncomfortable about what I said to you early this evening. 
I didn’t lie in the ordinary sense; it’s true enough that I 
have never told anyone that my engagement was at an 
end. But I have acted as if it were, and it’s better I should 
tell you.” 

His sister gazed at him with indignation. 

“You have acted as if you were free?” 

“Yes. I have proposed to Miss Rupert. How Mrs. 
Lane and that lot have come to know anything about this 
I don’t understand. I am not aware of any connecting 
link between them and the Ruperts, or the Barlows either. 
Perhaps there are none; most likely the rumour has no 
foundation in their knowledge. Still, it is better that I 
should have told you. Miss Rupert has never heard that 
I was engaged, nor have her friends the Barlows—at least 
I don’t see how they could have done. She may have 
told Mrs. Barlow of my proposal—probably would; and 
this may somehow have got round to those other people. 
But Maud didn’t make any mention of Miss Rupert, did 
she?” 

Dora replied with a cold negative. 

“Well, there’s the state of things. It isn’t pleasant, 
but that’s what I have done.” 

“Do you mean that Miss Rupert has accepted you?” 

“No, I wrote to her. She answered that she was going 
to Germany for a few weeks, and that I should have her 
reply whilst she was away. I am waiting.” 
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“But what name is to be given to behaviour such as 
this ?” 

“Tisten: didn’t you know perfectly well that this must 
be the end of it?” 

“Do you suppose I thought you utterly shameless and 
cruel beyond words?” 

“T suppose I am both. It was a moment of desperate 
temptation, though. I had dined at the Ruperts’—you re- 
member—and it seemed to me there was no mistaking the 
girl’s manner.” 

“Don’t call her a girl!” broke in Dora, scornfully. 
“You say she is several years older than yourself.” 

“Well, at all events, she’s intellectual, and very rich. I 
yielded to the temptation.” 

“And deserted Marian just when she has most need of 
help and consolation? It’s frightful!” 

Jasper moved to another chair and sat down. He was - 
much perturbed. 

“Look here, Dora, I regret it; I do, indeed. And, what’s 
more, if that woman refuses me—as it’s more than likely 
she will—I will go to Marian and ask her to marry me at 
once. I promise that.” 

His sister made a movement of contemptuous impa- 
tience. 

“And if the woman doesn’t refuse you?” 

“Then I can’t help it. But there’s one thing more I 
will say. Whether I marry Marian or Miss Rupert, I 
sacrifice my strongest feelings—in the one case to a sense 
of duty, in the other to worldly advantage. I was an idiot 
to write that letter, for I knew at the time that there was 
a woman who is far more to me than Miss Rupert and all 
her money—a woman I might, perhaps, marry. Don’t ask 
any questions; I shall not answer them. As I have said 
so much, I wished you to understand my position fully. 
You know the promise I have made. Don’t say anything 
to Marian; if I am left free I shall marry her as soon as 
possible.” 

And so he left the room. 

For a fortnight and more he remained in uncertainty. 
His life was very uncomfortable, for Dora would only 
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speak to him when necessity compelled her; and there 
were two meetings with Marian, at which he had to act his 
part as well as he could. At length came the expected 
letter. Very nicely expressed, very friendly, very com- 
plimentary, but—a refusal. 

He handed it to Dora across the breakfast-table, say- 
ing with a pinched smile: 

“Now you can look cheerful again. I am doomed.” 


CHAPTER XXXV 
FEVER AND REST 


Mitvain’s skilful efforts notwithstanding, “Mr. Bailey, 
Grocer,” had no success. By two publishers the book had 
been declined; the firm which brought it out offered the 
author half profits and fifteeen pounds on account, greatly 
to Harold Biffen’s satisfaction. But reviewers in gen- 
eral were either angry or coldly contemptuous. “Let 
Mr. Biffen bear in mind,” said one of these sages, “that 
a novelist’s first duty is to tell a story.” “Mr. Biffen,” | 
wrote another, “seems not to understand that a work of 
art must before everything else afford amusement.” “A 
pretentious book of the genre ennuyant,” was the brief 
comment of a Society journal. A weekly of high stand- 
ing began its short notice in a rage: “Here is another 
of those intolerable productions for which we are 
indebted to the spirit of grovelling realism. This 
author, let it be said, is never offensive, but then one must 
go on to describe his work by a succession of negatives; 
it is never interesting, never profitable, never ” and 
the rest. The eulogy in The West End had a few timid 
echoes. That in The Current would have secured more 
imitators, but unfortunately it appeared when most of 
the reviewing had already been done. And, as Jasper 
truly said, only a concurrence of powerful testimonials 
could have compelled any number of people to affect an 
interest in this book. “The first duty of a novelist is to 
tell a story’: the perpetual repetition of this phrase is a 
warning to all men who propose drawing from the life. 
Biffen only offered a slice of biography, and it was found 
to lack flavour. 

He wrote to Mrs. Reardon: “I cannot thank you 
enough for this very kind letter about my book; I value 
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existence. You have understood my aim. Few people 
will do that and very few indeed could express it with 
such clear conciseness.” 

If Amy had but contented herself with a civil acknowl- 
edgment of the volumes he sent her? She thought it a 
kindness to write to him so appreciatively, to exaggerate 
her approval. The poor fellow was so lonely. Yes, but 
his loneliness only became intolerable when a beautiful 
woman had smiled upon him, and so forced him to dream 
perpetually of that supreme joy of life which to him was 
forbidden. 

Tt was a fatal day, that on which Amy put herself under 
his guidance to visit Reardon’s poor room at Islington. 
In the old times, Harold had been wont to regard his 
friend’s wife as the perfect woman; seldom in his life 
had he enjoyed female society, and when he first met 
Amy it was years since he had spoken with any woman 
above the rank of a lodging-house keeper or a needle- 
plier. Her beauty seemed to him of a very high order, 
and her mental endowments filled him with an exquisite 
delight, not to be appreciated by men who have never 
been in his position. When the rupture came between 
Amy and her husband, Harold could not believe that she 
was in any way to blame; held to Reardon by strong 
friendship, he yet accused him of injustice to Amy. And 
what he saw of her at Brighton confirmed him in this 
judgment. When he accompanied her to Manville Street, 
he allowed her, of course, to remain alone in the room 
where Reardon had lived; but Amy presently summoned 
him, and asked him questions. Every tear she shed 
watered a growth of passionate tenderness in the solitary 
man’s heart. Parting from her at length, he went to hide 
his face in darkness and think of her—think of her. 

A fatal day. There was an end of all his peace, all his 
capacity for labour, his patient endurance of penury. 
Once, when he was about three-and-twenty, he had been 
‘in love with a girl of gentle nature and fair intelligence; 
on account of his poverty, he could not even hope that 
his love might be returned, and he went away to bear 
the misery as best he might. Since then the life he had 
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led precluded the forming of such attachments; it would 
never have been possible for him to support a wife of 
however humble origin. At intervals he felt the full 
weight of his loneliness, but there were happily long 
periods during which his Greek studies and his efforts 
in ‘realistic fiction made him indifferent to the curse laid 
upon him. But after that hour of intimate speech with 
Amy, he never again knew rest of mind or heart. 

Accepting what Reardon had bequeathed to him, he 
removed the books and furniture to a room in that part 
of the town which he had found most convenient for his 
singular tutorial pursuits. The winter did not pass with- 
out days of all but starvation, but in March he received 
his fifteen pounds for “Mr. Bailey,” and this was a for- 
tune, putting him beyond the reach of hunger for full 
six months.» Not long after that he yielded to a tempta- 
tion that haunted him day and night, and went to call » 
upon Amy, who was still living with her mother at 
Westbourne Park. When he entered the drawing-room 
Amy was sitting there alone; she rose with an exclamation 
of frank pleasure. 

“T have often thought of you lately, Mr. Biffen. How 
kind to come and see me!” 

He could scarcely speak; her beauty, as she stood be- 
fore him in the graceful black dress, was anguish to his 
excited nerves, and her voice was so cruel in its conven- 
tional warmth. When he looked at her eyes, he remem- 
bered how their brightness had been dimmed with tears, 
and the sorrow he had shared with her seemed to make 
him more than an ordinary friend. When he told her of 
his success with the publishers, she was delighted. 

“Oh, when is it to come out? I shall watch the ad- 
vertisements so anxiously.” 

“Will you allow me to send you a copy, Mrs. Reardon?” 

“Can you really spare one?” 

Of the half-dozen he would receive, he scarcely knew 
how to dispose of three. And Amy expressed her grati- 
tude in the most charming way. She had gained much 
in point of manner during the past twelve months; her 
ten thousand pounds inspired her with the confidence 
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necessary to a perfect demeanour. That slight hardness 
which was wont to be perceptible in her tone had alto- 
gether passed away ; she seemed to be cultivating flexibility 
of voice. P 

Mrs. Yule came in, and was all graciousness. Then 
two callers presented themselves. Biffen’s pleasure was 
at an end as soon as he had to adapt himself to polite 
dialogue; he escaped as speedily as possible. 

He was not the kind of man that deceives himself as 
to his own aspect in the eyes of others. Be as kind as 
she might, Amy could not set him strutting Malvolio- 
wise; she viewed him as a poor devil who often had to 
pawn his coat—a man of parts who would never get on 
in the world—a friend to be thought of kindly because 
her dead husband had valued him. Nothing more than 
that; he understood perfectly the limits of her feeling. 
But this could not put restraint upon the emotion with 
which he received any most trifling utterance of kind- 
ness from her. He did not think of what was, but of 
what, under changed circumstances, might be. To en- 
courage such fantasy was the idlest self-torment, but he 
had gone too far in this form of indulgence. He became 
the slave of his inflamed imagination. 

In that Jetter with which he replied to her praises of 
his book, perchance he had allowed himself to speak too 
much as he thought. He wrote in reckless delight, and 
did not wait for the prudence of a later hour. When it 
was past recall, he would gladly have softened many of 
the expressions the letter contained. “I value it more 
than the praises of all the reviewers in existence’—would 
Amy be offended at that? “Yours in gratitude and rever- 
ence,” he had signed himself—the kind of phrase that 
comes naturally to a passionate man, when he would fain 
say more than he dares. To what purpose this half- 
revelation? Unless, indeed, he wished to learn once and 
for ever, by the gentlest of repulses, that his homage was 
only welcome so long as it kept well within conventional 
terms. : 

He passed a month of distracted idleness, until there 
came a day when the need to see Amy was so imperative 
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that it mastered every consideration. He donned his best 
clothes, and about four o’clock presented himself at Mrs. 
Yule’s house. By ill luck there happened to be at least 
half a dozen callers in the drawing-room; the strappado 
would have been preferablé, in his eyes, to such an ordeal ~ 
as this. Morever, he was convinced that both Amy and 
her mother received him with far less cordiality than on 
the last occasion. He had expected it, but he bit his lips 
till the blood came. What business had he among people 
of this kind? No doubt the visitors wondered at his 
comparative shabbiness, and asked themselves how he 
ventured to make a call without the regulation chimney- 
pot hat. It was a wretched and foolish mistake. 

Ten minutes saw him in the street again, vowing that 
he would never approach Amy more. Not that he found 
fault with her; the blame was entirely his own. 

He lived on the third floor of a house in Goodge Street, 
above a baker’s shop. The bequest of Reardon’s furni- 
ture was a great advantage to him, as he had only to pay 
rent for a bare room; the books, too, came as a godsend, 
since the destruction of his own. He had now only one 
pupil, and was not exerting himself to find others; his old 
energy had forsaken him. 

For the failure of his book he cared nothing. It was 
no more than he anticipated. The work was done—the 
best he was capable of—and this satisfied him. 

It was doubtful whether he loved Amy, in the true 
sense of exclusive desire. She represented for him all that 
is lovely in womanhood; to his starved soul and_ senses 
she was woman, the complement of his frustrate being. 
Circumstance had made her the means of exciting in him 
that natural force which had hitherto either been dormant 
or had yielded to the resolute will. 

Companionless, inert, he suffered the tortures which 
are so ludicrous and contemptible to the happily married. 
Life was barren to him, and would soon grow hateful; 
only in sleep could he cast off the unchanging thoughts 
and desires which made all else meaningless. And rightly: 
meaningless ; he revolted against the unnatural constraints 
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forbidding him to complete his manhood. By what fatality 
was he alone of men withheld from the winning of a 
woman’s love? 

He could not bear to walk the streets where the faces 
of beautiful women would encounter him. When he must 
needs leave the house, he went about in the poor, narrow 
ways, where only spectacles of coarseness, and want, and 
toil would be presented to him. Yet even here he was too 
often reminded that the poverty-stricken of the class to 
which poverty is natural were not condemned to endure 
in solitude. Only he who belonged to no class, who was 
rejected alike by his fellows in privation and by his equals 
in intellect, must die without having known the touch of 
a loving woman’s hand. 

The summer went ‘by, and he was unconscious of its 
warmth and light. How his days passed he could not 
have said. 

One evening in early autumn, as he stood before the 
book-stall at the end of Goodge Street, a familiar voice 
accosted him. It was Whelpdale’s. A month or two ago 
he had stubbornly refused an invitation to dine with 
Whelpdale and other acquaintances—you remember what 
the occasion was—and since then the prosperous young 
man had not crossed his path. 

“T’ve something to tell you,” said the assailer, taking 
hold of his arm. “I’m in a tremendous state of mind, and 
want someone to share my delight. You can walk a short 
way, I hope? Not too busy with some new book?” 

Biffen gave no answer, but went whither he was led. 

“You are writing a new book, I suppose? Don’t be 
discouraged, old fellow. ‘Mr. Bailey’ will have his day 
yet; I know men who consider it an undoubted work of 
genius. What’s the next to deal with?” 

“T haven’t decided yet,” replied Harold, merely to avoid 
argument. He spoke so seldom that the sound of his own 
voice was strange to him. 

“Thinking over it, I suppose, in your usual solid way. 
Don’t be hurried. But I must tell you of this affair of 
mine. You know Dora Milvain; I have asked her to 
marry me, and, by the Powers! she has given me an en- 
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couraging answer! Not an actual yes, but encouraging! 
She’s away in the Channel Islands, and I wrote 

He talked on for a quarter of an hour. Then, with 
a sudden movement, the listener, freed himself. 

“T can’t go any farther,” he said hoarsely. ‘“‘Good- 
bye!” 

Whelpdale was disconcerted. 

“T have been boring you. That’s a confounded fault 
of mine; I know it.” 

Biffen had waved his hand, and was gone. 

A week or two more would see him at the end of his 
money. He had no lessons now, and would not write; 
from his novel nothing was to be expected. He might 
apply again to his brother, but such dependence was un- 
just and unworthy. And why should he struggle to pre- 
serve a life which had no prospect but of misery? 

It was in the hours following his encounter with Whelp- » 
dale that he first knew the actual desire of death, the 
simple longing for extinction. One must go far in‘suffer- 
ing before the innate will-to-live is thus truly overcome; 
weariness of bodily anguish may induce this perversion 
of the instincts; less often, that despair of suppressed 
emotion which had fallen upon Harold. Through the 
night he kept his thoughts fixed on death in its aspect of 
repose, of eternal oblivion. And herein he had found 
solace. 

The next night it was the same. Moving about among 
common needs and occupations, he knew not a moment’s 
cessation of heart-ache, but when he lay down in the dark- 
ness a hopeful summons whispered to him. Night, which 
had been the worst season of his pain, had now grown 
friendly; it came as an anticipation of the sleep that is 
everlasting. 

A few more days, and he was possessed by a calm of 
spirit such as he had never known. His resolve was 
taken, not in a moment of supreme conflict, but as the 
result of a subtle process by which his imagination had 
become in love with death. Turning from contemplation 
of life’s one rapture, he looked with the same intensity 
of desire to a state that had either fear nor hope. 
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One afternoon he went to the Museum Reading-room, 


volume which he took from the shelves of medical litera- 
ture. On his way homeward he entered two or three 
chemists’ shops. Something of which he had need could 
be procured only in very small quantities; but repetition 
of his demand in different places supplied him sufficiently. 
When he reached his room, he emptied the contents of 
sundry little bottles into one larger, and put this in his 
pocket. Then he wrote rather a long letter, addressed 
to his brother at Liverpool. 

It had been a beautiful day, and there wanted still a 
couple of hours before the warm, golden sunlight would 
disappear. Harold stood and looked round his room. 
As always, it presented a neat, orderly aspect, but his 
eye caught sight of a volume which stood upside down, 
and this fault—particularly hateful to a bookish man— 


he rectified. He put his blotting-pad square on the table, 


closed the lid of the inkstand. arranged his pens. Then 
he took his hat and stick, locked the door behind him, and 
went downstairs. At the foot he spoke to his landlady, 
and told her that he should not return that night. As 
soon as possible after leaving the house he posted his 
letter. 

His direction was westward; walking at a steady, pur- 
poseful pace, with cheery countenance and eyes that 
gave sign of pleasure as often as they turned to the sun- 
smitten clouds, he struck across Kensington Gardens, and 
then on towards Fulham, where he crossed the Thames to 
Putney. The sun was just setting; he paused a few 
moments on the bridge, watching the river with a quiet 
smile, and enjoying the splendour of the sky. Up Putney 
Hill he walked slowly; when he reached the top it was 
growing dark, but an unwonted effect in the atmosphere 
caused him to turn and look to the east. An exclamation 
escaped his lips, for there before him was the new-risen 
moon, a perfect globe, vast and red. He gazed at it for 
a long time. 

When the daylight had entirely passed, he went forward 
on to the heath, and rambled, as if idly, to a secluded 


and was busy for a few minutes in consultation of a. 
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part, where trees and bushes made a deep shadow under 
the full moon. It was still quite warm, and scarcely a 
breath of air moved among the reddening leaves. 

Sure at length that he was remote from all observation, 
he pressed into a little copse, and there reclined on the 
grass, leaning against the stem of a tree. The moon was 
now hidden from him, but by looking upward he could 
see its light upon a long, faint cloud, and the blue of 
the placid sky. His mood was one of ineffable peace. 
Only thoughts of beautiful things came into his mind; 
he had reverted to an earlier period of life, when as yet 
no mission of literary realism had been imposed upon him, 
and when his passions were still soothed by natural hope. 
The memory of his friend Reardon was strongly present 
with him, but of Amy he thought only as of that star 
which had just come into his vision above the edge of 
dark foliage—beautiful, but infinitely remote. 

Recalling Reardon’s voice, it brought to him those last 
words whispered by his dying companion. He remem- 
bered them now: 


We are such stuff 
As dreams are made on, and our little life 
Is rounded with a sleep. 
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CHAPTER XXXVI 
JASPER’S DELICATE CASE 


On ty when he received Miss Rupert’s amiably-worded 
refusal to become his wife was Jasper aware how firmly 
he had counted on her accepting him. He told Dora with 
sincerity that his proposal was a piece of foolishness; so 
far from having any regard for Miss Rupert, he felt to- 
wards her with something of antipathy, and at the same 
time he was conscious of ardent emotions, if not love, 
for another woman who would be no bad match even from 
the commercial point of view. Yet so strong was the 
effect upon him of contemplating a large fortune, that, 
in despite of reason and desire, he lived in eager ex- 
pectation of the word which should make him rich. And 
for several hours after his disappointment he could not 
overcome the impression of calamity. 

A part of that impression was due to the engagement 
which he must now fulfil. He had pledged his word to 
ask Marian to marry him without further delay. To shuf- 
fle out of this duty would make him too ignoble even in 
his own eyes. Its discharge meant, as he had expressed 
it, that he was “doomed”; he would deliberately be com- 
mitting the very error always so flagrant to him in the case 
of other men who had crippled themselves by early mar- 
riage with a penniless woman. But events had enmeshed 
him; circumstances had proved fatal. Because, in his 
salad days, he dallied with a girl who had indeed many 
charms, step by step he had come to the necessity of sacri- 
ficing his prospects to that raw attachment. And, to make 
it more irritating, this happened just when the way began 
to be much clearer before him. 

Unable to think of work, he left the house and wan- 
dered gloomily about Regent’s Park. For the first time in 


his recollection the confidence which was wont to inspirit 
529 


530 NEW GRUB STREET 


him gave way to an attack of sullen discontent. He felt 
himself ill-used by destiny, and therefore by Marian, who 
was fate’s instrument. It was not in his nature that this 
mood should last long, but it revealed to him those darker 
possibilities which his egoism would develop if it came 
seriously into conflict with overmastering misfortune. A 
hope, a craven hope, insinuated itself into the cracks of 
his infirm fesolve. He would not examine it, but con- 
scious of its existence he was able to go home in somewhat 
better spirits. 

He wrote to Marian. If possible she was to meet him 
at half-past nine next morning at Gloucester Gate. He 
had reasons for wishing this interview to take place on 
neutral ground. 

Early in the afternoon, when he was trying to do some 
work, there arrived a letter which he opened with impa- . 
tient hand; the writing was Mrs. Reardon’s, and he could 
not guess what she had to communicate. 

“DeEaR Mr. Mirvatn,—I am distressed beyond meas- 
ure to read in this morning’s newspaper that poor Mr. 
Biffen has put an end to his life. Doubtless you can ob- 
tain more details than are given in this bare report of the 
discovery of his body. Will you let me hear, or come and 
see me?” 

He read and was astonished. Absorbed in his own af- 
fairs, he had not opened the newspaper to-day; it lay 
folded on a chair. Hastily he ran his eye over the columns, 
and found at length a short paragraph which stated that 
the body of a man who had evidently committed suicide 
by taking poison had been found on Putney Heath; that 
papers in his pockets identified him as one Harold Biffen, 
lately resident in Goodge Street, Tottenham Court Road; 
and that an inquest would be held, &c. He went to Dora’s 
room, and told her of the event, but without mentioning 
the letter which had brought it under his notice. 

“I suppose there was no alternative between that and 
starvation. I scarcely thought of Biffen as likely to kill 
himself. If Reardon had done it, I shouldn’t have felt the 
least surprise.”’ 

“Mr. Whelpdale will be bringing us information, no 
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doubt,” said Dora, who, as she spoke, thought more of 
that gentleman’s visit than of the event that was to occa- 
sion it. 

“Really, one can’t grieve. There seemed no possibility 
of his ever earning enough to live decently upon. But why 
the deuce did he go all the way out there? Consideration 
for the people in whose house he lived, I dare say; Biffen 
had a good deal of native delicacy.” 

Dora felt a secret wish that someone else possessed more 
of that desirable quality. 

Leaving her, Jasper made a rapid, though careful, toilet, 
and was presently on his way to Westbourne Park. It 
was his hope that he should reach Mrs. Yule’s house be- 
fore any ordinary afternoon caller could arrive; and so 
he did. He had not been here since that evening when he 
encountered Reardon on the road and heard his reproaches. 
To his great satisfaction, Amy was alone in the drawing- 
room; he held her hand a trifle longer than was necessary, 
and returned more earnestly the look of interest with 
which she regarded him. 

“T was ignorant of this affair when your letter came,” 
he began, ‘“‘and I set out immediately to see you.” 

“1 hoped you would bring me some news. What can 
have driven the poor man to such extremity?” 

“Poverty, I can only suppose. But I will see Whelp- 
dale. I hadn’t come across Biffen for a long time.” 

“Was he still so very poor?” asked Amy, compassion- 
ately. 

“T’m afraid so. His book failed utterly.” 

“Oh, if I had imagined him still in such distress, surely 
I might have done something to help him!”—So often the 
regretful remark of one’s friends, when one has been per- 
mitted to perish. 

With Amy’s sorrow was mingled a suggestion of tender- 
ness which came of her knowledge that the dead man had 
worshipped her. Perchance his death was in part at- 
tributable to that hopeless love. 

“He sent me a copy of his novel,” she said, “and I saw 
him once or twice after that. But he was much better 
dressed than in former days, and I thought ss 
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Having this subject to converse upon put the two more 
quickly at ease than could otherwise have been the case. 
Jasper was closely observant of the young widow ; her 
finished graces made a strong appeal to his admiration, 
and even in some degree awed him. He saw that her 
beauty had matured, and it was more distinctly than ever 
of the type to which he paid reverence. Amy might take 
a foremost place among brilliant women. At a dinner- 
table, in grand toilet, she would be superb; at polite recep- 
tions people would whisper: “Who is that?” 

Biffen fell out of the dialogue. 

“Tt grieved me very much,” said Amy, “to hear of the» 
misfortune that befell my cousin.” 

“The legacy affair? Why, yes, it wasa pity. Especially 
now that her father is threatened with blindness.” 

“Ts it so serious? I heard indirectly that he had some-. 
thing the matter with his eyes, but I didn’t know us 

“They may be able to operate before long, and perhaps 
it will be successful. But in the meantime Marian has to 
do his work.” 

“This explains the—the delay?” fell from Amy’s lips, 
as she smiled. 

Jasper moved uncomfortably. It was a voluntary ges- 
ture. 

“The whole situation explains it,” he replied, with some 
show of impulsiveness. “I am very much afraid Marian 
is tied during her father’s life.” 

“Indeed? But there is her mother.” 

“No companion for her father, as I think you know. 
Even if Mr. Yule recovers his sight, it is not at all likely 
that he will be able to work as before. Our difficulties are 
so grave that m 

He paused, and let his hand fall despondently. 

“T hope it isn’t affecting your work—your progress ?” 

“To some extent, necessarily. I have a good deal of 
will, you remember, and what I have set my mind upon, 
no doubt, I shall some day achieve. But—one makes mis- 
takes.” 

There was silence. 

“The last three years,” he contnued, “have made no 
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slight difference in my position. Recall where I stood 
when you first knew me. I have done something since 
then, I think, and by my own steady effort.” 

“Indeed, you have.” 

“Just now I am in need of a little encouragement. You 
don’t notice any falling off in my work recently ?” 

“No, indeed.” 

“Do you see my things in The Current and so on, gen- 
erally °” 

“I don’t think I miss many of your articles. Sometimes 
I believe I have detected you when there was no signa- 
ture.” 

“And Dora has been doing well. Her story in that girls’ 
paper has attracted attention. It’s a great deal to have my 
mind at rest about both the girls. But I can’t pretend to 
be in very good spirits.” He rose. “Well, I must try to 
find out something more about poor Biffen.” 

“Oh, you are not going yet, Mr. Milvain?” 

“Not, assuredly, because I wish to. But I have work 
to do.” He stepped aside, but came back as if on an im- 
pulse. “May I ask you for your advice in a very delicate 
matter ?”’ 

Amy was a little disturbed, but she collected herself and 
smiled in a way that reminded Jasper of his walk with 
her along Gower Street. 

“Tet me hear what it is.” 

He sat down again, and bent forward. 

“Tf Marian insists that it is her duty to remain with her 
father, am I justified or not in freely consenting to that?” 

“T scarcely understand. Has Marian expressed a wish 
to devote herself in that way ?” 

“Not distinctly. But I suspect that her conscience points 
to it. I am in serious doubt. On the one hand,” he ex- 
plained in a tone of candour, “who will not blame me if 
our engagement terminates in circumstances such as these? 
On the other—you are aware, by-the-by, that her father 
objects in the strongest way to this marriage?” 

“No, I didn’t know that.” 

“He will neither see me nor hear of me. Merely because 
of my connection with Fadge. Think of that poor girl 
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thus situated. And I could so easily put her at rest by 
renouncing all claim upon her.” : 

“T surmise that—that you yourself would also be put at 
rest by such a decision?” 

“Don’t look at me with that ironical smile,” he pleaded. 
“What you have said is true. And really, why should I 
not be glad of it? I couldn’t go about declaring that I 
was heart-broken, in any event; I must be content for 
people to judge me according to their disposition, and 
judgments are pretty sure to be unfavourable. What can 
I do? In either case I must to a certain extent be in the 
wrong. To tell the truth, I was wrong from the first.” 

There was a slight movement about Amy’s lips as these 
words were uttered: she kept her eyes down, and waited 
before replying. 

“The case is too delicate, I fear, for my advice.” 

“Yes, I feel it; and perhaps I oughtn’t to have spoken 
of it at all. Well, I'll go back to my scribbling. I am so 
very glad to have seen you again.” 

“Tt was good of you to take the trouble to come—whilst 
you have so much on your mind.” 

Again Jasper held the white, soft hand for a superflu- 
ous moment. 

The next morning it was he who had to wait at the 
rendezvous; he was pacing the pathway at least ten min- 
utes before the appointed time. When Marian joined him, 
she was panting from a hurried walk, and this affected 
Jasper disagreeably ; he thought of Amy Reardon’s air of 
repose, and how impossible it would be for that refined 
person to fall into such disorder. He observed, too, with 
more disgust than usual, the signs in Marian’s attire of 
encroaching poverty—her unsatisfactory gloves, her man- 
tle out of fashion. Yet for such feelings he reproached 
himself, and the reproach made him angry. 

They walked together in the same direction as when 
they met here before. Marian could not mistake the air 
of restless trouble on her companion’s smooth countenance. 
She had divined that there was some grave reason for 
this summons, and the panting with which she had ap- 
proached was half caused by the anxious beats of her 
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heart. Jasper’s long silence again was ominous. He be- 
gan abruptly: 

partis heard that Harold Biffen has committed sui- 
cide: 

“No!” she replied, looking shocked. 

“Poisoned himself. You'll find something about it in 
to-day’s Telegraph.” 

He gave her such details as he had obtained, then added: 
“There are two of my companions fallen in the battle. 
ought to think myself a lucky fellow, Marian. What?” 
“You are better fitted to fight your way, Jasper.” 
“More of a brute, you mean.” 

“You know very well I don’t. You have more energy 
and more intellect.” 

“Well, it remains to be seen how I shall come out when 
I am weighted with graver cares than I have yet known.” 

She looked at him inquiringly, but said nothing. ; 

“T have made up my mind about our affairs,’ he went 
on presently. “Marian, if ever we are to be married, it 
must be now.” 

The words were so unexpected that they brought a 
flush to her cheeks and neck. 

“Now ae 

“Yes. Will you marry me, and let us take our chance?” 

Her heart throbbed violently. 

“You don’t mean at once, Jasper? You would wait 
until I know what father’s fate is to be?” 

“Well, now, there’s the point. You feel yourself in- 
dispensable to your father at present?” 

“Not indispensable, but—wouldn’t it seem very un- 
kind? I should be so afraid of the effect upon his health, 
Jasper. So much depends, we are told, upon his general 


Re 


' state of mind and body. It would be dreadful if I were 


the cause of 

She paused, and looked up at him touchingly. 

“T understand that. But let us face our position. Sup- 
pose the operation is successful; your father will certainly 
not be able to use his eyes much for a long time, if ever; 
and perhaps he would miss you as much then as now. Sup- 
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pose he does not regain his sight; could you then leave 
him?” 

“Dear, I can’t feel it would be my duty to renounce 
you because my father had become blind. And if he can 
see-pretty well, I don’t think I need remain with him.” 

“Has one thing occurred to you? Will he consent to 
receive an allowance from a person whose name is Mrs. 
Milvain?” 

“T can’t be sure,’ she replied, much troubled. 

“And if he obstinately refuses—what then? What is 
before him?” 

Marian’s head sank, and she stood still. 

“Why have you changed your mind so, Jasper?” she in- 
quired at length. 

“Because I have decided that the indefinitely long en- 
gagement would be unjust to you—and to myself. Such 
engagements are always dangerous; sometimes they de- — 
prave the character of the man or woman.” 

She listened anxiously and reflected. 

“Everything,” he went on, “would be simple enough but 
for your domestic difficulties. As I have said, there is the 
very serious doubt whether your father would accept 
money from you when you are my wife. Then again, 
shall we be able to afford such an allowance?” 

“T thought you felt sure of that?” 

“T’m not very sure of anything, to tell the truth. I am 
harassed. I can’t get on with my work.” 

“T am very, very sorry.” 

“Tt isn’t your fault, Marian, and Well, then, 
there’s only one thing to do. Let us wait, at all events, 
till your father has undergone the operation. Whichever 
the result, you say your own position will be the same.” 

“Except, Jasper, that if father is helpless, I must find 
means of assuring his support.” 

“In other words, if you can’t do that as my wife, you 
must remain Marian Yule.” 

After a silence, Marian,regarded him steadily. 

“You see only the difficulties in our way,” she said, in a 
colder voice. “They are many, I know. Do you think 
them insurmountable?” 


bill 
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“Upon my word, they almost seem so,” Jasper ex- 
claimed, distractedly. 

“They were not so great when we spoke of marriage a 
few years hence.” 

“A few years!” he echoed, in a cheerless voice. “That 
is just what I have decided is impossible. Marian, you 
shall have the plain truth. I can trust your faith, but I 
can’t trust my own. I will marry you now, but—years 
hence—how can I tell what may happen? I don’t trust 
myself.” 

“You say you ‘will’ marry me now; that sounds as if 
you had made up your mind to a sacrifice.” 

“T didn’t mean that. To face difficulties, yes.” 

Whilst they spoke, the sky had grown dark with a 
heavy cloud, and now spots of rain began to fall. Jasper 
looked about him in annoyance as he felt the moisture, but 
Marian did not seem aware of it. 

“But shall you face them willingly ?” 

“T am not a man to repine and grumble. Put up your 
umbrella, Marian.” 

“What do I care for a drop of rain,’ she exclaimed 
with passionate sadness, “when all my life is at stake! 
How am I to understand you? Every word you speak 
seems intended to dishearten me. Do you no longer love 
me? Why need you conceal it, if that is the truth? Is 
that what you mean by saying you distrust yourself? If 
you do so, there must be reason for it in the present. 
Could I distrust myself? Can I force myself in any man- 
ner to believe that I shall ever cease to love you?” 

Jasper opened his umbrella. 

“We must see each other again, Marian. We can’t 


stand and talk in the rain—confound it! Cursed climate, 


where you can never be sure of a clear sky for five min- 
utes!” 

“IT can’t go till you have spoken more plainly, Jasper! 
How am I to live an hour in such uncertainty as this? 
Do you love me or not? Do you wish me to be your wife, 
or are you sacrificing yourself ?” 

“T do wish it!” Her emotion had an effect upon him, 
and his voice trembled. “But I can’t answer for myself— 
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no, not for a year. And how are we to marry now, in 
face of all these y 

“What can I do? What can I do?” she sobbed. “Oh, 
if I were but heartless to everyone but to you! If I 
could give you my money, and leave my father and 
mother to their fate! Perhaps some could do that. There 
is no natural law that a child should surrender everything 
for her parents. You know so much more of the world 
than I do; can’t you advise me? Is there no way of pro- 
viding for my father?” ; 

“Good God! This is frightful, Marian. I can’t stand 
it. Live as you are doing. Let us wait and see.” 

“At the cost of losing you?” 

“T will be faithful to you!” 

“And your voice says you promise it out of pity.” 

He had made a pretence of holding his umbrella over 
her, but Marian turned away and walked to a little dis- 
tance, and stood beneath the shelter of a great tree, her 
face averted from him. Moving to follow, he saw that 
her frame was shaken with soundless sobbing. When his 
footsteps came close to her, she again looked at him. 

“T know now,” she said, “how foolish it-is when they 
talk of love being unselfish. In what can there be more 
selfishness? I feel as if I could hold you to your promise 
at any cost, though you have made me understand that you 
regard our engagement as your great misfortune. I have 
felt it for weeks—oh, for months! But I couldn’t say a 
word that would seem to invite such misery as this. You 
don’t love me, Jasper, and that’s an end of everything. I 
should be shamed if I married you.” 

“Whether I love you or not, I feel as if no sacrifice 
would be too great that would bring you the happiness 
you deserve.” 

“Deserve!” she repeated bitterly. ‘Why do I deserve 
it? Because I long for it with all my heart and soul? 
There’s no such thing as deserving. Happiness or misery 
come to us by fate.” 

“Is it in my power to make you happy?” 

“No; because it isn’t in your power to call dead love to 
life again. I think perhaps you never loved me. Jasper, I 
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could give my right hand if you had said you loved me 


before—I can’t put it into words; it sounds too base, and 
I don’t wish to imply that you behaved basely. But if you 
had said you loved me before that, I should have it always 
to remember.” 

“You will do me no wrong if you charge me with base- 
ness,’ he replied gloomily. “If I believe anything, I be- 
lieve that I did love you. But I knew myself, and I should 
never have betrayed what I felt, if for once in my life I 
could have been honourable.” 

The rain pattered on the leaves and the grass, and still 
the sky darkened. 

“This is wretchedness to both of us,” Jasper added. 
“Let us part now, Marian. Let me see you again.” 

“T can’t see you again. What can you say to me more 
than you have said now? I should feel like a beggar com- 
ing to you. I must try and keep some little self-respect, if 
Tam to live at all.” 

“Then let me help you to think of me with indifference. 
Remember me as a man who disregarded priceless love 
such as yours to go and make himself a proud position 
among fools and knaves—indeed that’s what it comes to. . 
It is you who reject me, and rightly. One who is so much 
at the mercy of a vulgar ambition as I am, is no fit hus- 
band for you. Soon enough you would thoroughly de- 
spise me, and though J should know it was merited, my. 
perverse pride would revolt against it. Many a time I 
have tried to regard life practically as I am able to do 


_ theoretically, but it always ends in hypocrisy. It is men of 


my kind who succeed; the conscientious, and those who 
really have a high ideal, either perish or struggle on in 
neglect.” 

Marian had overcome her excess of emotion. 

“There is no need to disparage yourself,” she said. 
“What can be simpler than the truth? You loved me, or 
thought you did, and now you love me no longer. It is a 
thing that happens every day, either in man or woman, 
and all that honour demands is the courage to confess the 
truth. Why didn’t you tell me as soon as you knew that 
I was burdensome to you?” 


540 NEW GRUB STREET 


“Marian, will you do this?—will you let our engage- 
ment last for another six months, but without our meeting 
during that time?” 

“But to what purpose?” 

“Then we would see each other again, and both would 
be able to speak calmly, and we should both know with 
certainty what course we ought to pursue.” 

“That seems to me childish. It is easy for you to con- 
template months of postponement. There must be an end 
now ; I can bear it no longer.” 

The rain fell unceasingly, and with it began to mingle 
an autumnal mist. Jasper delayed a moment, then asked 
calmly : 

“Are you going to the Museum?” 

eee 

“Go home again for this morning, Marian. You can’t 
work fs 

“T must; and I have no time to lose. Good-bye!” 

She gave him her hand. They looked at each other for 
an instant, then Marian left the shelter of the tree, opened 
her umbrella, and walked quickly away. Jasper did not 
watch her; he had the face of a man who is suffering a 
severe humiliation. 

A few hours later he told Dora what had come to pass, 
and without extenuation of his own conduct. His sister 
said very little, for she recognised genuine suffering in his 
tones and aspect. But when it was over, she sat down 
and wrote to Marian. 

“T feel far more disposed to congratulate you than to 
regret what has happened. Now that there is no necessity 
for silence, I will tell you something which will help you 
to see Jasper in his true light. A few weeks ago he actu- 
ally proposed to a woman for whom he does not pretend to 
have the slightest affection, but who is very rich, and who 
seemed likely to be foolish enough to marry him. Yester- 
day morning he received her final answer—a refusal. I 
am not sure that I was right in keeping this a secret from 
you, but I might have done harm by interfering. You 
will understand (though surely you need no fresh proof) 
how utterly unworthy he is of you. You cannot, I am 
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_ sure you cannot, regard it as a misfortune that all is over 


between you. Dearest Marian, do not cease to think of 
me as your friend because my brother has disgraced him- 
self. If you can’t see me, at least let us write to each 


other. You are the only friend I have of my own sex, and 


I could not bear to lose you.” 

And much more of the same tenor. 

Several days passed before there came a reply. It was 
written with undisturbed kindness of feeling, but in few 
words. 

“For the present we cannot see each other, but I am very 
far from wishing that our friendship should come to an 
end. I must only ask that you will write to me without 
the least reference to these troubles; tell me always about 
yourself, and be sure that you cannot tell me too much. 
I hope you may soon be able to send me the news which 
was foreshadowed in our last talk—though ‘foreshadowed’ 


_ is a wrong word to use of coming happiness, isn’t it? That 


paper I sent to Mr. Trenchard is accepted, and I shall be 


_ glad to have your criticism when it comes out; don’t spare 


my style, which needs a great deal of chastening. I have 
been thinking: couldn’t you use your holiday in Sark for 
a story? To judge from your letters, you could make an 
excellent background of word-painting.” , 

Dora sighed, and shook her little head, and thought of 
her brother with unspeakable disdain. 


CHAPTER XXXVII 
REWARDS 


Wuen the fitting moment arrived, Alfred Yule under- 
went an operation for cataract, and it was believed at first 
that the result would be favourable. This hope had but 
short duration; though the utmost prudence was exercised, 
evil symptoms declared themselves, and in a few months’ 
time all prospect of restoring his vision was at an end. 
Anxiety, and then the fatal assurance, undermined his 
health; with blindness, there fell upon him the debility of . 
premature old age. 

The position of the family was desperate. Marian had 
suffered much all the winter from attacks of nervous dis- 
order, and by no effort of will could she produce enough 
literary work to supplement adequately the income derived 
from her fifteen hundred pounds. In the summer of 1885 
things were at the worst; Marian saw no alternative but to 
draw upon her capital, and so relieve the present at the 
expense of the future. She had a mournful warning be- 
fore her eyes in the case of poor Hinks and his wife, who 
were now kept from the workhouse only by charity. But 
at this juncture the rescuer appeared. Mr. Quarmby and 
certain of his friends were already making a subscription 
for the Yules’ benefit, when one of their number—Mr. 
Jedwood, the publisher—came forward with a proposal 
which relieved the minds of all concerned. Mr. Jedwood 
had a brother who was the director of a public library in a 
provincial town, and by this means he was enabled to offer 
Marian Yule a place as assistant in that institution; she 
would receive seventy-five pounds a year, and thus, add- 
ing her own income, would be able to put her parents be- 
yond the reach of want. The family at once removed 
from London, and the name of Yule was no longer met 
with in periodical literature. 
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By an interesting coincidence, it was on the day ofthis 

_ departure that there appeared a number of The West End 
in which the place of honour, that of the week’s Celebrity, 
was occupied by Clement Fadge. A coloured portrait of 
this illustrious man challenged the admiration of all who 
had literary tastes, and two columns of panegyric recorded 

his career for the encouragement of aspiring youth. This 
article, of course unsigned, came from the pen of Jasper 
Milvain. 

It was only by indirect channels that Jasper learnt how 
Marian and her parents had been provided for. Dora’s 
correspondence with her friend soon languished; in the 
nature of things this could not but happen; and about the 
time when Alfred Yule became totally blind the girls ceased 
to hear anything of each other. An event which came to 
pass in the spring sorely tempted Dora to write, but out of 
good feeling she refrained. 

For it was then that she at length decided to change her 
name for that of Whelpdale. Jasper could not quite 
reconcile himself to this condescension; in various dis- 
courses he pointed out to his sister how much higher she 
might look if she would only have a little patience. 

“Whelpdale will never be a man of any note. A good 
fellow, but borné in all senses. Let me impress upon you, 
my dear girl, that I have a future before me, and that 
there is no reason—with your charm of person and mind 
—why you should not marry brilliantly. Whelpdale can 
give you a decent home, I admit, but as regards society he 
will be a drag upon you.” 

“Tt happens, Jasper, that I have promised to marry 
him,” replied Dora, in a significant tone. 

“Well, I regret it, but—you are of course your own 
mistress. I shall make no unpleasantness. I don’t dislike 
Whelpdale, and I shall remain on friendly terms with 
him.” 

“That is very kind of you,” said his sister suavely. 

Whelpdale was frantic with exultation. When the day 
of the wedding had been settled, he rushed into Jasper’s 
study and fairly shed tears before he could command his 
voice, 
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“There is no mortal on the surface of the globe one- 
tenth so happy as I am!” he gasped. “I can’t believe it! 
Why in the name of sense and justice have I been suffered 
to attain this blessedness? Think of the days when I all 
but starved in my Albany Street garret, scarcely better off 
than poor, dear old Biffen! Why should I have come to 
this, and Biffen have poisoned himself in despair? He was 
a thousand times a better and cleverer fellow than I. And 
poor old Reardon, dead in misery! Could I for a moment 
compare with him?” 

“My dear fellow,” said Jasper, calmly, “compose your- 
self and be logical. In the first place, success has nothing 
whatever to do with moral deserts; and then, both Rear- 
don and Biffen. were hopelessly unpractical. In such an 
admirable social order as ours, they were bound to go to 
the dogs. Let us be sorry for them, but let us recognise 
causas rerum, as Biffen would have said. You have exer-_ 
cised ingenuity and perseverance; you have your reward.” 

“And when I think that I might have married fatally 
on thirteen or fourteen different occasions. By-the-by, I 
implore you never to tell Dora those stories about me. I 
should lose all her respect. Do you remember the girl 
from Birmingham?’ He laughed wildly. “Heaven be 
praised that she threw me over! Eternal gratitude to all 
and sundry of the girls who have plunged me into wretch- 
edness !” 

“T admit that you have run the gauntlet, and that you 
have had marvellous escapes. But be good enough to leave . 
me alone for the present. I must finish this review by 
mid-day.” 

“Only one word. I don’t know how to thank Dora, 
how to express my infinite sense of her goodness. Will 
you try to do so for me? You can speak to her with 
calmness. Will you tell her what I have said to you?” 

“Oh, certainly.—I should recommend a cooling draught 
of some kind. Look in at a chemist’s as you walk on.” 

The heavens did not fall before the marriage-day, and 
the wedded pair betook themselves for a few weeks to the 
Continent. They had been back again and established in 
their house at Earl’s Court for a month, when one morn- 
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ing about twelve o’clock Jasper dropped in, as though 


casually. Dora was writing; she had no thought of en- 


tirely abandoning literature, and had in hand at present a 
very pretty tale which would probably appear in The Eng- 
lish Girl. Her boudoir, in which she sat, could not well 
have been daintier and more appropriate to the charming 
characteristics of its mistress. Mrs. Whelpdale affected 
no literary slovenliness; she was dressed in light colours, 
and looked so lovely that even Jasper paused on the thresh- 
old with a smile of admiration. 

“Upon my word,” he exclaimed, “I am proud of my 
sisters! What did you think of Maud last night? Wasn’t 
she superb ?” 

“She certainly did look very well. But I doubt if she’s 
very happy.” 

“That is her own look out; I told her plainly enough 
my opinion of Dolomore. But she was in such a tremen- 
dous hurry.” 

“You are detestable, Jasper! Is it inconceivable to you 
that a man or woman should be disinterested when they 
marry?” 

“By no means.” 

“Maud didn’t marry for money any more than I[ did.” 

“You remember the Northern Farmer: “Doant thou 
marry for money, but go where money is.’ An admirable 
piece of advice. Well, Maud made a mistake, let us say. 
Dolomore is a clown, and now she knows it. Why, if she 
had waited, she might have married one of the leading 
men of the day. She is fit to be a duchess, as far as ap- 
pearance goes; but I was never snobbish. I care very 
little about titles ; what I look to is intellectual distinction.” 

“Combined with financial success.” 

“Why, that is what distinction means.” He looked 
round the room with a smile. “You are not uncomfort- 
able here, old girl. I wish mother could have lived till 
now.” ! 

“T wish it very, very often,” Dora replied in a moved 
voice. 

“We haven’t done badly, drawbacks considered. Now 
you may speak of money as scornfully as you like; but 
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suppose you had married a man who could only keep you 
in lodgings? How would life look to you?” 

“Who ever disputed the value of money? But there are 
things one mustn’t sacrifice to gain it.” : 

“TI suppose so. Well, I have some news for you, Dora. 
I am thinking of following your example.” 

Dora’s face changed to grave anticipation. 

“And who is it?” 

“Amy Reardon.” 

His sister turned away, with a look of intense annoy- 
ance. 

“You see, I am disinterested myself,” he went on. “I 
might find a wife who had wealth and social standing. 
But I choose Amy deliberately.” 

“An abominable choice!” 

“No; an excellent choice. I have never yet met a 
woman so well fitted to aid me in my career. She has a * 
trifling sum of money, which will be useful for the next 
year or two af 

‘‘What has she done with the rest of it, then?” 

“Oh, the ten thousand is intact, but it can’t be seriously 
spoken of. It will keep up appearances till I get my edi- 
torship and so on. We shall be married early in August, 
I think. I want to ask you if you will go and see her.” 

“On no account! I couldn’t be civil to her.” 

Jasper’s brows blackened. 

“This is idiotic prejudice, Dora. I think I have some 
claim upon you; I have shown some kindness 

“You have, and I am not ungrateful. But I dislike 
Mrs. Reardon, and I couldn’t bring myself to be friendly 
with -her.”’ ' 

“You don’t know her.” 

“Too well. You yourself have taught me to know her. 
Don’t compel me to say what I think of her.” 

“She is beautiful, and high-minded, and warm-hearted. 
I don’t know a womanly quality that she doesn’t possess. 
You will offend me most seriously if you speak a word 
against her.” 

“Then I will be silent. But you must never ask me to 
meet her.” 
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“Never ?” 

“Never !” 

“Then we shall quarrel. I haven’t deserved this, Dora. 
If you refuse to meet my wife on terms of decent friend- 
liness, there’s no more intercourse between your house 
and mine. You have to choose. Persist in this fatuous 
obstinacy, and I have done with you!” 

~o0 be it!” ‘ 

“That is your final answer ?” 

Dora, who was now as angry as he, gave a short af- 
firmative, and Jasper at once left her. 

But it was very unlikely that things should rest at this 
pass. The brother and sister were bound by a strong 
mutual affection, and Whelpdale was not long in effecting 
a compromise. 

“My dear wife,’ he exclaimed, in despair at the threat- 
ened calamity, “you are right, a thousand times, but it’s 
impossible for you to be on ill terms with Jasper. There’s 
no need for you to see much of Mrs. Reardon——” 

“T hate her! She killed her husband; I am sure of it.” 

“My darling!” 

“T mean by her base conduct. She is a cold, cruel, un- 
principled creature! Jasper makes himself more than 
ever contemptible by marrying her.” 

All the same, in less than three weeks Mrs. Whelpdale 
had called upon Amy, and the call was returned. The two 
women were perfectly conscious of reciprocal dislike, but 
they smothered the feeling beneath conventional suavities. 
Jasper was not backward in making known his gratitude 
for Dora’s concession, and indeed it became clear to all 
his intimates that this marriage would be by no means one 
of mere interest; the man was in love at last, if he had 
never been before. 

Let lapse the ensuing twelve months, and come to an 
evening at the end of July, 1886. Mr. and Mrs. Milvain 
are entertaining a small and select party of friends at din- 
ner. Their house in Bayswater is neither large nor inter- 
nally magnificent, but it will do very well for the tem- 
porary sojourn of a young man of letters who has much 
greater things in confident expectation, who is a good deal 
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talked of, who can gather clever and worthy people at his 
table, and whose matchless wife would attract men of 
taste to a very much poorer abode. 

Jasper had changed considerably in appearance since 
that last holiday that he spent in his mother’s house at 
Finden. At present he would have been taken for five- 
and thirty, though only in his twenty-ninth year; his hair 
was noticeably thinning ; his moustache had grown heavier ; 
a wrinkle or two showed beneath his eyes; his voice was 
softer, yet firmer. It goes without saying that his evening 
uniform lacked no point of perfection, and somehow it 
suggested a more elaborate care than that of other men in 
the room. He laughed frequently, and with a throwing 
back of the head which seemed to express a spirit of tri- 
umph. 

Amy looked her years to the full, but her type of beauty, | 
as you know, was independent of youthfulness. That 
suspicion of masculinity observable in her when she be- 
came Reardon’s wife impressed one now only as 
the consummate grace of a perfectly-built woman. You 
saw that at forty, at fifty, she would be one of the stateliest 
of dames. When she bent her head towards the person 
with whom She spoke, it was an act of queenly favour. 
Her words were uttered with just enough deliberation to 
give them the value of an opinion; she smiled with a de- 
licious shade of irony; her glance intimated that nothing 
could be too subtle for her understanding. 

The guests numbered six, and no one of them was in- 
significant. Two of the men were about Jasper’s age, 
and they had already made their mark in literature; the 
third was a novelist of circulating fame, spirally crescent. 
The three of the stronger sex were excellent modern types, 
with sweet lips attuned to epigram, and good broad brows. 

The novelist at one point put an interesting question to 
Amy. 

“Is it true that Fadge is leaving The Current?” 

“Tt is rumoured, I believe.” 

“Going to one of the quarterlies, they say,’ remarked a 
lady. “He is getting terribly autocratic. Have you heard 
the delightful story of his telling Mr. Rowland to perse- 
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vere, as his last work was one of considerable promise ?” 

Mr. Rowland was a man who had made a merited repu- 
tation when Fadge was still on the lower rungs of journal- 
ism. Amy smiled and told another anecdote of the great 
editor. Whilst speaking, she caught her husband’s eye, 
and perhaps this was the reason why her story, at the 
close, seemed rather amiably pointless—not a common 
fault when she narrated. 

When the ladies had withdrawn, one of the younger 
men, in a conversation about a certain magazine, re- 
marked : . 

“Thomas always maintains that it was killed by that 
solemn old stager, Alfred Yule. By the way, he is dead 
himself, I hear.” 

Jasper bent forward. 

“Alfred Yule is dead ?” 

“So Jedwood told me this morning. He died in the 
country somewhere, blind and fallen on evil days, poor old 
fellow.” 

All the guests were ignorant of any tie of kindred be- 
tween their host and the man spoken of. 

“I believe,’ said the novelist, “that he had a clever 
daughter who used to do all the work he signed. That 
used to be a current bit of scandal in Fadge’s circle.” 

“Oh, there was much exaggeration in that,’® remarked 
Jasper, blandly. “His daughter assisted him, doubtless, 
but in quite a legitimate way. One used to see her at the 
Museum.” 

The subject was dropped. 

An hour and a half later, when the last stranger had 
taken his leave, Jasper examined two or three letters 
which had arrived since dinner-time and were lying on the 
hall table. With one of them open in his hand, he sud- 
denly sprang up the stairs and leaped, rather than stepped, 
into the drawing-room. Amy was reading an evening 
paper. 

“Took at this!’ he cried, holding the letter to her. 

It was a communication from the publishers who owned 
The Current; they stated that the editorship of that re- 
view would shortly be resigned by Mr. Fadge, and they 
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inquired whether Milvain would feel disposed to assume 
the vacant chair. 

Amy sprang up and threw her arms about her husband’s 
neck, uttering a cry of delight. 

“So soon! Oh, this is great! this is glorious!” 

“Do you think this would have been offered to me but 
for the spacious life we have led of late? Never! Was 
I right in my calculations, Amy?” 

“Did I ever doubt it?” 

He returned her embrace ardently, and gazed into her 
eyes with profound tenderness. 

“Doesn’t the future brighten?” 

“Tt has been very bright to me, Jasper, since 1 became 
your wife.” 

“And I owe my fortune to you, dear girl. Now the way 
is smooth!” 

They placed themselves on a settee, Jasper with an arm — 
about his wife’s waist, as if they were newly plighted 
lovers. When they had talked for a long time, Milvain 
said in a changed tone: 

“T am told that your uncle is dead.” 

He mentioned how the news had reached him. 

“T must make inquiries to-morrow. I suppose there 
will be a notice in The Study, and some of the other 
papers. I hope somebody will make it an opportunity to 
have a hit at that ruffan Fadge. By-the-by, it doesn’t 
much matter now how you speak of Fadge; but I was a 
trifle anxious when I heard your story at dinner.” 
~ “Oh, you can afford to be more independent.—What 
are you thinking about ?” 

“Nothing.” 

“Why do you look sad ?—Yes, I know, I know. I'll try 
to forgive you.” 

“IT can’t help thinking at times of the poor girl, Amy. 
Life will be easier for her now, with only her mother to 
support. Someone spoke of her this evening, and repeated 
Fadge’s lie that she used to do all her father’s writing.” 

“She was capable of doing it. I must seem to you 
Be a poor-brained woman in comparison. Isn’t it 
true?” 
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“My dearest, you are a perfect woman, and poor Marian 
was only a clever school-girl. Do you know, I never could 
help imagining. that she had ink-stains on her fingers. 
Heaven forbid that I should say it unkindly! It was 
touching to me at the time, for I knew how fearfully hard 
she worked.” 

“She nearly ruined your life; remember that.” 

Jasper was silent. 

“You will never confess it, and that is a fault in you.” 

“She loved me, Amy.” 

“Perhaps! as a school-girl loves. But you never loved 
her?” 

SAAN ayaee 

Amy examined his face as he spoke. 

“Her image is very faint before me,” Jasper pursued, 
“and soon I shall scarcely be able to recall it. Yes, you 
are right; she nearly ruined me. And in more senses than 
one. Poverty and struggle, under such circumstances, 
would have made me a detestable creature. As it is, I 
am not such a bad fellow, Amy.” 

She laughed, and caressed his\cheek. 

“No, I am far from a bad fellow. I feel kindly to 
everyone who deserves it. I like to be generous, in word 
and deed. Trust me, there’s many a man who would like 
to be generous, but is made despicably mean by necessity. 
What a true sentence that is of Landor’s: ‘It has been re- 
peated often enough that vice leads to misery; will no man 
declare that misery leads to vice?’ I have much of the 
weakness that might become viciousness, but I am now 
far from the possibility of being vicious. Of course there 
are men, like Fadge, who seem only to grow meaner the 
more prosperous they are; but these are exceptions. Hap- 
piness is the nurse of virtue.” 

“And independence the root of happiness.” 

“True. ‘The glorious privilege of being independent’— 
yes, Burns understood the matter. Go to the piano, dear, 
and play me something. If I don’t mind, I shall fali into 
Whelpdale’s vein, and talk about my ‘blessedness.’ Ha! 
isn’t the world a glorious place?” 

“For rich people.” 
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“Yes, for rich people. How I pity the poor devils !— 
Play anything. Better still if you will sing, my nightin- 
gale!” 

So Amy first played, and then sang, and Jasper lay back 
in dreamy bliss. 


THE END 
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